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“Dbivb mb to King’s Oboss, will you?” 

SOEBY, SlE, YOU ’ll HAYE TO TAKE THE EIRST ON THE RANK.” 

“Well, urivb mb as par as that.” 
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HiGHBKOW WIBELESS ban keeps guests waiting IILL THE END OF THE MUSICAL ITEM. 


MINCE MEAT. 

(By our Gharivariety Artistes.) 

It is said that there will be more 
pantomimes in Scotland this year than 
hi any year since the War, One of the 
most popular will be Haggis in Wonder- 
land, ^ jj. 

Labour leaders have eaten their words 
before now, and we understand that 
the piice de resistance of Mr. A. J . Cook’s 
Christmas dinner is likely to be roast 
parrot. ,5, 

* 

There is a boy in Liverpool who is 
reported to have two stomachs. It 
seems almost unnecessary to wish him 
a merry Christmas. 

* He 

^ _ 

The war-horse which said*' Ha, ha” to 
the trumpets cannot have known what 
it was to have children in the house 
on Christmas morning. 

He He 

It’s a wise son who pretends he 
doesn’t know his own father in a white 
beard and a red flannel dressing-gown. 

He H« 

There is to be a record exodus to the 


Continent for Christmas. It is attri- 
buted largely to the fact that the Waits 
are threatening to use saxophones this 
year. 

An up-to-date store is selling a set 
of toote for making show-men, but 
there ’s nothing like a common spade for 
getting the real Epstein touch. 

Flesh-coloured stockings are so popular 
this year that it is thought that Santa 
Claus may mistake them for legs and 
be too refined to touch them. 

* He 
He 

Half the world doesn’t know how the 
other half can afford to spend Christmas 
where it says it does. 

^ He He 

It is rumoured that we are to have 
radio carols again this year, but wireless 
waits will never be really satisfactory 
i until somebody invents a method of 
broadcasting a pail of water. 

^ He* 

> A performing turkey has been appear- 
1 ing on the Continent. It is said that 
, in rehearsing a difficult trick the trainer 
makes the bird clearly understand that 
» it ’s either success or Christmas. I 


Plum-puddings have already appeared | 
on the counters of West End stores. ' 
Locally this is regarded as an indication 
of an early Christmas. 

H< He 

People are said to be going to bed 
earlier. Even some of the smartest go 
to bed before breakfast now. 

He He 
He 

It is pleasing to learn that the party 
of artists who left last month for Ice- 
land to get local colour for our Christ- 
mas-cards have returned with some 
really original ideas. 

He He 
He 

Now that they’ve invented an un- 
breakable toy-drum for children it’s 
time somebody produced the same kind 
of drum for father’s ears. 

He He 
He 

It was recently asserted that no 
author had written anything in praise 
of a good Christmas dinner. This of 
course is not true. What about Pro- 
fessor Bismuth’s classical treatise, *‘Tho 
Eomance of Dyspepsia ” ? 

He He 
He 

W e are now approaching that period of 
the year when the calendar is lamenting 
the fact that its days are numbered. 
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Blacksmith! 
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Lord Haldane, 



Operatic Selection — Iolanthe 
^irAlfreo Mono. 








“Punch” (Almanvck Nljmdi:k), Nov. 1, 1926. 


IT SEEMS A GREAT PITY THAT IT IS 



ANY OUTWARD FORM— 



SURELY A PLANTAGENET COMEDIAN 
MIGHT BE CONSIDERED WORTHY OF 
MENTION- 



'ANYHOW, DESCENDANTS OF THE 
CRUSADERS MIGHT ADVERTISE THE 

fact- 


pride OF RACE. 

ONLY IN THE FAR NORTH OF THESE ISLANDS THAT PRIDE OF RACE STILL TAKES- 



AND THAT THE SAXON DOESN’T SHOW AND EVEN NORMAN BLOOD GIVES NO 
ANY PRIDE IN HIS ANCESTRY— HINT OF ITS PRESENCE. 



OR PURITAN STOCK— 



OR. ON THE OTHER HAND. KAMILH-.S 
WHICH SPRANG INTO PROMINENCE 
UNDER THE STUARTS. 



AND, WHILE POSSIBLY THERE AREN’T 
VERY MANY WHO CAN PROVE THEIR 
CONNECTION WITH THE DANISH INVA- 
SIONS— 



ALL EVENTS, SURELY MOST OF US 
CAN SAFELY FALL BACK UPON THE 
ANCIENT BRITONS. 




THE KILLJOY. 
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THE RUNAWAY GIRL, 


P OOR ^rcat-^£*raiidriiother 's ijoiic away 
From her place by old Sir Peter, 
Poor great-i^randmothcr ’s ^oiic to stay 
With a nullionairc from the U.S.A. 

Who ’s awfully pleased to meet her. 


Old Sir Peter is simply mad 
Over the flight of his daughter ; 
"The girl is a regular jade, cj»ad ! 

To leave the excellent home she had 
For a place where the men drink 
water ! ” 


But if one night by the firclii^ht flame, 
When the gale blew loud in the 
Channel, 

Poor great-grandmother suddenly came, 
I 'm sure Sir Peter would leave his 
frame 

And welcome her back to her panel. 




Punch’s Almanack for 1927. 


THE RIVAL MAGICIANS. 

Once tipon a time there was a King 
who ruled over a country called Barabia, 
and at the time of this story there was 
a bad deadlock over the choice 
of a new Court Magician. The 
previous Court Magician had 
died of a spell caught while 
strolling in a rival’s rose-garden, 
and there were two claimants 
to the position. One was an 
antique, who had been about the 
Court for years ; the other was a 
youngish fellow of some power, - 
called Arod, who lived in the 
neighbourhood. He cultivated 
roses as a hobby. 

Most people fancied Arod, 
for the old chap, Norval, had 
been going on for some time 
and was certainly getting a bit 
beyond his job, though there 
was a little magic left in him 
still, as one or two incautious 
people, now residing in the 
Eoyal Zoological Garden, had 
discovered when they ventured 
to suggest he might find the 
work a little too heavy for his 
strength. But the Vizier and 
the diehards of the Court stuck 
by old Norval, with whom they 
had been boys together, remembering 
how he used to produce frogs from his 
hat in school hours. 

And that was the deadlock. Neither 
party dared say much for fear of the 
other side’s candidate ; 
while there was a centre 
party of courtiers who 
were waiting to see which 
the King would choose ; 
but he, a cautious sov- 
ereign, had not yet been 
heard to express an 
opinion. 

Into this delicate state 
of affairs there drifted 
one day a young man 
from a neighbouring king- 
dom. He had sharp beady 
eyes and a pointed cun- 
ning sort of face, and his 
only luggage was three 
much-worn playing- 
cards. He looked as 
though he had travelled 
hard and fast at the insti- 
gation of someone behind 
him, and he told the 
sentry on the City Gate 
that the people of the 
neighbouring country 
were a suspicious and 
vindictive set of people 
and no gentlemen. 

The next day, having 
apparently heard about 
the Court Magician busi- 


ness from his landlady, he appeared at 
the Palace dressed in red and yellow, 
the most fashionable spring harmony 
in Barabia that year, and in an audience 
of the King’s Private Secretary stated 

lv».rcl 

A.TV<i 





that he had devised a way out of 
His Majesty’s deadlock, though he was 
careful only to refer to it as a Highly 
Important State Problem. 

The King, prepared to explore any 


TKe ojve 

t/ve o/tricK 



avenue, gave him a private interview ; 
and the young man, whose name was 
Komo, explained his idea so well and 
laughed so heartily at the King’s story 
—the one about the ostrich, which every- 
body knew by heart — that he 
ended by being given a bag of 
gold and appointed to the newly- 
created office of Grand Master 
of the Highly Important State 
Problem. 

Por the next few days intense 
speculation prevailed in the 
capital of Barabia as to what 
the G.M. of the H.I.S.P. would 
do, and the excitement was only 
intensified by the knowledge 
that he had been seen to pay a 
private visit to each of the claim- 
ants. On Monday morning, 
however, everyone knew, for 
there appeared enormous posters 
on the palace walls reading as 
under, in red letters : — 

. GEAND 

THREE-EOUND CONTEST. 

On Satubday Abtebnoon Next, 
In the Palace Courtyard, 
NORVAL, THE WORLD’S WIZIEST 
WIZARD, 

WILL OPPOSE 

AROD THE SPELL-BINDER 
POE THE 

TITLE OF COURT MAGICIAN. 
Win on Points or KnocTcout, 

All weapons and trichs of magic are per- 
missible, but opponents must not change 
either themselves or their adversaries into 
animals of any kind during 
the contest. 

Invisible cloaJcs may not 
be worn. 

For Reserved Seats apply 
to the G.M. of the 

Early Doors 2.30 p.m. 

During the next few 
days Komo did a roaring 
trade in tickets, though 
it was to be noticed there 
was not much of a rush 
on the ring-side seats, 
the populace being evi- 
dently afraid of stray 
bits of magic missing 
their mark during the 
fight. Komo became ter- 
rifically popular both be- 
cause of his idea and be- 
cause the news got about 
that he was willing to lay 
two to one in gold-pieces 
(less betting-tax) against 
Arod. This seemed lovely, 
thought the townsfolk. 
You gave Komo a bit of 
gold and he gave you a 
written promise to pay 
you two (less betting-tax) 
if Arod won. Half the 
populace, Arod’s half, 
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availed themselves of the offer to back 
their favourite, and Komo had to buy 
another safe. He* refused however to 
lay at all against old Norval. 

By Friday evening the city could 
hardly sleep, and the 
King had had to enrol 
special constables, an 
equal number from each 
faction, to arrest the 
more turbulent spirits 
of the opposite party, 

Komo, it was noticed, 
paid another private 
visit to each of the 
combatants, and next 
morning there were 
three articles side by 
side in Ihe Bamhian 
Times, ' One was by 
Norval, called ‘‘ My 
Forthcoming Success”; 
the second by Arod, 

“Why I am Confident 
of Winning”; and a 
third by Komo himself, 
called “The Difficulties 
of Contest-Promoting.” 

By 2.35 P.M. that af i er- 
noon the palace court- 
yard was packed. Even 
the royal slaves were 
there, the King having 
generously given them free seats at the 
ling-side. 

At a quarter to three Komo made his 
appearance and was loudly cheered, and 
collecting-boxes were sent round among 
the audience to provide a suit- 
ably engraved memento for the 
Grand Master of the Highly 
Important State 'Problem in 
recognition of his services to 
Barabia. 

At 3.0 o’clock both contest- 
ants appeared in the ring, Arod 
was dressed in white and carried 
a magic* wand; the ancient 
Norval wore his black-and-gold 
sparring suit, with triangles and 
circles on it, and was also ob- 
served to be fighting with d. 
brazier and several packets of 
mystic powders. Komo had a 
short talk with each, and the 
Court photographer took groups 
of everybody, reading from left 
to right. 

Bound One opened with some 
virulent spell-weaving by old 
Norval, most of which was 
deftly countered by chari^ns. One 
swift one, however, got past and 
resulted in the lengthening of 
Arod’s nose to eigbteen-and-a- 
half inches, at which point its 
owner arrested the growth by a 
smartly applied talisman. An 
unexpected return incantation 
materialised a chain and an enor- 


mous ball of iron round Norval’s left ankle, 
which encumbered him for the rest of 
the round. Profiting by his adversary’s 
surprise Arcd reduced his nose to normal 
and had nearly completed a magic circle 





of immunity when the old man came 
up to it again by creating two large and 
stupid pigeons, which flew blunderingly 
round and round his opponent’s head 
and necessitated a defensive attitude. 

Rronv 



After some further sharp exorcisms 
Bound One closed amid deafening ap- 
plause. 

During the interval the pigeons were 
killed and the Royal Armourer took a 
cold chisel and knocked 
the chain off old Nor- 
val’sleg. The King was 
heard to express him- 
self thoroughly pleased 
with the whole affair, 
and contributed ten gold 
pieces towards Komo’s 
testimonial. 

Both the contestants 
came up fresh for Bound 
Two, which vras de- 
cidedly in tho older 
man’s favour; for at the 
outset he created a 
sharp local snowstorm 
over his adversar^^ 
which followed him 
everywhere he went 
during the round, 
wetted him to tho skin 
and ob'?cured his aim. 
As a result of this his 
counter - charms were 
somewhat wild, and on 
one occasion two slaves 
who were sitting near 
the ropes got a hunch- 
back and a pair of bow-legs each from 
an ill-directed “over.” 

Old Norval, with rather a superior 
air, was preparing fora knock-out rune 
when Arod, almost in just 

found the time to materialise 
a large umbrella, and then com- 
pletely turned tho tables in his 
own favour by disintegrating all 
his adversary’s clothes into thin 
air. 

The round was instantly 
stopped, and Arod was solemnly 
warned by the referee against 
low tactics, while new garments 
were brought out from tho 
pavilion and the Queen and her 
ladies pointed out to eacli other 
how nice the afternoon light 
looked on the distant western 
mountains. 

The rest of the round was un- 
eventful, Norval having been 
severely shaken and contenting 
himself with concentric rings of 
counter-charms. 

The interval, owing to the 
accident to the two slaves, was 
marked byageneral movementof 
the forward benches to the “Btand- 
ing-Boom Only ” enclosures, and 
by the appearance of men among 
the audience selling small amu- 
lets and talismans against catch- 
ing stray ' magic, which were 
eagerly bought at high prices. 
The Third and Final Round com- 
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menced with a very fine spell by Norval, found the post of Court Magician very “ A more paying game. But/’ he added 
and Arod suddenly disappeared. Norval unremunerative, if not dangerous.” admiringly, “ you must have done well 
looked anxious and in- out of this.” 


stantly retired inside ^ 
pentagon, half-thinking Oolejwtvl^ 
that his adversary, de- 
spite the rules against 
invisible cloaks, was 
up to some very dirty 
ring-craft. Soon, how- 
ever, he realised that 
he must have produced f/ . 

*a more powerful spell i] 
than he thought. ^ / i U i 

The referee, at once Lwi® i \r .[ 
commanding silence I 

among the crowd, 
which was busily shout- 
ing ‘‘Bouir*, ordered 
Arod, if invisible 
through his own agency 
in contravention of the 
rules, to appear or else 
forfeit the match. No- 
thing happened. Arod 
was then solemnly 
counted out and the 
match was officially 
awarded to old Norval j i 

on a very masterly 1 \\/ 

knock-out. 

An objection by Arod’s 
seconds that it was 
against the regulations 
was over-ruled, for it could not be 


3 , . 7 T Q r* so badly,” 

olejvvMy Wd.rjtved. by Bv^reteree replied Komo, and 

smiled to himself. Con- 

\ briskly, we must hurry 

pack if we’re 
going to get into the 
next kingdom before 
- dawn. Eemember oar 

Arod chuckled. “ I ’m glad you put I new game. You go ahead and put a 


stated that Norval had changed his] me up to the dodge of losing,” he said, j spell of warts on everyone you meet 


opponent into an animal ; he 
had merely caused him to 
disappear. Arod was posted 
as “ Missing, believed killed.” 

Komo, refusing the royal 
invitation to dine but ac- 
cepting a gold chain, visited 
Norval’s tent and congratu- 
lated him, and then went 
pensively home. Many people 
thought how lucky he had 
been to decline to lay any 
bets against Norval. 

On arrival at his home 
Komo carefully locked the 
door on the inside and then 
said, “Well?” 

“ Well ? ” replied Arod, get- 
ting out of his invisible cloak, 
“ here I am.” 

“ You did it very well. Not 
a hitch.” 

“ Where ’s my money ? ” 

Komo counted out a hun- 
dred-and-ninety gold pieces. 
“Here you arel Two hun- 
dred — ^your half-share in the 
bets I laid against you, less 
ten pieces to me for suggest- 
ing and writing your article 
on “ Why I am Confident of 
Winning.” It ’s worth two 
hundred, isn’t it ? ” he added, 
“to lose. You would only have 


'^5C^ell ? ' replied Arod-- 
Kere I 









and I’ll follow behind sell- 
ing the bottles of Wart- 
Banisher. A. A. 


THE MOUNTED BAND. 

When he hears the sound of 
music the Colonel waxes pale. 
He sighs and moans and glares 
and groans, and thereby hangs 
a tale ; 

The Colonel wrote a gallop for 
his regiment’s mounted band, 
And he had it played upon parade 
when the General was at 
hand. 

The flutes and oboes bolted at 
the heels of the bassoon, 

The trumpet ducked and the 
big drum bucked when they 
heard the Colonel’s tune, - 
The trombone kicked the cornet, 
the cornet bit the horn 
And settled a debt with the 
clarionet for trying to pinch 
his corn. 

The General’s horse got staggers 
and rolled upon the ground, 
And the General swore so loud 
a roar it was heard for miles 
around* 

So the Colonel ’s on the retired 
list, half -pay is all he ’s paid, 
And he sighs and moans and 
glares and groans whenever 
music ’s played. G. B. 
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No, I THINK- 


LET ’S TBY UPSTA.IBS. 


Well, bbfobb we settle — 
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MAY-FEVER. 

I 13 AV 23 had a I’afcher severe attack 
this time, witli very high temperature, 
fits of depression and moments of in- 
tense irritation. I look forward to 1927 
with much misgiving. 

Of the seventeen Christmas cards I 
i*eceived, each with its motto or mes- 
sage beginning with “ May,’' the first 
bore the following kindly hope : — 

“May Ohiislmas bring you joy sublime, 

And may you have a Happy Time.” 

Thanks to the other sixteen the hope 
was not fulfilled. " j 

I was made very uneasy by the one 
addressed to me by an old friend who is 
also my doctor. What did he mean 
when he sent me : — 

“ May you this day enjoy full Christmas Chcor, 
And Health attend you through the. Coming 
Year”? . ■ * , 

I could not help feeling that he had 


some sinister pur2)ose in sending that 
card, was trying to lead me on, perhaps. 
As a prudent man I deemed it expedi- 
ent to go cautiously, and, while I think 
I baulked him, I did not have quite 
the time I had planned for the festive 
season. 

Why do people with power to make 
a thing a certainty for you content 
themselves with merely hoping you* will 
get it ? Uncle Eichard’s card said : — 

“ May every care be banished 
This Christmas in your Home, 

. And Plenty give you Comfort 
Throughout the years to come.” 

He could have seen the thing through 
himself without missing a bean; but 
no, he prefers a ready-made pious three- 
halfpenny hope. I am convinced that 
Plenty will not give a hoot for my 
comfort throughout the years to come 
unless something definite is done. 

But it was my coal-merchant who 


capped all when he sent me the follow- 
ing 

“May hearts beat fonder at this Happy 
Season, 

And Bitterness and Strife be swept away, 
And you with me in Friendship bo united, 
That winter may bo brighter by day.” 

Nothing now shall prevent me from 
saying to him, when next we meet, 
what I have always said I should say. 

From a Law Eeport : — 

“Even* great men liko Tennyson, went on 
counsel, sometimes wrote ‘stuff of no great 
merit,’ and as an example ho quoted the fol- 
lowing lines : — 

‘ My little room, 

No room so bright, 

Wherein to read 
Wherein to writh.’ 

The Judge : It does not sound very well as 
you give it.” , 

An obiter cliciim with which we cordi- 
ally agree. 


vni.- M xYTr. 



2 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [jANu.iRY 5, 1927. 

1927. 

All aufehorities are at last unanimous 
in their belief that 1927 will now take 
place. It has indeed actually begun. 
I have been at some pains to collect 
opinions and prophecies about the prob- 
able course of events during this year. 
It was necessary to study the works of 
Zadkiel, Old ¥oore, and other writers 
having the gift of augury, and compare 
them with the utterances of Big Busi- 
ness, politicians, newspaper men and 
divines. No stone has been left un- 
turned, and I am glad to be able to 
present the following remarkable para- 
graphic summary. 

Where authorities differed I was 
obliged to exercise my own judgment. 
Where they agreed, I did the same, 

^ ¥r ¥: 

1927 will be a full year. It will con- 
sist of three hundred and sixty-five days, 
which will be calculated according to 
the Gregorian calendar, Bifty-two of 
these days will be Sundays, and on 
many of them we shall get a glimpse 
of the sun. The moon will be visible 
from Herne Hill every second Friday of 
the month. It is impossible to calculate 
the number of striking days in 1927, 
but there is every hope that they will 
be fewer and softer than those in 1926. 
Bays not devoted to striking or other 
amusements will be given up to work. 
Trade will revive, and the cricket-ball 
will be smaller (no, sorry, not till 
1928). A new type of influenza will 
be introduced^ consisting of short 
sharp barks and a violent pain in the 
right instep. This will be cured by 
whisky and ultra-violet rays. Gross- 
word puzzles will be popular in Baling, 
and a new spirit will enter into indus- 
try, costing a halfpenny a gallon less 
than the old. The first of April will be 
All Book* Day. 

t ^ * )|C 

A new chapter in the- history of 
British Wireless opens this year, con- 
taining many startling innovations. 
The time-signal from Big Ben, while 
consisting of the same number of 
strokes as 'usual; : will be completely 
under Government control, and every 
stroke will be liable to instant recall if 
the tone is considered unsatisfactory by 
the Home Secretary. Eadio-telepbony 
will be exploited by the B.B.O. Also 
photo-telephony, motor-telephony, os- 
cillometry and the use of the globes. 

^ 

' Income-tax will be paid cheerfully in 
1927. Forms will arrive in buff enve- 
. lopes, unstamped, and accompanied by 
m invitation to eat more seaweed and 
keep that schoolgirl complexion. 

^ ^ ^ 

- Sex-determination will set in in 1927. 

Legs will be worn long, and a wave of 
barrel-striped jumpers will sweep over 
the land. Hair may harden, and boots 
are likely to remain firm. A spotted 
aooncagua will die at the Zoo. 

* * ^ 

1927 will see a great revolution in 
our Metropolitan traffic- control. The 
gyratory system for motor-cars will be 
abolished, and London will be caused to 
gyrate instead, passengers stepping on 
to it at the point desired. 

^ ^ 

There wiil be much art in 1927, but 
it will pass off in the face of resolute 
commercial enterprise. 

* ^ ^ 

A new super-shop will he opened in 
Oxford Street to supply super-wear to 
super- women. ^ ^ ^ 

The Derby will be tun as usual. The 
first horse home will win. 

^ ^ 

Dancing will remain popular. There 
is a possibility that the Charleston will 
be superseded by the Ogopogo, a new 
dance from Central America, in which 
the ears are flapped as well as the feet. 
A posse of Pueblo Indians will give an 
exhibition of this delightful exercise 
towards the end of February in the 
reading-room of the British Museum, 
which will be specially cleared for the 
purpose. It is hoped that Mr. 0. B. 
Cochran will be able to attend. 

^ ^ 

Rapid strides will be seen in the 
cinema in 1927. 

^ ^ ^ 

Aviation will render the world smaller 
than ever this year, and it is doubtful 
whether enough of it will be left to go 
round. 

^ ^ ^ 

Turning to science, we note the pro- 
mise of a new pulsographic psyehomo- 
meter, to be fitted to telephone receivers, 
which will enable the caller to ascertain 
whether the speaker at the other end is 
telling the truth. This will improve 
both commercial and social relations. 
An invisible ray has also been invented 
which permits the operator to see ex- 
actly what other people are dping in the 
dark. I have tried to buy this ray, but 
it has not yet been put on the market. 

^ ^ 

The last day of 1927 will be the thirty- 
first of December, and due notice will 
be giyen in the Press. Evoe. 

The nofee parental (flowers culled from 
our public elementary schools) : — 
“Dear Sib,— Please let; Tommy go to the 
clinic with his face. He has had it a long 
tune and it is spreading.” 

“ Please, George is ill this morning. He had 
a bad blow yesterday afternoon, so he could 
not come back to school on his head.” 

COLOUR-SONGS. 

Ill, — The Rose Prince’s Wooing. 

When I wooed Rosaline 

I bought tulips and pinks ; 

I ’d have made her my queen 

When I wooed Rosaline, 

But she said I was mean 
(They cost more than she thinks). 
When I wooed Rosaline 

I bought tulips and pinks. 

When I wooed Rosabella 

I bought strings of pink pearls ; 

I thought I did well 

When I wooed Rosabelle, 

But you never can tell — 

She proved ficklest of girls. 

When I wooed Rosabelle 

I bought strings of pink pearls. 

When I wooed Rosalind 

I bought rose-pink brocade ; 

But the Fates were unkind 

When I wooed Rosalind, 

For she altered her mind — 

And the bill isn’t paid. 

When I wooed Rosalind 

I bought rose-pink brocade. 

When I wooed Rosamond 

I bought mice with pink eyes ; 

I was foolish anel fond 

When I wooed Rosamond; 

They got drowned in the pond- - 
I was rather unwise. 

When I wooed Rosamond 

I bought mice with pink eyes. 

When I wooed Rosemarie 

I bought cokernut-ice ; 

But she sneered at poor me 

When I wooed Rosemarie, 

And I had to agree 

It was not very nice. 

When I wooed Rosemarie 

I bought cokernut-ice. 

When I went to woo Rose 

There was nothing to pay ; 

I had but to propose 

When I went to woo Rose ; 

No “ Porhapses ” or Noes ” — 

We 'were married next day. 

When I went to woo Rose 

There was nothing to pay. 

JVom an article in a provincial paper 
describing Christmas at a hospital 

“The little girls, propped upon their pill irs." 
Like patients on a monument. 

“Mile. , the charming young Auatriati 

actress now appearing in ‘ Sweet a 

popular now play in Yienna, receives fortv- 
seven kisses during each porfonnanco. As 
there are seven shows a week, it moans that 
she receives a total of 058 kisses a week.” 

Weekly raper. 

We make it only half that number; but 
that, of course, is without allowing for 
the rate of exchange. 




THE WHY-GO-ABROAD MOVEMENT. 


WINTBE SPORTS IN SCOTLAND: TOSSING THE EROZBN CABER. 
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DIARY OF A MONDAINE. 

Mayfair, Mansions. 
The restaurant and niglit-clnb habit 
has gone from strength to. strength this 
little season. People have seen hardly 
anything of each other in their own 
I homes. For instance, the Easthamp- 
tons have bath been at their town house 
part of the autumn, and it chanced that 
Easthampton bad one or two little 
things to say to Delia, but he never 
could meet her. She was always out 
when he was in, and whenever she was 
in he happened to be out. So he was 
reduced to putting an advertisement in 
the personal column of a daily: — 
Delia 1 Have booked a table for supper 
at the Go-as-you-jolly-well-please to- 
night. Have one or two things to say 
to you. Try to' come, — ^E asty.*' 

She came, and the one or two things 
Easty had to say turned out to be not 
quite nice — about ^running bills and 
pledging his credit and other harmless 
little' haughtinesses with which our 
Delia had tried to brighten her exist- 
ence. Delia, qui a la'langue bien 
countered fluently, and a charm- 
ing little matrimonial squabble ensued 
which probably rather spoilt their supper. 


That is as far as I can vouch for the 
truth of the incident. The rest is from 
Ohatterton Soames. He says the Go- 
as - you - jolly - well-please Band (J ack 
Lupton’s) was broadcasting that flight; 
that by some mischance the Easthamp- 
tons' supper-table was placed too near 
the microphone, .and •par consequent 
that a couple of million listeners-in bad 
the privilege of hearing, in addition to 
Jack Lupton's famous Jazz Band, the 
very newest and most pungent things 
an angry husband can say to his wife, 
together with the most utterly modern 
retorts and reproaches de la part de 
Madame. 

Weddings have simply raged this 
autumn and everyone 's been trying to 
strike a new note. Quite the newest 
was struck at the wedding of the! 
Ohadboroughs' girl, Lucilla, and Bobby 
Brandon. There were twelve mechani- 
cal bridesmaids, six dark, six fair, all 
perfect beauties, deliciously gowned. 
Everything went with a rush, though 
certainly the chief bridesmaid whirred 
and clicked a little^ while the bishop 
was tying, the knot; and when the 
bride’s left-hand glove was given her to 
hold she threw it up in the air and 
someone had to catch it. Still, on the 


— — — — , 

whole things wont without a ixitcli, 
and there was such a inob outside the 
church to see the bridesmaids that tlie 
police could hardly hold them back. 

There was a dance at Chadborough 
House in the evening “To moot the 
Mechanical Bridesmaids,** and thoy 
were such a riot that the poor girls 
I who were unlucky enough to l)0 real 
and alive got scarcely any partners and 
had to dance with each other. Bertie 
Bibbingham, who mil mix his drinks 
more than is judicious, proposed to one 
of the mechanicals after supper, and 
later was found in tears becatise, to 
quote himself, “The divinest thing 1 
ever struck has first led me on and 
then turned me down.” 

Quite a good little story about the 
Oldiands and their boy Curfew is 
going round. The Oldiands are about 
the only really feudal old family left. 
Chatty Soames says they ought to be 
exhibited in a glass-ease with the label: 
“Put a shilling in the slot and hear 
these sole survivors of a vanished civili- i 
sation say, ^ Duties of cur position/ I 
' Noblesse obligef and other slogans of 
a defunct social system.” Curfew, their 
only child, was dropped on his head by 
I a* careless nurse when he was a wee 


5 


. January 5, 1927.] PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHAPIVAPL 



babe and grew up only fit for diplomacy. 
For the last year or two he's been 
attached to one of our legations at the 
uttermost ends of the earth. Lately he 
came home on leave. Instead of going 
straight to Domesday Hall he stayed in 
town and was reported to berather going 
in off thedeepend. Thanks tohishaving 
been kept so close by his feudal parents, 
to his having been at the uttermost ends 
of the earth for two years and to his 
not being naturally bright, he was out 
of touch with the London world, which 
would account for his not knowing; 
about — but wait ! I 

When he presented himself at length 
at Domesday Hall be announced to the 
startled Lady Oldlands, “Mother, I've 
fallen in love for ever and over. Mother, . 
don't faint when I tell you that, in- 
stead of making what you always call 
‘ a suitable matrimonial alliance,' I am 
going to make the biggest mesalliance 
of the century. She is one of a troupe 
of acrobats and trapeze artistes wlio 
have taken London by storm." 

Lady Oldlands sprang out of lier 
chair. “What is the name of the 
troupe ? " 

“It is a trio, Mother, and it calls 
itself ‘Tag, Eag and Bobtail'; it con- 
sists of two men and an angel. Tag is 
the angel" 

“Thank Heaven!” cried Lady 0., 
snatching up a paper. “This para- 
graph appeared in the last number of 
West Enel Whis]perB: ‘It is a secret 
known to quite a good few that the 
woman acrobat, Tag, of the popular 
trio, Tag, Eag and Bobtail, w’^ho are 
bill-toppers at the variety theatres just 
now, is Lady Jasmine St. Adrian, a 
daughter of the Duke of Midshire.’ It 
is a terrible thing, of course, that an 
ancient and noble name should be so 
degraded," went on Lady Oldlands, 
“ but, as you have fallen in love witli 
one of a troupe of tumblers, thank 
Heaven she is your equal in rank. Like 
ourselves, the St. Adrians quarter the 
arras of Plantagenet.” 

And Curfew, instead of being glad, 
was completely disillusioned. “The 
glamour is gone ! " he cried ; “ she is 
not the real thing. She is one of Us\ 
As I watched her hanging by her toes 
from a trapeze, playing a ukulele and 
smoking a cigarette, I gloried in the 
thought of raising this wonderful 
daughter of the people to be the future 
Marchioness of Oldlands. But now — 
now There, Mother — it ’s all off.” 

And so Curlew was cured of his 
infatuation. 


FAMILIAEITY . . . 

A PASTRY-COOK is uot the man 
Ever to fancy cake ; 

“ Bring me," he murmurs, “ if you can, 
Something I did not make; 

When I am feeling really limp 
I like a cucumber or shrimp." 

It never is the doctor's wife 
'That asks him for his skill ; 

She trusts him otherwise in life, 

But takes a patent pill 
“ No oysters, thank you, waiter," say 
The men who dredge in Naples Bay. 


(This may be fiction — I forget ; 

He is a man I have not met). 

A broker once, as I am told, 

Versed in financial lore. 

Kept all his notes and all his gold 
Just in his bedroom drawer; 

He knew about the ten -per-cents., 
But said they were for other gents. 

So, while you utter joyful screams 
At poems made by me, 

I sit and read, between my dreams, 
A stqdgy Quarterly, 

Or Milton, till I 've had enough. 

1 do not like facetious stuff. 


At a night-club : — 

“On one occasion donkeys were introduced 
into the club .” — Provincial Pajper, 

Only once ? 


^‘Shorthand-Typist Wanted. Middle-aged. 
Able to take care of petite cash .” — Daily Paper, 

Which, as everybody knows, is very apt’ 
to take French leave. 


Good Mr. Bradshaw of the Guide, 
He travels in .a bus ; 

He never dares to go inside 
The trains he plans for us 
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MRS. HASH. 

X, — Old and Mild. 

“No, Dotbing for me, thank you all 
the same, Mrs. Henn. I don’t take 
anything, not between meals. Well, just 
a little something, then, to hold in the 
hand. What shall we say ? Porfc-wine 
and lemonade, that ’s the ladies’ drink, 
I believe, and when in Eome it ’s birds 
of a feather, I always say. What’s 
Treasure having — old and mild ? Well, 
that ’s suitable too ; you can’t do 
better. Old and mild, old and mild, 
that’s the secret of the old country 
when all’s said and done. Old for 
body and mild for flavour. And look 
what a colour you^get ! ” 

“ It seems a shame to drink it, Mrs. 
Hash.” 

“ You ’re right, Mrs. 

Henn, You might let 
it be for a spell. Treas- 
ure, while me and Mrs. 

Henn admire the col- 
our.” 

“Very well, Harriet, 
if you ’ll let me have a 
good long look at your 
port-wine and lemon- 
ade.” 

“You’re welcome, 

Treasure; I’m in no 
hurry, whatever others 
maybe. No, I’ve often 
said if it was only the 
glass that brought me 
to the ‘ Black Swan ’ I 
should never darken 
these doors again, and 
there’s many in this 
parlour to-night as can 
say the same. And 
when you go into Par- 
liament, Henry Trea- 

sure, you can tell some of your col- 
leagues what I said. Of course I know 
there’s houses and houses, the same 
as there’s drunk and sober, but, look 
through the length and breadth of the 
land, Henry Treasure, and you won’t 
find a quieter, soberer, more respectable 
lot of ladies and gentlemen than you ’ll 
find round the fire in this parlour and 
all like a family party. Well, there ’s 
one or two here that don’t live in the 
neighbourhood no more, but they ’re not 
above paying for a penny tram-ride to 
spend a sociable hour at the ‘Black 
Swan,’ and another penny back very 
likely. Am I right, Mrs. Bush ? ” 

“ That ’s right, Mrs. Hash.- People 
are that faithful you’d be surprised.” 

what I say,, there’s more in 
it than beer when a^man does that, 
-Henry Treasure, for, if that were all, 
he can get his half-pint at every corner 
and save the tram-ride. Take myself, 
Henry Treasure— wild horses wouldn’t 


drag me into one of them flashy gin- 
palaces in the High Street, not if you 
was to tell me, I should never touch 
port and lemonade again. And take 
young Albert that comes every Friday 
to meet his two brothers, and all in 
their stiff collars. And there ’s old Andy 
from the ferry, that can’t hardly crawl 
unless it’s in his boat, and he w^alks 
here three-quarters-of-a-mile every night 
of his life for his glass of beer, and 
passes four or five houses on the way. 
And do you mean to tell me it’s the 
beer that brings him ? ” 

“You might say it wasn’t the 
beer so much as the bonhomy, Mrs. 
Hash.” 

“You might say that, Henry Treasure, 
but the English language is good enough 



“Don’t vorget you’ve got to see the dentist to-day, dear.” 


for me. We come here, Mrs. Bush, for 
the pleasures of the intelleck and a 
little society ; old friends and mild ^le — 
that ’s your motto, I think, Mrs. Bush. 
Tt’s the poor man’s Carlton, that’s 
what it is ! And are you going to tell 
me that you and me have qualified for 
a Preventive Treatment, Mrs. Henn? 
Are you going to tell me, Henry Trea- 
sure ? ” 

’m not telling you anything, my 


“ Don’t excite yourself, Harriet 
We ’re not arguing.” • 

“We ’re all on your side, Mrs. Hash.” 

“ Well, if you ’ll tell me how a person 
is going to carry on an argument if 
nobody ’s going to argue with a person, 
I ’ll be glad, Mrs. Henn. It isn’t like 
you, Mrs. Henn, to sit drinking in my 
words without so much as a back- 
answer.” 

“I was thinking, my dear.” 

“Well, isn’t that just what I was 


saying ? If you ask me, there ’s more 
thinking done in a house like this than 
anything else. There’s some would 
call the ‘ Black Swan ’ a low drinking- 
place, but what I say is you might just 
as well call it a high-thinking place.” 

“ Quite right, Mrs. Hash. And in my 
experience there ’s as much harm done 
by too much thinking as by anything 
else.” 

“ My sentiments exactly, Mr. Treasure. 
Well, I ’ve sat in this parlour since 1 
was — since a long time, and I never 
yet saw Andy the worse for liquor, 
though I ’ve seen several the better for 
it. I ’ ve never seen no one i*eeling home 
incapable, not fi'om this parlour, and 
I ’ve never seen Joe Murphy brawling 
in his cups, like you read in the news- 
papers. I ’ve seen men 
buying boats that didn’t 
know a boat from a 
beef-eator, and I ’ve 
seen men selling boats 
that ought to know bet- 
ter; but if men didn’t 
buy rotten boats in one 
place they ’d buy them 
in another, and that’s 
nothing against the 
‘Black Swan.’ But it’s 
this thinking that does 
tho mischief, as you 
say, Henry Treasure, 
that and the friendly 
atmosphere, as you 
might say. I’ve soon 
young men ‘ come in 
hero and sit down and 
listen to a friend’s mis- 
fortunes, and they’ve 
got that sympathetic 
that before they know 
where they are they ’re 
little better than Social- 
ists I Well, you can put that down to 
the drink, if you like, but I never saw 
anything worse.” 

“There couldn’t be anything worse, 
Mrs. Hash. I 'm sure if Henn turned 
Socialist in a public bar I ’d never lot 
him touch ginger-beer again.” 

Well, there you are, you see. But 
what I say is that, bar that, you couldn’t 
want for better behaviour if you was 
in the House of Commons,” 

“And wouldn’t get it, I daresay. 
There ’s no cause for Parliament to bo 
throwing stones at the ‘Black Swan,’ 
from all I hear.” 

“Oh, well, I daresay they fortify 
themselves now and again. Who 
wouldn’t, in a place like that ? ” 

“I wouldn’t mind betting there’s 
many a Viscount is enjoying himself at 
this moment a lot worse than what we 
are. And no trouble about licences. 
Nor hours neither. Do you know how 
old this house is, Mrs. Henn ? ” 
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“I know it’s very old, Mrs. Hash, 
because you ’ve said so, more times than 
1 could count.” 

‘‘Well, it’s the fourteenth century, 
Mrs. Henn, or may be the sixteenth; 
it ’s up on the board outside ” 

“ Never mind, dear. They ’re all the 
same.” 

“Well, George the Third slept in 
the bed upstairs, so that will tell you 
it’s old. And do you know what’s 
goin^T to happen at the next licensing ? ” 

“ Couldn’t say, I ’m sure, Mrs. Hash.” 

“ Well, one of your friends in Parlia- 
ment, Henry Treasure, will say- there’s 
too many licences in the neighbourhood, 
so they ’ll cut ’em down. An’ when 
they come to cut ’em down the brewers 
will say that this is a small business, 
and there wouldn’t bo no more business 
if it was the seventh century instead of 
the fourteenth. So there won’t be no 
licence for the ‘ Black Swan,’ Mrs. Henn, 
but there ’ll be licences for that gim- 
crack gin-palace, the ‘ Bed Hart,’ wh'ero 
nobody dofn’t look twi<Se at you if you 
don’t take a double ciAme de la menthe, 
and' a' half-a-doEen like it, all looking- 


glass and la-di-da, and nothing homy 
about ’em at ail, where you get all the 
riff-raff for miles around crowding to the 
same house, instead of scattered about 
among several, and th^n you wonder 
there ’s trouble. And that ’s your Social 
Beform, Mrs. Henn. Mind your own 
business, Mrs. Henn, that ’s the reform 
what ’s wanted more than any other.” 

“No personal reference, I hope, Mrs. 
Hash.” 

“ None intended, my dear. But I see 
what you mean.” 

“Well, as I was saying, that’s a 
beautiful colour, and no mistake, Mr. 
Treasure.” 

“Beautiful! ” 

“ Old andmild — ^you can’t beat it.” 

“And now, ladies, if you’ve done 
reflecting, I think I *11 drink my glass 
of beer.” * * A. P. H. 


“ The result of to-day’s inquiries -by the Press 
Associatipn,*s representative. can best be sum-, 
marised in a remark to him by the night witch- 
man. * It is all untrue. I never saw a ghost. * ” 
l^rovincial Paper. 

And he, if anybody, ought to be an 
authority on apparitions. 


Masculine Wear. 

“Splendid double-breasted cock Turkeys.” 

Sunday Paper. 

In our opinion the single-breasted are 
smarter. 

“ The all-important part of the Cat i ?3 capably 

personated by Will , whoso antics create 

shrieks of merriment among the children, 
»esi)eciaily when he squashes the air balloon, 
With which he plays with typical canine 
agility.” — Provincial Paper. 

This cat seems to be a bit of a dog. 


“ The first and last principle to be observed, 
no matter what school of beauty treatment is 
followed, is to devote time and care to the facial 
toilet. The woman who hastily dabs on a little 
rouge and powders her nose will never rival, 
the memory of Helen of Troy and the Venus de 
Milo.” — Ladies" Paper. 

Is this the judgment ofParis up-to-date? 

“ The speeches at t6e Imperial Conforenoo 
on Imperial defence show practical unanxiety 
on the part of the Premiers of the Dominions' 
,and the representatives of India on the ques- 
tion. Among the leading principles discussed 
were homogeniously of mb mb mb mbmb.” 

' Indian Paper. 

Intrepid fellows, these Premiers. Fancy 
their showing unanxiety after that I 
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MRS. CARMICHAEL AND THE 
MEDITERRANEAN. 

Never, in going to the Mediterranean; 
fall into the hands of one who knows it 
from shore to shore. 

Mr, and, Mrs, J. B. Smith loill leave 
London on Febi'uarij 1st for Hotel 
Mondieu, San Baradiso, returning to 
14a, Mulberry Avenue, at the end of the 
month 

How simple if; sounds! But then 
Mr. and Mrs, J. B. Smith (possibly) 
may not know Mrs, Carmichael. If 
they did (and were truthful) the notice 
would run : — 

“il/r. and Mrs, J, B, Smith have 
received the final consent of Mrs, Car- 
michael to go to San Faradiso on Feb- 
ruary 1st, and luill remain there, Mrs, 
Carmichael ])ermitting, till the eoid of 
the month, tohen they tv ill return to 
London to render thanks to her for her 
hind advice,'' 

Because Mrs. Carmichael understands 
the Mediterranean. At least her rela- 
tions do. Directly she heard of our 
intention she took the matter in hand. 
We wanted sun. We ought to be very 
careful where we went to get it. She I 
had a 'sister who . , . , and another ! 
sister who . . . We must let her make 
inquiries at^once. 

Her , earliest intention was to send us 
to a quiet little place that her second 
sister knew of, where the oranges 
ripened first and the hotel prices ranged 
from fifty to a hundred francs a day. 
I have forgotten its name now. 

But the oranges will have to. ripen 
without us, for Mrs. Carmichael soon 
wafted us away, 

I don’t tliink you can possibly go 
there,'' she said the next time we met. 
“ I ’ve just remembered that I have a 
niece who went to it last year, and she 
told me the hotel was awful. It was 
full of impossible people from Hudders- 
field.” 

Surely there are no impossible people 
from Huddersfield,” I argued. ‘‘Im- 
probable, I grant you; but impossible, 
no.” 

However she moved us on. 

It became clear to us after a time that 
Mrs. Carmichael’s relatives practically 
controlled both sides of the inland sea. 
Not a bay, not a promontory but held 
their boding presence. After haling us 
from point to point ^long the northern 
littoral, she began a kind of intensified 
propaganda on behalf of Algiers. She 
talked Algiers. One was never safe on 
the telephone from Algiers. The sudden 
ringing of the bell was like a muezzin 
crying from a mosque. We had letters 
. about Algiers. Opening brightly with 
< an invitation to lunch next Briday, 


Mrs. Carmichael would continue calmly 
overleaf, “My second cousin writes: 
‘ Who to-day can believe that malaria 
once ravaged the plain where the pretty 
little villages of Bouffarik, Beni Mired 
and Blidah peep from amongst the eu- 
calyptus and orange-trees ? ’ ” ^ 

Or else: “At Laghouat native fetes 
are held in honour of the tourists, a 
feature being the dancing of the girls 
of the Ouled Nail tribe.” 

All, as the intelligent reader will per- 
ceive, coming straight out of The Magic 
of Islam, page 6. 

I put up some faint show of resistance 
to Algiers. I said that I thought the 
dancing of the girls of the Ouled Nail 
tribe might corrupt my mind. Mrs. 
Carmichael immediately sent us a post- 
card with three camels on it. I said 
that I did not like the second camel 
ffom the left, the pale one, kneeling 
down. It seemed to me to have an 
unkind face. She responded by posting 
us a little tract containing the ground- 
plan of a motor-car in which she had 
decided that we should dash through 
the African desert. It looked rather 
like this : — 
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“What’s the thing in the bottom 
left-hand corner?” I asked her. -“A 
eucalyptus or a rose ? ” 

“NeithQr,”she said; “ it*s the steering- 
wheel, I think you two ought to book 
places at 0 P.” 

After that we caved in. We had no 
sooner done so than Mrs. Carmichael 
deleted Algeria from the map. 

“ I have come to the conclusion that 
I must take you away from Algiers and 
send you to Corsica instead,” she wrote. 
“I have a connexion who went to 
Corsica last year and found it perfectly 
delightful. It isn’t ruined, like so many 
places. There are bandits there.” 

“ Are you sure %ve shouldn’t ruin 
themV* I asked. She said no, and 
that the spring flowers were too beauti- 
ful to be believed. I bad a vision of 
multitudes of bandits almost entirely 
surrounded by squills. 

The Corsican vendetta raged for 
nearly a w^eek, after which Mrs. Car- 
michael discovered she had a great-aunt 
who found Majorca positively adorable 


in 1923. We waved fare\Yeil to the 
bandits with regret. 

“Bother Majorca,” I said. 

“ Mayorca,” corrected Mrs. Car- 
michael, 

“Bother Majorca,” I said. 

It was at this point, I think, that I 
sent Mrs. Carmichael a postcard, in- 
quiring : — 

*• lii there uuy peace 

In ever climbing up the climbing wave? 

All things have rest, and ripen toward the 
grave 

In silence, ripen, fall and cease ; 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or 
dreamful case.” 

But she made no reply. 

We really thought now that wo wore 
going to Mayorca. We had relinquished 
tho European coast, wo had abandoned 
the African hinterland, wo liad ceded 
the bandits and the flowers. A week 
later Mrs. Carmichael announced to me 
on the telephone that she had just luul 
a note from— who do you think ? I could 
not think. “From an uncle in Carthage,” 
she said. 

1 really thought I had her there. 

“Carthage,” I said, “is destroyed/^ 

“ What? ” she exclaimed. 

“Euined,” I said, “by the Romans 
in 146 B.c.” 

“Not at all,” answered Mrs. Car- 
michael. “There is a very good hotel 
there. My uncle finds th^ environs 
most entrancing.” And she told mo 
how the prices ranged. It seemed that 
all the work of the younger Scinio luid 
been in vain. 

As I wiite we are leaving 14a, Mul- 
berry Avenue, in about a month’s time, 
to proceed to Carthage. ' But Heaven 
only knows what may happen to-mor- 
row. There is scarcely any spot where 
Mrs. Carmichael’s family may not order 
us to undo our corded bales. Another 
cousin in Sicily, another sister in Spain, 
and I intend to give it up and go to 
Bexhill. _ Evoe. 

A Village Scandal. 

“ Tho Churchwarden's wives have very kiiidiv 
promised to have a good afternoon tea ready 
for any one who would care to come bctwoolt 
the hours of 3,30 and C p.m.” 

Parish Magazine, 

“ TRUTH IN ADVERTISING. , 

The Daily is a Member of tho Associa- 

tion of Newspaper Classified Advertising Slaii- 
agers, which has for one of its aims tho elim- 
ination of fraudulent and misleading classiflod 
advertising. 

MARRIAGES. 

Wanted, Stenographer in tho Ofiicc of the 
bureau of measuremoat^, Vancouver School 
Board.” 

Consecutive advis, in Canadian Paper, 

We don’t say that the headline to the 
second announeemont is “ fraudulent ” 
or even “misleading,” but it looks as 
if the printer had jumped rather hastily 
to conclusions. 
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THE EOCKING-HOESE. 

“ It ’s awMly kind, of course, 
x\nd nice of Uncle Dick 
To send his pretty horse, 

But, hang it all,’’ said Mick, 

“ It ’s precious little use 
To 'Woman or to man.” 

** There *s simply no excuse — 

Such childishness I ” said Ann. 

He knows when you were' born ; 
He knows that 1 am ten, 

And hunting with the Quorn 
Two days a week. Well, then’- ! 
There ’s nothing more to say ; 

You can’t give people brains ; 


Oh, take the thing away — 

. , It gives me pinny pains.” 

“ I trusted Uncle Dick, 

I gave him heaps of hints, 

I showed thQ chap,” said Mick, 
That bike in lots of prints.” 
‘‘And didn’t I suggest 
Just last week to the man 
A horse- rug with a crest ? — 
And look at this ! ” said 
Ann. 

“And for m both — ^please mark- 
A grown-up girl and boy ! 
Why not a Noah's Ark 
If he must send a toy ? 


It ’s rotten luck,” said Mick, 

“ How rich old uncles can 
Behave like Uncle Dick.” , 

“ The dear old ass 1 ” said Ann. 

• W. H. 0. 

“A link W.A. has -with the great Liberal 
leader, the Right Hon. the Bari of Balfour, 
better known a» H. H. Asquith, seems to have 
been overlooked .” — West Australian Paper. 

It is certainly a missing link to us. 

» The Dinner Suit for Men, Ready-to- 

wear in fifty-five fittings.” 

Advt in Daily Paper. 

And so it should be after being tried 
on that number of times. 
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THE NEW YEAR SHOOT, 

L' Enfant Terrible. “Hooray I 0BAifi’3?A's bbouoiii his saxophone.” 


HINTS ON HEADLINES. 

Thotjg-h England has no longer her thin red line,*' 
Though tanks bid fair to supersede her horse, 

We have at least, to help us, in the headline 
An instrument of most compelling force, 

Which also serves to show, as on a dial, 

Each palpitation of the public’s heart. 

In joyous mood, or in the hour of trial 
When we are in the cart. 

This instrument, it may be well to mention, 

Not everyone who runs correctly reads ; 

And, to promote a clearer comprehension. 

Of its concise but oft perplexing screeds, 

I offer, after years of patient gleaning 

Wheat from the tares of dark deceptive clues, 
Some hints that may elucidate the meaning 
Behind the headline news. 

Things that are strange; abnormal dr mysterious, 
Things that arrest, alarm, astound, amaze 
(Though not intrinsically grave or serious) 

Are duly summarised in fitting phrase : 

The fees of saxophonists or trap-drummers, 

The crimes of crooks who baffle Scotland Yard, 
The woes of mimes, the tragedies of mummers. 

Are reverently starred. 

So when the outlook is of dismal presage 
" And our diurnal oracles are mute; 

Or, in the place of some consoling message, 

Hail the revival of the Eussian boot, 

Or chronicle a waterspout at Welwyn 
Or the proposal to erect a rink 
Upon the hoaiy summit of Helvellyn, 

My spirits droop and sink. 


And yet, although his function is to bellow 
And pitch his utterance in a strident key, 

The headline artist*s megaphonic ** Hello f’* 

Allows this one extenuating plea, 

That, while perforce a Stontor and a stunter, 

He illustrates precisely what is meant 
By the old tag: Giim Uvea loq7nminr 
But ingentes stui)ent 

Besides, this silence may not be portentous 
Of ominous risk ; it may be simply due 
To genuine lack of incidents momentous 
And justify an optimistic view. 

So, when I read of some film actress quitting 
Her thirteenth husband for a convent cell, 

I see no cogent grounds against admitting 
The world is going well. 

Where the Bainbow Ended. 

M Tlie Rainbow' Fair held in the Wesleyan Schoolroom realised the 
sum of £114. 

The Rainbow Fair held in the Wesleyan Schoolroom has resuUttl 
in a mm of £11 4s. being realised.”— PromciaJ Paper, 

We trust that this is final, and that another edition will 
not tell us that the real amount was £1 14$, Od, or, still 
worse, 11s. Ad, 

Our Genteel Advertisers. 

“For Sale. — Adorable Red Pekingese Girl Puppy; 10 weeks old; 
very strong; inexpensive to good home ; groat pet: also Litter of three 
ready after Xmas ; two girls and a boy .”— in Mmiiing Paper, 

"The following is the forecast for to-day Wind S., freshening, 
fair at first apart from fog and rather cold, becoming cloudy or dull, 
and milk with local rain or drizzle later.”— Jmfe Paper, 

Well, that gives the local dairyman an excuse. 
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Curate, “I hear a man staying in the village has unearthed some old 
Eoman coins.” 

Mural Shqp^nan, “ Thank ’eb, 2Iur, bob the warning.” 


THE BREAKDOWN OF THE BEST-SELLER. 

‘‘Have you heard about poor Beale ? ” 
asked Pothergill. 

“No,” I said. “Has he disappeared ? ” 

“Worse than that,” said my friend 
sadly. “ You know the fearful mental 
strain of producing best-sellers? The 
sort of stuff Beale writes leaves one 
ab-so-lute-ly exhausted.” 

“Too bad,” I said. 

“ Ah ! ” said Botbergill. “ And Beale 
does not merely write detective yarns 
under his own name. Last year he 
published two South Sea Island stories 
and a desert romance under different 
pseudonyms. Now the poor chap is 
paying the penalty. His grey cells have 
fused or something and the three styles 
have got hopelessly mixed. He gave me 
a page of the thing he is working on 
now. It’s positively tragic. Look at it.” 

He passed me a crumpled and blotted 
sheet of foolscap, and I read : — 

“Chapter I. 

“‘Hallo! Is that Scotland Yard? 
This is the Duke of Dumpshire’s secre- 
tary. Will you send somebody at once ? 
His Grace is in the dining-room. Under 
the table? No, murdered. Hull? No, 
skull. There ’s nothing the matter with 
the hull ’ 

“ Three minutes later Dick Peveril of 
the C.LD. was admitted to the magni- 
ficent mansion in St. James’s Square. 
Wilkins, the duke’s elderly butler, vivid, 
alluring, with a scarlet hibiscus bloom 
between his false teeth, showed him into 
the morning-room, where the Dowager 
Duchess awaited him. Dick had sfeen 
her only the previous day, an imposing 
figure with her abundant white hair, 
her old lace and her diamonds, opening 
a bazaar at Oricklewood. Now she 
looked down coyly, twiddling her ten 
brown toes. ‘ White man like Tetuana 
girl plenty much ? * 

“ Dick answered with a toucli of stern- 
ness, ‘ I must view the body first.’ 

“ Inspector Gosh \vould be here pre- 
sently, but meanwhile they were alone. 
Alone 1 Dick’s pulses thrilled madly as 
he realised it. His dark eyes gleamed. 
He gritted his teeth as he fiung a hand- 
ful of dried dates to his racing camel 
and crushed her fiercely to bis breast. 
Alone 1 But were they? The little 
waves broke on the dazzling white 
beach wdth a rhythmic murmur. A 
land-crab emerged hurriedly from its 
hole and rustled away on its stilt-like 
legs. Had the violence of his passion 
shocked the crustacean or was it merely 
bored? Dick, with a reckless laugh, 
ilung back his handsome head. 

“ ‘ Beloved ’ 

“ The Dowager Duchess pointed wildly. 
‘ Look 1 ’ There was a shrill whiiring 


sound behind him. Quick as thought 
he snatched up the telephone-receiver. 
The struggle was fierce and protracted. 
When at last he was through he flung 
himself on the ground and lay there 
panting like a dog. The Dowager Duch- 
ess crouched beside him, crooning en- 
dearments and fanning him with a leaf 
torn from the Post Office Directory. 

“ The door opened and Inspector Gosh 
appeared on the threshold. Dick sprang 
to his feet. 

“ ‘ I have several clues,* he said rapidly. 
‘ His Grace’s skull— an abnormally thick 
one, by the way — was fractured by a 
cokernut dropped from a considerable 
height. So far the case is simple, but 
it presents some unusual features. Why 
was the Duke wearing a dress -shirt 
and tie with plus-fours? And what is 


the significance of the three tortoises 
tattooed between the shoulder-blades of 
the second housemaid ? ’ 

“ The evening breeze stirred the copra 
and the setting sun gilded the beach- 
combers. A star shone in the zenith. 
A taxi-driver sounded IpLis hooter.” 

“ Yes,” I said as I handed back the 
page of manuscript. “It’s frightfully 
sad. Obviously he needs a rest. Why 
not give it up and take to literature?” 

“He said it might come to that,” 
Pothergill admitted. “ Poor beggar 1 ” 

“Rochester, N Y.— The lame, the halt and 
the blond to-day awaited the ‘ cures ’ promised 
by Abram George, eleven-year-old Indian 
‘ healer,’ who visited this city yesterday.” 

Canadian Pa^er, 

To judge by his taste, young Abram 
seems to be quite the little gentleman. 
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THE TALE OF A TORCH. 

He was one of the Loves, one of those 
pretty little proxies for Cupid that came 
to Italy from Olympus once 
upon a time and, when not up 
to some prank or other, were 
wont to go as models to certain 
favoured artists of the middle 
age. His name was Danilo, and 
he was as jolly a little im- 
mortal as possible, with beauti- 
ful blue-and-gold wings, rosy 
cheeks and a snub nose, in fact 
he 'd an impertinence of a little 
face, but a rather engaging one. 

Messer Benedetto Trovato 
was as spendthrift a young 
artist as ever wore scarlet 
trunks, kissed a contessa or 
fought a duel. At the time- 1 
write of, which is hundreds of 
years ago, he had just had his 
latest experiences in the two 
last-named ploys, the one a 
consequence of the other. By 
further consequence Benedetto 
had thought it better for his 
health to accept a commission 
to paint picture ceilings at 
White Ladies, in Leicestershire, 

England. 

“j^cco, Benedetto,” coaxed 
Danilo (be was fond of Bene- 
detto, who was a good sort and 
jolly decent, abeut letting you 
squeeze Ms colours out for him, 
a thing all little boys like do- 
ing), “ take me with you.” 

Body of Bacchus 1 ” replied Bene- 
detto, “ 1 ’ve a good mind to ; we should 
make a sensation, Danilo 

But the English (** A race of pigs, my 
Danilo,” said Benedetto, 

'‘and of a stolidity^ ”) 


in all manly pursuits and with as good a 
wrist for a rapier (as we *ve learnt) as 
for a brush, and what he could do with 
a brush all the world knows. Nobody 



“Hand-in-hand down the wet Melton uoad. 


took much notice of little Danilo and 
his wings and w^aut of clothes ; he came 
from foreign ]^arts and so nothing could 
be surprising in him, though, to be sure, 


hardly looked at the tall, 
dark young man and the 
little bare pink-and-white 
boy that came hand-in- 
hand down the wet Melton 
road on a mild October 
afternoon. They turned in 
at the lodge, where a game- 
keeper asked ' their busi- 
ness and looked uncommon 
hard at Dauilo's bow and 
arrow, and on, under great 
oaks, up the avenue to the 
Most Noble the Marquis of 
Quorums most noble house 
of White Ladies. The 
family were a way during the 
alterations, hut a mighty 
fine lady, Mrs. Sarah Lunn, 
the housekeeper, received 
them kindly — most ladies 
did receive Benedetto 
kindly, for he was a comely 
and graceful youth, trained 





he 'd have looked a deal more natural 
had he been a blackamoor ; the big chap 
was obviously the half of one, anyhow, 
for all his fine looks. 

N ow, if you have ever visited 
White Ladies (you pay sixpence 
on Tuesday afternoons), you 
will have seen the lovely ceilin gs 
that Benedetto painted. The 
one in the drawing-room I like 
best ; it represents Olympus and 
is full of glorious clouds and 
blue skies and splendid gods 
and goddesses, and it has a per- 
fect riot of rosy little amorini, 
lots and lots of them, and 
Danilo sat for every one. 

On the whole Danilo liked 
Leicestershire, and the lolly- 
pops that Mrs. Lunn fed him 
on were agreeable enough after 
the imitation ambrosia to which 
he was accustomed at the 
Cupids’ College in Elorenco. 
But in December came a bitter 
black frost. Everybody in 
Lsicosterohiro is bored when it 
teezm, and Danilo was no ex- 
ception ; besides he was accus- 
tomed to light and suiusbine, 
and the cold made him as 
drowsy^ as a dormome. The 
Olympic ceiling was now nearly 
finished, and in the grey days 
Benedetto's dainty pantheon 
and its blue and vivid skies 
became very enticing to a 
cold and sleepy little amorhuK 
Thei'e was no one in the groat 
pale room, and Benedetto's ladders and 
scaffold stood handily for a little boy 
who wanted to go up to bed. Cupuls, 
you see, cannot fly, their wings being i 
purolysymbolical’^ Danilo 
ran up a ladder as know- 
ingly as a hibernating 
squirrel and on to tlio 
scaffold. That deep and 
glorious blue was now oidy 
just beyond his rosy touch. 
A jump would do it. 

When Benedetto came in 
and saw Daiulo.asieep, hh 
bow beside him, supine in 
the ceiling, hard By the 
sumptuous tail of Juno's 
peacock and within a skip 
of the cornice, he said that 
that was that. For Bene- 
detto, like every young 
artist, knew that, if once 
you let Love go to sleep, 
be it in a ceiling or a heart, 
'tis impossible to waken 
him again till he wants to 
So Benedetto made 


So Benedetto made Dakxlo a uttle rosy cioud blanket to 
lib on.” 


* They mmn timfc Jjove, who 
must be caught before you can 
keep h i ni, takes a lot of catch i ug . 
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Danilo a little rosy cloud blanket to lie chance, 
on, took away his bow and gave him of shy 


He loved poetry in a sort enough at first, but, as the lilting love- 
way. And Joyce ? Well, liness of the lines gripped him, he forgot 


instead a lighted torch (“ A night-light, Joyce had grey eyes with a dream in and read them really well, 
my lad,” said he) — for the Loves may them. “If you were April’s lady,” 

carry torches in place of armouries do Mark opened the book at random, he read, and so to the nest verse — 

desire and There, / iA'i/ '‘V l' m '' 'it!' 1 ^ 'i' hP “ If you were Queen of Pleasure 

said Benedetto merrily, good- . M t} | If'',// Jl I ! ^ I 

night, Danilo wm, and may I* /iuHr] /' fLfS'' ' | V 'ML We ’d hunt down Love together, 

your dreams be around thi Im t W-U ! ''ji’’ ' f/|f K Huok out Ws flying—” 

mulberry-bush !” And so they i mf, jjL' /'/Lfj ! ^ || j oh, J 

were for many a long day. *{/■' ' '^1 !l atainaTl’*' ! Joyce, lumping 

Now. altboV you are only wi /JA'' '''' ■i'! H ! I & one of the Cupids 

a little Italian amorino, you 11/1/'^ 4^' I ' ' 1© ceiling and it’s ( 

cannot be in a house like White JIm l/i fIsKf i I ^ curtain!” — s 

Ladies for a few hundred in' ' '1'" ■ * i laughing, half cry 

years without becoming uncon- • 'f (1 it 's run down tbi 

sciously fond of it and friendly / < 'r ' / ' I the terrace — and, 

to the family — yes, even if Mm k ' j l ’ 77mst catch it I ” 

you’ve spent your time there I/ I Yes,” called D 

asleep on the drawing-room l^'l|v ‘ || little t)are shoulde 

But miorlni are, after all, \ I Poems and Ba 

very like other little boys — i the floor and Mar 

mean, if they go to sleep, then, || /^ ^ | pl simultaneously. “ 

sooner or later, they, like ' ! I ’ served, “is Alger 

Kingsley’s To77i, wake up \/. //'j \ I . • ‘ IbI/X SwiNBURNKtothe 

again. So Danilo, early on a \/l '/' { \ \ \ ^ i|‘ ffi I ll\\ *^®y^®*** 

summer morning of some years /FlyjMj I ywi'l MV Bi I IM Together they rs 

ago, woke up. So early was it |1 shallow paleness 

that the two young people that / ll I \ ii into the owl light 

he saw in that vast white-and- -.lljlf , 1.1 | Danib sp 

gold room had not yet gone to X/ /iH illii them, like a white 

bed. They were, in fact, the /y . '|/||U^ iM’ ^^wns and statua: 

regnant my lord and my lady J I not intend 

themselves, who had come from to describe the e 

London by car after dinner pre- dwell unduly 

paratory to a week-end party at ^ ^ C.: — ^ dodging powers ; 

home. The bigwindows— those you* though, tba 

that open on to the long ».T.nJc > »» minutes later, J( 

shallow flight of marble steps him as he fled rou 

which lead to the terraces — were wide, and he read, murmuring half to him- marble Pan in the rosary, ! 

Morning came a-tiptoe, and you could self, ^ t. i. hardly enough wind 

just distinguish the glow of the bigred » If Loye were what the rose is— ■ ^ ‘‘Who-ti^hoop ! 

roses on the standards Outside. Indoors, “ Yes,** said Joyce. “ Go on, Mark.” “ But,” said Joyce, whei 
by soft and paling lamplight, Mark and And Mark went on, self-consciously three been back in the d 
Joyce — for so they called for about ai 

each other — were at tlie must nevei 

strawberry stage of a tray- like that aj 

and -sandwich supper. want 1 

They were both rather ^ awake, Ma] 

dears, and had been mar- “ It doesi 

ried just over six months. ^ogotoslee 

They were — but they replied Dai 

didn’t know it — at that torch (0 ki, 


momentous stage when 
the moonshine of a mar- 
riage of glamour and 
youth either turns to love 
or else doesn’t. Joyce was 
slender and dark and 
lovely, and her dress was 
like the movement of 
green water; Mark 
looked jolly too. Danilo 
sat up and approved thetn 
both. 

Mark lit a cigarette 
and pulled a poetry- 
book out of a shelf at 






I j/ '/v.-f * y V\ \ I ‘‘Mark, oh, Mark,” cried 

Ik 4'‘" !■ ill Joyce, jumping up, -there’s 

rj '1/ !i j ^ w’l* ^ one of the Cupids got out of the 

|Jy i ' ! ceiling and it ’s coming down 

'f/ I I ^ curtain!” — she was half 

I 'y ' ' I laughing, half crying. “WJiy, 

/ I I it’s run down the steps on to 

/ i' ^ I ’ the terrace — and, ob, Mark, we 

k ' I I ’ nmst catch it I ” 

1/ i “Yes, ’’called Danilo over his 

1 L I f little bare shoulder — yes, you 

; I must catch me I ” 

y I I > 555 ^ Poems and Ballads was on 

I I the floor and Mark on his feet 

XN ! ‘ served, “is Algernon Charles 

I I ^ SwiNBURNEtotheouncel Come 

II ^ just see Danilo speeding before 

M a white ^otb, among 

dodging powers ; I can assure 
„ ^ „ minutes later, Joyce grabbed 

- It ’S COMING DOWN THE CURTAIN.’ 

and he read, murmuring half to him- marble Pan in the rosary, Mark and she 
self, , . „ had hardly enough wind left between 

“ If Love were what the rose is u WJ20-tohoop ! ** 

“ Yes,** said Joyce. “ Go on, Mark.” “ But,” said Joyce, when they had all 
And Mark went on, self-consciously three been back in the drawing-room 

for about an hour, .“you 
must never go to sleep 
like that again, Danilo; 
we want to keep you 
awake, Mark and I.” 

. doesn’t matter if I 

\ sleep, Madonna,” 

replied Danilo, “for my 
torch (0 kind and clever 
Benedetto! Yes,thepea- 

~ riT7^‘ ^ minute in case I ’d 

yi \ / ) ( I ( 1 i " (" V/ set fire to the curtains) — 

TY^\1 ^ I / \ ( \ \ torch shall burn for 

/ I you, Joyce and Mark and 

~ 'C(~ {\i7 White Ladies, for always 

_ _ j ■ . always. Bub now 

A - ” aren’t both sleepy? 

^ Why, it’s morning out- 

, side,” 

- So Mark and Joyce left 

the little Danilo sitting 
. alone in an enormous gilt- 
“ The ENSUING CHIVY.” ^ ^ and-crimson chair; little, 


It ’b coming down the curtain.’ 


‘ If Love were what the rose is- 




LZJl!-' 


‘The ensuing chivy.” 
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Pupil * “A Happy New Year to you, Sin.” 

Ttitor {toho 71055 a horror of the phrase, The Same to You*'). ** Thank you, 
Smith; and I sincerely trust that the ensuing- twelve months will be 

PBAUGHT WITH UNBOUNDED lOY FOR YOU ALSO.” 


but lord none the less in their great 
house of White Ladies. 

Yet, when Mark and Joyce came down 
to breakfast, they told each other that 
it was all an amusing dream, for lo, 
Danilo was back- again on his rosy 
cloud, soundly asleep as usual 

But his torch," says Joyce, '' surely, 
Mark, his torehlooks brighter than ever ? " 
Do you know I firmly believe that 
to-day, did the sky or even the drawing- 
room ceiling fall, Love’s torch would 
still stay ** brighter than ever ” for Mark 
and Joyce; but whether this, their 
happy fortune, is in any way due to 
Benedetto and his little Danilo, or even 
to the encouragement of Mr. Swin- 
X cannot of course pretend to 
W* RE.O. 


OFFICERS V. SERGEANTS. 

YL — ^The Mess Dance. 

This is hardly an occasion for rivalry 
except in politeness, but it is by no 
means the least important of our social 
functions. The Sergeants’ Mess dances 
come off about once a fortnight, and 
there are always little signs to tell us 
when one is intended, the first being 
the appearance on the Adjutant’s table 
of a slip of paper from the Eegimental 
Sergeant-Major, reading: — 

“Sib, — May permission please be 
granted for the lights iu the Ser- 
geants* Mess to be kept on up to 

2.0 A.M, on the morning of Saturday 
next, please? The occasion being 
the Fortnightly Dance, please.” 


The next sign is a worried look on 
the face of whichever warrant-officer 
is president that month, a noticeable 
leakage of spare chairs from various 
offices and rooms all over the barracks, 
and the arrival outside the Sergeants’ 
Mess of a large lorry from the local 
brewery. Finally a little card with 
scalloped edges, appears on the board 
in the Officers* Mess, asking the officers 
(in politer language, of course) to roll 
up and hit the place a crack. 

The sergeants, I must say, have good 
ideas on dances. None of your 9.0-to- 

1.0 A.M. affairs about it. They start at 

7.0 P.M. and go on as long after 2.0 a.m, 
as they think the Colonel will stand for. 
The dances, by the way, are always on 
a Friday. It is, I think, felt that a 
missing sergeant or two is perhaps 
more easily overlooked on a Saturday 
morning, because week-end leave has 
probably set in among the officers with 
all its accustomed severity on the pre- 
vious afeernoon. Besides there are gen- 
erally so many different little parados 

I on a Saturday morning that a sergeant 
who, you think, ouglit to bo on one of 
them may conceivably have been de- 
tailed at the last minute by the Com- 
pany Sergeant-Major to go on another. 
At least that’s how it’s always ex- 
plained to you. 

The officers, of course, are not ex- 
pected to turn up at the dance at 7.0 
i\M. They don’t have Mess till 8.0, 
and then generally sit about till f).;i0, 
or the duration of the port, wlnchcver 
is longer. After this the column leaves 
the Officers’ Mess in good formation 
and five minutes iator it is being wel- 
comed by the sorgoants. The Bogi- 
mental Sergeant - Major’s welcome is 
always attractive. It has a charm and 
a grace about it that can hardly be 
equalled. With stately old-world gal- 
lantry ho draws you aside into a little 
room and says, “Now, Sir, what ’ll you 
have?” ^ 

After about half -an -hour you arc 
allowed to penetrate to the dance-room 
itself, wffiere you dance with Mrs. Ker- 
geant-Major Magazine, the elder Miss 
Quartermaster-Sergeant Fourby two and 
Mrs. Sergeant Grenade. The talk on 
these occasions is of a kind that you 
never find at other dances. At least, at 
few dances elsewdiere do you meet with 
partners who know more about the 
regiment than you do, and can touch 
lightly on such topics as Allowance 
Eegulations and the state of married 
quarters, interspersed with local scan- 
dal, such as the finding of the damaged 
rifle in one of “A” Company’s barrack- 
rooms and who really pinched half the 
Second -in -Command’s fence for fire- 
wood. This lends zest even to a Yaleta* 

Having done your duty in the dance 








ON THE ROMAN WALL. 

Officer {^'ef erring to a hootch of prisoners), Pict3 and Scots, eh? Hqw do you know which is which? ” 

Orderly. ‘*It is difficult, Sir, but our system is to throw a pew denarii among them. The Picts nbter get any.” 


line for a bit, you find yourself once 
more outside having “one” wifeli Ser- 
geant Haversack. Conversation with 
him generally turns first on — 

{a) How the sergeants beat the offi- 
cers at football last time. 

(6) How the are going to^ 

whack the time. 

(c) How the new oflicer who only 
came a week ago is a very good 
footballer and once played for 
England or for the Army. 

This last statement is, as I pointed out 
elsewhere, not strictly true, but it never 
fails to make conversation interesting, 
not to say heated. Personally it is a 
marvel to m6 how often the sergeants 
believe it. 

All around you hear officers talking to 
sergeants about this and that, punctu- 
ated with “ Will you have another drink 
with me, Sir?” and “Good Heavens, 
Sergeant-Major Magazine, I haven’t 
finished this yet ! ” The hospitality of 
the sergeants on these occasions is such 
that the moment you have taken a sip 
out of a full glass of beer you are sup- 
posed to be ready for another with 
someone else. You refuse politeljr but 
very firmly. He instantly orders it. 


There are two ways of dealing with 
the situation thus created : (u) finish 
up your beer rapidly before the other 
comes ; (b) put your beer down on an 
obscure shelf before the other comes. 
It is considered bad form to hold a 
glass of beer in each hand. 

I don't recommend (a), as it may lead 
you into difficulties before the end of 
the evening. It is better to stick to (6). 
Generally you occupy your time -at a 
Sergeants' Mess dance in taking the 
top quarter of a succession of glasses 
of beer and trying to remember where 
you put the rest. You never find 
them ; but then I have a strong suspi- 
cion that there are several opportunists 
among the members. 

You chat pleasantly for what seems 
like a bare hour or so to all the ser- 
geants about you, and sometimes learn 
a few things about yourself and your 
idiosyncrasies. At intervals your con- 
versation has been interrupted, you re- 
member vaguely, by a perspiring ser- 
geant, the Master of the Ceremonies, 
who puts his head in at the door and 
says, “Partners for the Paul Jones, 
gentlemen, please. Come along, gentle- 
men, please. Lot of ladies sitting out.” 
Or else, more tersely, “Now, then. 
Grenade, put that beer down and do 


some dancing.” But when you look at 
your watch you are surprised to find it 
is a quarter to two. You mak;e attempts 
to leave and fail signally each time. At; 
a quarter past two you get away amidst 
crowds of sergeants telling you with in- 
creasing friendliness that the night is 
yet young and won’t you stay a little 
longer ? 

It is not till you are on your way 
back that you realise the reason of this 
sudden excess of hospitality. The longer 
an officer stays in their Mess the longer 
the lights stay on, for of course it would 
be a great breach of discipline to turn a 
light out at an officer. 

Next morning, on parade at 8.0 a.m., | 
you stare Sergeant Grenade coldly in 
the eye as though you had never seen 
him before. A. A. 

Notice issued by a South African Golf 
Club 

“ The Snake-bite Outfit is now kept at the 
Club House.” 

I Handy for the nineteenth hole. 

“The Olympic Committee of the A. A. A. has 
provisionally arranged for the 1928 champion- 
ships to take place at Stamford Bridge on 
Juno 22, 23 and 25, 1918 .” — Evening Pajper. 

But won’t theWar interfere with them? 
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CHARIVARIA. 

With reference to the shortage of 
crime during the holidays, as reported 
by the Metropolitan Police, our feeling 
is that it is churlish to begrudge the 
criminal classes a little relaxation, 

‘‘The small-sized woman is catered 
for at the sales as well as the out-sized 
one,’* says a daily paper. Still, it is 
usually weight that tells on these 
occasions. 


not lawful to do bodily injury to a jazz- 
band musician^ 


* 


We are asked to say that there is 
no truth in the rumour that a famous 
Chelsea sculptor has threatened to make 
a bust of Mr. A. J. Cook. 

A morning paper suggests that there 
should be some device to save the house- 


wife from going down 
Why not higher floors ? 

Members of the Stock 
Exchange have been 
warned that they must 
not throw fireworks at 
each other. Nothing is 
said about kiss-in-the- 
ring being prohibited. 

:!< 

The course of true love 
seldom runs smooth. 
We understand a Ber- 
mondsey woman is ap- 
plying lor a separation 
on the ground that every 
time she throws a plate 
at her husband he ducks 
his bead. 

SjC StC 
* 


on her knees. 


According to Professor xk. V. Hill it 
is possible to make our nerves produce 
a noise like the bagpipes. This is the 
first scientific intimation we have bad 
that there is a noise like the bagpipes. 

Mr. Jack Hylton has been making 
records of the traffic noises in London. 
We hope he did not get a too vivid 
record of a pedestrian firin, 
plug only, 


on one 


The Paris authorities insist on motor- 
omnibuses being fitted with appliances 
to prevent the splashing of pedestrians 
with mud . London drivers disapprove 
of this kill-joy spirit. 

A Leicestershire coroner commented 
the case of a man who, after 


on 


3*e- 



A musician tells us 
that , saxophone music is . not what it| 
used f 6 be, but wisely omits to tell us 

what it used to be. 

* * 

4c 

Engagement bracelets which enable 
young women to advertise the number 
of times they have been betrothed are 
tlie latest innovation in U.S.A. This 
should lead to American women wear- 
ing longer arms. 

According to Professor A. M. Low 
the latest malady is radio rabies. One 
of the first symptoms is that a man 
wearing the headphones suddenly jumps 
'up and bites the mantelpiece when any 
person present begins to talk. 

*::c- 

Most men play golf for love of the 
game, says a well-known professional. 
Some of the men we have- gone round 
with seem to play it for spite. 

Jf*. 4? 

'!« 

I A recent case at Bow Street Police 
Court seems to have upset a popular 
superstition. It now appears that it is 


, First Family Ghost (to Second), “I wish you wouldn^t cnr.KP vv bkhind 

MB LIKE THAT. YoU GAVE MB QUITE A TUHN.” 


ceiving only one lesson in driving, col- 
lided with a motor-lorry and knocked a 
man down. The explanation is simple. 
The fellow is a born motorist. 

❖ ❖ 

This latest innovation of community 
singing at football matches has its draw- 
backs. While the spectators were sing- 
ing the other day the referee escaped. 

* Hs 

A correspondent writes to The Daily 
Mail suggesting that seats should be 
provided on tube platforms. In the 
event of this daring experiment being 
tried, rush-hour passengers are hoping 
that it may ultimately lead to the pro- 
vision of seats in the trains. 

'Ai 4e 
4c 

A- surgeon says that the skin of the 
palm is seventy-six times as thick as 
that of the eyelid, but even so a waiter 
can tell the difference between a half- 
crown and a penny in the dark, 

sfe t- 
4c 

On the assumption that sound-vibra- 
tions never actually cease, a scientist is 


suggesting that some day we may be 
able with special instruments to hear 
the voices of the great men of the past. 
So that at last we shall really know 
what Mr. Gladstone said in 1882. 

The moral of the discovery of a his- 
toric diamond in an apple which a 
maidservant was eating is that we 
should eat more apples. 

To a symposium promoted by INIcGill 
University on the question, “ What is 
the Ideal Girl?” an undergraduate 
contributed the view that she should 
be able to wear clothes. Ho evidently 
had in mind the possibility of clothes 
coming back into fashion. 

The projected New York building a 
hundred-and-ten stories high, which, it 
is claimed, will be the highest in the 
world, is also regarded as a notable 
advance in New York’s 
encroachment upon tlie 
next world. 

A County Court judge 
has expressed the opin- 
ion that a man is en- 
titled to fight occasion- 
ally. This IS gnmt mjws 
for heavy-weight cham ; 
pions, ^ I 

While sulTcring from i 
los.s of memory recently | 
a boxer is said to have ^ 
been under tlie delusion ; 
that he was training for ' 
a fight that took place j 
fourteen years ago. A ! 
more comnjon delusion | 
among boxers is that they are training | 
for fights that will take place fourteen | 
years hence. ^ i 

i'fi I 

In conservative hunting circles tlierc 
is a strong feeling that, at Hunt Balls, 
those who dance the Charleston should 
be required to wear a kicker’s red 
ribbon behind. ... 

A man was fined at Willesden hn* 
exceeding the speed limit with a motor- 
hearse. There was no suggestion, how- 
evei', that he was doing so with an eye 
to the improvement of business. 

4s * 

4s 

Lieut.-GencralSirGEoauMMAoJIuNN 
has written an article explaining why 
we call cats “ Tabby.’* Wo can only say 
that that isn't what wo called the ones 
on our tiles last night, 

s;: 4< 

We understand that while wailing at 
a railway station the other morning a 
traveller deliberately lit the waiting- 
room’fire. The stationmaster fainted. 








MY good-night, MumMY dear. I HOPE YOU ^LD ENJOY YOUR PARTY. I CAN'T KISS YOU, BECAUSE I ’VB JUST HAD 


BALLADS FOR BROAD-BROWS. 

What's the Game? 


jSlight Thoughts on the Embankment, 

Yes, it 's my birthday. And it 's not the first 
I ve sat and wished that someone would explain 
Why I was born and nourished up and nursed, 
Instead of dropped down some convenient drain. 
Well, no one w^ants me, though a lot have tried ; 

My luck is out, my reputation 's torn ; 

Nobody 'd care a button if I died — 

Yet what a fuss there wras when I was born ! 


I teas a lamb in my little blue jpTom 
As I rode about sucking my toe; 

The neighbours 'would stand in a gue%ie 
To hold me a minute or tioo^ 

But notu I ’m a blot on the mew — 

TFeZ/, v)hat 's the Big Idea ? 


I was a bea 2 Ltiful baby, 

And everyone cvoivded to see, 

For everyone siuore that no baby before 
Bad been guite such a baby as me ; 
Ihot noio I'm not wanted no more, 
Unless it's for scrubbing a floor, 

And if that 's tohat a goerson is for — 
Well, what *s the Big Idea ? 


I done my part in this depressing scene 
And never grudged a drop of elbow-grease ; 

I 've scrubbed my steps and left my dishes clean, 

And reckon I ’m as good as the police ; 

And when some beetle throws his weight about 
I answers back with pardonable scorn — 

“All right,” I says, “ my glamour ’s gone, no doubt, 
But you should have seen the fuss when I was born 1 ” 
I was a beautiful baby, 

The wonder of Paradise Boxv ; , 


I must have been a little beauty then ; 

Still, what did my poor mother want with me ? 
Well, I was number nine — or was it ten? — 

So Bather took her purse and went to sea, 

And Uncle knocked him down and went to jail, 

And Bather died of jaundice off Gape Horn, 

And Grandpa popped it when he heard the tale — 
Oh, dear, there loas a fuss when I was born ! 

I tvas a loonderful baby, 

And the prettiest bud on the bough; 

I'd only to speak a7id they 'd laugh for a iveeh. 
But no one do7i't laugh at me now ; 

But if no 07ie don't tvant me no more. 

What for loas I tvanted before ? 

Well, what I mean, tvhat am I for ? 

Oy ! lohat 's the game ^ A. P. H. 


Bf om a paragraph on a dictionary : — 

“In the same readable book matbematioal convontioiis are em- 
ployed to explain musical chairs. We are told that this is ^ a game 
in wbicb N — 1 players circulate round N chairs until the music ceases, 
when one player is eliminated:’ Precisely.”— DrxzZy Paper, 

Precisely what ? It was a mathematician who described 
musical chairs as a species of harmonical progression; but 
he would never have passed this formula. 


2 ( 
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Butler {showing new Huntsman roimid the picture-gallery). “They say that’s one op the Old Mastbhs— nami5 op Vak i>vrK.’* 
New Huntsman. “Mastee, was he? Well, he ain’t my idea op a hunting man.” 



IN DEFENCE OF THE DOONES. 

{By mir Topographical Expert.) 

The wave of scepticism which has 
. inundated the columns of the Press at 
■ the expense of the Doone family is not 
only to be regretted in the interests of 
romance ; it is open to convincing retort 
by all students of topography, genealogy 
and local history. 

Perhaps the best starting-point for a 
really scientific inquiry into this problem 
is to be found in the index to The Laios 
of England, that monumental work 
edited by tlie late Earl of HALSBuay, 
where, under the heading “ Donkey,” we 
read the illuminating reference, “see 
Ass.” The nomenclature here presents 
an abrupt divergence, but the principle 
involved is the same, Viz. that identity is 
often disguised under variant forms. It is 
true that the surname Doone is not to be 
found in Whoy Who (either English or 
American) or in various books ol refer- 
ence which treat of the nobility or landed 
gentry of the British Isles, though in 
the comparative form of Dooner it still 
survives. But w^hen we turn to topo- 
graphy the evidences are widespread j 
and paint unmistakably to the Gaelic 
, or Celtic origin of the famous family. I 


In Scotland the name Doon is attached 
to a river and loch, two hills, three 
castles, and in the form Doune to a 
village, a castle, a mountain, an oval 
fiat-topped mound, and to the seat of 
the Grants of Eothiemurchus. Ireland 
is even richer in these memorials, fur- 
nishing a promontory, two old castles, 
a lough, a parish, an old fort, and a 
well in Donegal still frequented for pur- 
poses of healing. The name is also im- 
mortalised in the reduplicated form of 
Doonooney, a parish in Wexford. 

I have not been able to trace any in- 
dication of predatory tastes on the part 
of the Irish or Scots Doones, or to 
ascertain the motives of their migration 
to Exmoor. But the phrase “Bonny 
Doon ” used by Burns seems to argue 
that they were originally of an amiable 
disposition and owed their lapse from 
orderly life to the unsympathetic atti- 
tude of their Saxon neighbours. Hence 
no doubt the phrase “hadden-doon,” 
i.e. oppressed, maltreated. They re- 
sented this victimisation, as men of 
spirit always will, with results that 
were not conducive to their longevity 
I or that of their tyrants. 

Only this morning I have read a 
letter in The Times referring to the 


— ( 

tragic end of a Doono wlio managed I 
to get in tlie way wh<?n a lady of the 
name of Ehydd discharged a very long 
and ancient gun on the occasion of his 
entering her house without an invita- 
tion. In this context I may note that 
the English Dialect Dictionary gives 
the word “ Doon ” as fomierly used in 
Lincolnshire to indicate a place of con- 
finement for prisoners in a village. 
From the same source I gather the in- 
formation that the word “Doondie ” is 
still used in the Orkney Islands for a 
lean or diseased cod-fish. 

The subject might be pursued further, 
but I think enough has been said to 
prove that the Doones not only existed, 
but were a notable and high-spirited 
family whose decline and ultimate ex- 
tinction were duo to their inability to 
accommodate their unflinching indi- 
vidualism to their new surroundings. 

I “Owen JMorhbcad, who was made King’s 
librarian a few months ago, is delighted with 
his new quarters at Windsor. So charmiiu 
are they that he scarcely regrets his beautiful 
panelled rooms at IVIagdalene, overlooking 
the 50-year-old apple trees and the gigantic 
ewes of the Fellows’ Carden.”— A 

Is this MagdaleneV answer to the swans 
which the Fellows of St. John'spreserve? 
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AT THE PLAY, 

^^Eobin Hood” (Centuey). 

In the legends of the noble Earl of 
Huntingdon, alias Eobin Hood, who 
took np the cause of Labour against 
Capital, and of his wife, nee Lady Maeian 
Fitzwaltee (it sounds just like Mr. 
Oswald and Lady Cynthia Mosley), 
there is matter enough for drama, if you 
mix them up with the known history, 
suitably distorted, of the time. But 
Mr. Alfeed Noyes was not satisfied 
with a chance that others have taken 
before him. He wanted, as poet, to 
embroider his theme with lyrical im- 
agery. And here to his hand was the 
Forest of Sherwood, of which the old 
ballad-makers had taken little notice 
beyond remarking how merrie it was 
in greenwood shawe.” 

Perhaps he had thought of Beown- 
ing’s words : — 

“ The forests had done it ; there they stood ; 

We caught for a moment the powers at 

play.” 

Anyhow, he would do a little anthropo- 
morphising; he would create Spirits 
of the Woodland and give them the im- 
mortality of Fairyland. *‘The Forest 
shall conquer ! ” is their opening refrain. 
This was to mean something more than 
the physical or moral triumph of the 
Forest over the grey stone walls of a cruel 
feudalism which had crushed the freedom 
that was the birthright of its denizens. 
It embraced the conception of a Heaven 
reserved for the Faithful of the Forest; 
that Shining Glen” which received 
the spirits of Bohin and Marian at the 
last, when they had been laid to rest in 
the glade where his last arrow, shot at 
the setting sun, had come to earth. 

That here was an element of something 
more than Nature- worship or Eomance, 
or even a blend of the two, is seen in 
the recurrence of a strain of Christian 
feeling in the play. It is revealed early 
— and a little abruptly — as soon as, like 
Jaques, we have “met a fool i’ the 
forest.” Shadoto-opa~Leaf, as they call 
him, has achieved second sight by the loss 
of his mortal wits. He tells the foresters 
how ho has seen a vision of their “mas- 
ter's Master” riding on an ass through 
Sherwood, with none but the Fool to 
cry “ Hosanna 1 ” And ifc is taken up at 
the end, where, rather cryptically, the 
Fool makes sacrifice of himself for love, 
that others may win immortality. And, 
as the curtain falls, Blondel, whose 
earthly king is dead, still goes singing 
through the forest in search of ‘‘tho 
great King” who lives. 

All this embroidery, half pagan, half 
Christian, which he imposes upon the 
main theme, however great the distinc- 
tion which it gives to Mr. Noyes’ 
work, necessarily delays the action of 


the drama ; and in itself, though always 
expressed in the true language of poetry, 
it suffers from a certain obscurity which 
is not entirely dispelled by a study of 
the book. 

Another motive — it runs through the 
first half of the play — is the anticipation 
of Goeiir-de-Lion's return. As soon as 
“the King comes home from the Crusade” 
the tyranny of his Eegent, Prince John^ 
will be suppressed and all will be well 
with the Forest. And when, very 
opportunely, at the moment of Will 
Scarlet's rescue from the scaffold, 
Bichard turns up in disguise (I wasn’t 
expecting him just then, and in his 
black barred vizor I am ashamed to say 
that I mistook him at first for the 
executioner) he does put things right, 
and Bohin gets back his estates and is re- 
stored to favour at Court. But scarcely 
have he and Marian completed their 
honeymoon when the King is off again 


to the wars, and the wicked machin- 
ations of Prince John and bis abomin- 
able sister, Elinor, are resumed. 

Mr. Noyes is excusably concerned to 
bring in as many historical characters 
as he can without regard to the possi- 
bility of their being there at the time. 
Thus w^e first meet Blmidel (who ought to 
have been on the Continent in search of 
Geew-de-Lion) pursuinghis quest through 
Sherwood, the most unlikely of places 
for the King to be lost in. And when, 
later, during a masqued ball at the 
palace, news comes of Bichard's death 
and John is acclaimed king, young 
Prince Arthur is present (pathetically 
labouring under the impression that he 
is king now) when he ought, I think, to 
have been somewhere in France. But 
what is the good of being a poet and 
a dramatist if you haven’t a soul above 
Little Arthur's History of England ? 

I It was a brave performance of the 
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“Lena Asliwell Players,” Tvitli their 
small stage and sketchy scenery. Mr. 
Godfrey l-LENTON-made a goodi Bohin, 
swift in action and sympathetic in 
speech. Mr. Patrick Goveb’s Prince 
John — not the “broad-shouldered man” 
of the author’s description, but a slim, 
sleek popinjay — did his shocking vil- 
lainies with a pleasant air of languor. 
He was admirably abetted by his sister, 
Elinor (Miss Agnes Lauchlan), who 
retained her bloodless calm throughout 
the bloodiest enterprises. 

The hardest task fell to Miss Es?.ie 
Church as 81 iadoxu-of-a-Leaf, notably 
in the long concluding lyric, 
with its insistent triple re- 
frain in each verse, “The 
Forest has conquered 1 ” — a 
lyric that cried out to be sung 
and not said. She brought 
to her work a very nice in- 
telligence, 

I have no space to mention 
other i ndividual performances, 
but I can say that in their 
elocution, if not always in 
their gestures and move- 
ments, the w’hole company, 
not forgetting the youthful 
reflected some 
very careful training on 
tlie part of Miss Lena Ash- 
well. 

Mr. Noyes’ verse-drama 
was not built for a popular 
success — it is too well done 
for that; but I could wish — 
and this is not to imply any 
reflection on the aciiieveraenb 
of the players who performed 
it under very difficult condi- 
tions— that we might have 
had a chance of seeing it in 
such a setting as was given 
to the work of Stephen Phil- 
lips in the old days when the 
Managements of our big thea- 
tres were less afraid of good 
writing; 0. S. 

“ Broadway ” (Strand). 

This imported Broadway, by Messrs. 
Phillip Dunning and George Abbott, 
must share with the native Binger of 
Mr. Edgar Wallace tlie distinction of 
being the best, allow of their kind now 
to be seen in Town. , Bvoadivay has 
perhaps the advantage in that, while 
nearly as exciting, it is definitely more 
plausible. Nobody can seriously believe 
in the Binger, his disguises, escapes 
apd vendettas, though one can com^ 
pletely persuade oneself to accept the 
illusion while it lasts’, which is’alhtbat 
is required for satisfactory entertain- 
ment. It is quite possible, on the other 
ha^d, to accept as more- than just merely 
plausible this picture of a phase of the 


“ second largest industry in the United 
States ” — bootlegging— whose directors 
and drummers can command a sales 
organisation of armed gangsters, ready 
to persuade purchasers, if necessary, 
and defend their defined “territory” 
from the competition of rival firms. The 
device of setting a grim tragedy against 
the background of a cabaret- show in 
rehearsal and in action is, I think, quite 
novel and handled with remarkable 
dexterity. There seems nothing very 
unlikely in a man or two’s being shot 
between the turns of such a sbow^ in 
such an environment; and by keeping 





THE GUNWOMAN, U.S.A. 

Tearl Hiss Karen Peterson. 

Steve Crandall Hr. Bernard Hedell. 


the two strands of -humour and grim 
seriousness mainly separate, rather 
than intenvoven — quite in the Shake- 
spearean tradition, as a colleague 
aptly whispered to me — the authors 
successfully avoid those distortions 
which the maladroit mixture of the 
two, styles is apt to expose to' the 
critical intelligence. The ingenious 
authors contrive much fun out of the 
strictly professional way in which the 
cabaret performers at the very instant, 
not a mometib before, the doors. are 
flung open for their turn, call a halt to 
their 'personal 'qpUiTels, love-makings 
or jollyings, and assume the mask of 
their parts. They also artistically con- 
trive contact between the two main 
groups of folk concerned through the 


young chorus-girl, Billie (who is being 
honourably if oddly wooed by the ingenu- 
ously ambitious comedian, Boy Lane, 
and unscrupulously hunted down by 
the relentless bootlegger-in-chief, Steve 
Crandall) and her fellow-artiste, whose 
intended husband, Soar'' Edwards, 
is Sieve's rival and victim. 

If a serious doubt suggests itself as 
to ivhetber full marks should be awarded 
for absolutely strict obseivance of all 
the rules of this diverting game, it is due 
to the impossibility of supposing that 
a man under the influoiico of such 
deadly fear as Steve could have been 
sufiicicntly unpreoccupiecl to 
continue tlio pursuit of the 
blameless Billie. Perfect 
fear, ono feels, effectively 
casts out lust. Perhaps ifr. 
J3ernard J, NEDKLii over- 
played tlie fear, though one 
recognises his dilemma; he 
liad to bo the bully turned 
coward, the ready killer with 
his nerve steadily broken by 
the nonchalant detective Dan 
IIcGorn's leisurely, indirect 
and deadly method. 

The play was most capably 
produced. Exits and en- 
trances, even the removal <)f 
dead and dying — ono must 
allow a little licence in that 
diflicult business — were 
plausiblycontrivcd.Thostair- 
case which led to the dressing- 
rooms cleverly allowed a good 
deal of roasonahle and en- 
livening movement. As no 
producer’s name uppeajs on 
the programmoone must hus- 
pect cither or both of the 
authors to have been respon- 
sihlo for a very ofTective piece 
of stagecraft which, mom 
than the individual quality 
of the actors, carried this 
show to SUCCCHB. 

Not that the players were 
found wanting. Mr. Hartley Power’s 
detective was a new one on us, and a 
most adroit performance* It is always 
rather difficult to present a villmn to 
the sophisticated. 1 don’t think Mr. 
Nedell failed in his diflicult task, 
though the earlier and easier phases 
were more convincing. Tlie cautiously- 
curbed sensuality of his passages with 
Billie, so easy to scare, was particularly 
w^ell bandied. 

Mr. Lundegard’s vehement ** Scar'' 
Edwards ; Mr. Joseph Crbhan’s fleshly 

Porky" Thompson, sober or drunk, 
bluffingor afraid ; Mr. Carlo de Angelo’s 
sinister frightened Dolph (these two were 
lieutenants of the desperate Sieve ) ; 
Ml*. Walter Ahmin’s bullying, cringing 
Greek cabaret-proprietor, and Mr. Ben 
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Welden’s lazy waiter, were 
all skilful performances ; and 
Mr. Eoy Lloyd made a 
thoroughly human and en- 
tertaining thing of the warm- 
hearted, self-satisfied, honest 
little comedian, Lane, The 
ladies of the company had 
less on their shoulders (in 
more senses than one) and 
carried it very well. The 
piece sets a standard in its 
class. T. 

“ Liliom 

(Duke of York’s). 

Herr Feeencz Molnar’s 
‘legend,” Liliom, is one of 
those plays concerning which 
the critic from whom the 
fairy godmother has with- 
held the blessed gift of cock- 
sureness has to ask himself 
the question, ‘‘ Is this on bal- 
ance a good play or a jolly 
bad one ? ” Has it, that is to 
say, in attempting something 
deeper than its surface mean- 
ings, succeeded well enough, or has it 
failed to such a degree that one is forced 
definitely to wish that the author had 
not essayed something so far beyond 
his powers? Seeing that 
it holds the attention to 
the last sentence, with 
the help certainly of M. 
Komisarjevsky’s imag- 
inative scenery, lights 
and noises, one may, I 
think, hazard the kindlier 
judgment, with no more 
than the mere hint, in 
devil’s advocacy, that 
the texture of Liliom' s 
dream was altogether 
too coherent and sophis- 
ticated for verisimilitude 
— so coherent, in truth, 
that the disclosure of the 
fact that it was a dream, 
and not some bizarre 
exercise in the Expres- 
sionist mode, came to us 
with the suggestion of a 
rather unfair piece of 
spoof or theatrical sharp 
practice. 

The scene is set in the 
outskirts of Budapest, 

Liliom is bellman and 
crier to a roundabout 
show— a handsome ne’er- 
do-well, who has been 
jugged more than once. 

His scanty earnings are 
supplemented by the con- 
tributions of servant-girls 
and that unashamedly 
sensual Jewess, his em- 



DISHONOUR AMONG THIEVES. 

Liliom Mr. Ivor Novello. 

Young Kalman Mr. Dan F. Rob. 


ployer. But when little Julie, so simple 
as not to understand what is involved 
in being shut out from her employer’s 
home for the night to spend it, because 


he has been kind to her, with 
the handsome vagabond who 
has just lost his job, the best 
in Liliom (which was never 
very good) rises to the sur- 
face. Abandoning his usual 
technique of promise of mar- 
riage in favour of the actual 
thing, he swells with pride at 
the thought of his approach- 
ing fatherhood. Seriously 
contemplating an adventure 
which involves the elimina- 
tion of a cashier by way of 
raising funds, he visualises 
the result of his project and 
the real dark background of 
his own soul while he sleeps 
between the preliminary dal- 
tZI} lying with the idea of high- 
way robbery with murder and 
the settling of the details 
with his wholly villainous 
friend, Ficsur, 

M. Theodore Komisar- 
JEVSKY must have thanked 
the gods for such a chance of 
proving how the significance 



THE INTRODUCTION THAT FELL FLAT. 

Julie • . . Miss Fay Compton. 

Wolf Mr. Douglas' Jefeeeies. 

Marie . Miss Beryl Harrison. 


of a scene can be heightened by the pro 
ducer’s elaborations, and he fairly let 
himself go. The piece opened with a 
prologue, in which for seven or eight 
minutes we were sub- 
jected to the blare and 
glare and press of a crowd 
among the booths and 
side-shows of a fair by 
night. I think we had 
more of this than was 
necessary to produce at- 
mosphere without the 
reaction of boredom ; 
though what, was done 
was done well enough. 
The most successful 
setting was the sombre 
railway embankment, 
with the arch through 
which the sinister sil- 
houettes of the indus- 
trial quarter of the city 
gloomed in the distance, 
a combination of real- 
ism with expressionism 
which was entirely 
successful — except that, 
to be captious, the gal- 
loping horses of the 
mounted policemen were 
obviously not approach- 
ing but merely marking 
very quick time just off. 
The hall of judgment 
or higher police-court, 
where the defiant Liliom 
was questioned as to 
his action and motives 
and doomed to revisit 
the earth, after a six- 
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teen years’ purgatory, to see his 
daughter, 'was admirably presented, and 
this scene alone was a sound demon- 
stration of the new magic that the 
dramatist who will take the risk of 
experimenting may now command. No 
doubt, though, our play wrights are too 
deeply conscious of the hatred of their 
countrymen for anything that they can- 
not understand without effort to take 
chances that do not .dismay their Con- 
tinental brethren. 

It did not seem to me that the trans- 
lators’ work had been plausibly done. 
It is, "sve know, difficult to avoid the 
xAmerican idiom nowadays, but I think 
Liliom, an exceedingly primitive and 
unsophisticated soul, was the last person 
to be capable of breaking out into it, as 
he constantly did. 

Mr. Ivon Novbllo continues his un- 
even but, I think, on the whole, upward 
course. Ho is surprisingly good at 
moments ; surprisingly conventional or 
careless or obvious at others. Liliom 
was alive, however, and that is much to 
achieve. Miss Fay Compton presented 
to us wdth her too-accustomed skill the 
adorable simplicity, gentleness and ten- 
derness of little Julie,' Yiith. her stiffen- 
ing of real character. l\Ir. Charles 
Laughton as the unredeemed and 
scarcely credible villain, FicBUV, gave 
us a soundly full-blooded piece of work. 
Miss Beryl Harrison’s %Iarie, Julie's 
friend, kindly bub with a shrewder eye 
to business, was well done; and Mr. 
Douglas Jefferie-s made an excellent 
thing of Wolf, the hotel porter, after- 
wards the successful restaurateur. Miss 
Violet Farebrother cleverly made us 
conscious of the meanness and gross- 
ness of the proprietress of the merry- 
go-round, Mrs, Mushat I ought, I 
think, also to mention Mr. Douglas 
Burbidge’s successful rendering of the 
ring-and -umbrella turn in the fair scene. 
To the increasing number of those who 
are interested in theatrical technique I 
would strongly recommend this stimu- 
lating aff'air. T. 


WARDER OF ALDINGWORTH” AGAIN. 

After the conversation with his 
mother that I was able to report the 
other day, Warder’s first question was 
whether any of his brothers and sisters 
were still there. When he had left the 
kennels there had been two of each. 

‘‘No,” said hk mother, “they’ve all 
gone. They went at once. Our strain 
is so good, you knowu Where they went 
I haven’-t a motion, and unless any of 
them are sent back for a holiday, the 
.same as you, I don’t suppose I’ll ever 
see them' again. In the old days I 
used to catch up with the family now 
and then, by chance, at Shows. But 


they don’t show me any more, thank 
Sirius ! ” 

“But I always thought Shows w^ere 
so wonderful,” exclaimed Warder ; “and 
to take a first too — isn’t that a glorious 
sensation ?” 

“It ’s agreeable to succeed, of course,” 
said his mother; “but the conditions 
are far from ideal. You have a long 
journey there and back ; you are cramped 
for room ; you get no proper exercise ; 
if you see an old friend, or a brother or 
sister, or even one of your own children, 
there may be no opportunity of any 
talk at all; while all the time you are 
at the disposal of the people who crowd 
in to stare, many of them totally ignor- 
ant — merely inquisitive — and some so 
debased as to call you ‘ Doggie.’ ” 

“ Still, to take a first I ” said Warder. 
“ Yes,” replied the mother, “ that ’s a 
compensation, provided the judge gives 
it for the right thing." But all this 
about Shows you’ll find out some day 
for yourself, for you ’re a splendid fel- 
low and 1 'm very proud of you. Don’t 
ever let that tail droop.” 

“My ears aren’t quite as upright as 
they should be, I’m afraid,” said Warder. 

“No, bub don’t worry,” said his 
mother. “ The left one is all right now, 
and the other soon will be. For the first 
year they ’re always going up and down. 
Teething, partly. And now,” she added, 

“ I ’ll show you what you looked like 
when you went away, because, although 
your own brothers and sisters have 
gone, there 's a little bunch of new ones 
who will be delighted to have you with 
them.” 

“ Same old dad ? ” Warder asked. 

“ Yes, dear, same old dad.” 

“ I suppose there ’s still no chance of 
seeing him ? ” Warder continued. 

“No, dear, he ’s miles away : a whole 
hour in a motor-car.” 

“ It seems funny that none of us have 
ever seen him,” said Warder. “ Is he 
nice ? ” 

“ Nice ? ” replied his mother. “ He ’s 
wonderful. Such a mai'vellous pedi- 
gree. Bub come and be introduced to 
your brothers and sisters.” 

“ Any of them as good as me ? ” 
Warder inquired rather anxiously. 

“ Well, not better, at any rate,” said 
his mother. 

When they heard who Warder 'svas 
the puppies were filled with excitement, 
but all that they wanted from him was 
information about the world. 

“Of course,” said one, “mother’s 
told us a lot. But it ’s more interesting 
coming from you. What are they like? ” 
“Who? ’’asked Warder. 

“They. Masters and mistresses.” 
“They’re all right,” said Warder, 
“if you behave. But they’ve got one 
peculiarity that you must watch outi 


for if y^ou want to have an easy time 
and lots of petting. They hate it if you 
don’t obey.” 

“So does mother,” said one of the 
puppies. 

“ Yes, but it’s diff‘erent,” Warder ex- 
plained. “ Mother doesn’t like you to 
be disobedient ; but that 's the end. 
These people, if you 're disobedient, 
whack you and tie you up, and go out 
for walks without you. Nothing's so 
dull as that.” 

“Have you been disobedient?” an- 
other puppy asked. 

“I was,” said Warder; “but no 
longer. It doesn’t pay.” 

“ What was the naughtiest thing you 
ever did ? ” they all wanted to know. 

“ I stole eggs,” said Warder* “They ’re 
awfully good : raw eggs. I found a place 
to get them,” 

“ What happened ? ” 

“They were furious. They seem to 
think more of eggs than anything, 
even meat. The gardener saw me and 
the cook beat me. You must remember 
about gardeners. They are very danger- 
ous, because you never know where they 
are and therefore wliethor or not they 
are watching you. Masters and mis- 
tresses are simple problems, because 
the;^ have habits; but gardeners hide 
behind bushes and watcln” 

“ And cooks ? ” asked an eager voice. 
“Cooks are frightfully important,” 
said Wax’der. “ Whatever you do, don’t 
make an enemy of the cook,” 

B.V. L. 

THE FIRST STEP. 

fA doctor doclaros that .should he 

encouraged to get out of hmith as an aul to 
their physical development. J 

Good wife, you wrong me when you say 
That I ’m inclined to ho 
Too energetic in my play 
With James, our prodigy, 

And overtax each little limb 
By my too furious pace 1 

Till breathlessness has rendcie I him I 
All purple in the face. ! 

It is not thoughtlessness; the deed s 
Deliberately done 

That I may serve the train itjg needs 
Of our amazing sen ; 

He’ll win, when many a romping game 
Its fruit begins to bear, 

A widely-boomed athietic fame, 

And bless me for my care. 

When week by week he gains a prize, 
And in their choicest prose 
The sporting columns advertise 
The energy he shows, 

He’ll think of me in grateful mood 
And tliank me sure enough 
For having given him a good 
Preliminary puff. 
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The Earl of CLARENDON. 

Here is the Head of the Corporation 
That casts abroad to the British nation; 
^nd^ when it decides exactly zuhat 
Is good for our ears to hear or noty 
Its choice is bound to be based upon 
^^The Constitutions of C^tirendon.^^ 


MR, PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES.— XXXIII. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Ptmch’s Staff of Leained Clerics.) 

Like the Bridget Elia of Old China, I think it is a 
,mty when poor people of taste become “rich and finical.” 
This notion I have just had transatlantically confirmed by 
Mr. Joseph Hbegesheimeb, who has produced a record of 
his rise from impeouniosity to wealth as reflected in the 
- house he lives in. The first part of the record is whimsical 
and charming. It relates how the writer and Dorothy 
his wife bought an eighteenth-century stone house in 
Pennsylvania and embarked on a life of struggle and in- 
cident. “ I could come nearer to selling a story, without 
actually bringing it about, than anyone else alive,” writes 
Mr. Hbboeshbimee triumphantly. As for Dorothy, she 
cooked, filled the lamps and sang duets with the coloured 
boy who washed up, with inimitable grace. “ Looking back, 
it seems to me, that to a gi’eat extent the difiiculties were 
the pleasures.” Literary successes, however, put an end to 
this idyll and ushered in the upheaval which it is the main 
business of From an Old House (Heinemann) to describe. 
The Dower House, to an old-world eye, is not particularly 
attractive. Most English villages boast a vicarage or a 
farm-house or two on the same Georgian lines. But I can 
well credit its original “thoughtful” .charm; and I can 
well believe that it “ wasn’t as thoughtful as formerly ” 
alter it had been gutted and restored. When this was 
accomplished Dorothy took to fancy-dress, a red wicr, a 
“ victrola ” and a lip-stick ; and “ no wrens would enter the 
house, on Its white pole, which Mr. Okie (the architect) 
h^ provided. ■ PersonaUy I don’t blame them. The chron- 
icle 13 illustrated with costly and successful photographs 
i md written with affectionate care. Its agonies usually 
I ipspire a much more pleasing style than its exultations. 


I know that Miss Maroaket Deland generally loves hor 
own characters so much that her readers inevitably take 
the infection and love them too. Tlieroforo with joy J 
seized the opportunity of meeting The Kays (Gape) — young 
Arthur with his conscience and his pride; his mother with 
her bleak high principles and her courage and her poor 
mad Mary nursed in the attic under the roof; and liis 
father. Major Kay — “Beau Kay” — with his lotteries and his 
drinking and his eye for fineness in other peopio. i loved too 
Lois Clark, the little girl from next-door who was Arthur's 
fgithful sweetheart, and her gallant mother, and the cosy 
conventional charm of their family life, which throws into 
such high relief the strange, divided, seerot-hauntoil house- 
hold of the Kays. The story takes place in a small Ameri- 
can town — that old Chester Miss Dklakd has described 
so charmingly already — in the days of the struggle between 
North and South, but it could be no more living and vivid 
it it dealt with the men and women and heartbreaks of to- 
day. Arthur, made reticent almost to the point of stupidity 
by the hardships of his childhood, suffers all his life from 
having to stand by his mother’s stark definitions of right and ] 

wrong— sbe_ is a thinker far in advance of hor generation 

and from being too proud to explain his conduct. Lois loves 
him in spite of his apparent cowardice and dishonesty, and 
he believes that she has really understood him, and so comes 
tragedy. It is difiicult to credit that his words could quite 
so often have meant one thing and conveyed someth ing widely 
different to a girl who knew and loved him as Lois did. 
When she asks him to deny a theft, and he answers, “ I can’t,” 
when “I won’t” was what be really meant, it becomes a 
little unreal. I feel that Miss Dbuiep has here strotchod ! 
probability too far, letting a serious blemish spoil a very ! 
delightful book and leaving mo between gratitude and 
grumbling, but nearer to gratitude. 
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Ben Watson (that's the title too), 

A canny lad is he, 

Who mounts, as lads in Yorkshire do, 
To some prosperity ; 

And while connecting with ‘^th' brass " 

He WOOS and likewise weds a lass. 

But that 's mere detail for the book 
In bulk to sport refers ; 

Our Ben must shoot, by hook or crook. 
In spite of gamekeepers ; 

He holds a gait, or common right, 

So does not poach — at least not quite. 

The publishers are Country Life, 

The author, Gutoliffe Hyne 

With the red moors his page is rife, 
With guns and butts a4ine ; 

And we may watch, come sun, come soak, 

Ben Watson bouncing other folk. 

'Tis claimed that Ben,hj moor and moss, 
Is JorrocUs with a gun: 

Yain boast ; old /. of Handley Cross 
Is quite another one ; 

We love him, while I 've failed to like* 

This gunning, cunning, tough-nut Tyke. 
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Field-Marshal Sir William Eobeet- 
SON, Chief of the Imperial General 
Staff for the greater part of the War, 
has delivered his offensive. With 
limited though clearly-defined objectives 
and with all that concentration of inner 
knowledge and technical resource that i 
attaches no less to his own personality 
than to his unique position, he has 
assaulted the entrenched lines of those 
politicians who would be soldiers. If 
incidentally— in Soldiers and Statesmen : 

1914-1918 (Cassell) — the first weight 
of his barrage has fallen on such of his 
opponents as took exception to soldiers 
who would be politicians, it may be 

remembered that they are well able to ^ 

take care of themselves, and anyway “And which op them stars is inhabited, George?” 

war is war. Here such old familiar “Er— that little one on the left.” 

patches of no-man's-land as ‘‘man- -z,— L.„:==zi:..=r'. - 

power” and “unity of command,” already much cut up opportunist atmosphere of Mr. Egbert Lynd’s Orange Tree 
' by earlier shelling, are traversed again, while, most fought of 1925, I shall not be suspected of facile enthusiasm in 
over of all, here once more is the memorable “Western” declaring myself wholly captivated by The Little Angel 
versus “Eastern ” controversy. For my own part, in this (Methuen) of 1926. The fact that the sympathies of these 
clash between the supporters of the “main front” and of merry and gracious essays are more definitely ranged gives 
the “ side-shows,” the arguments of the Westerners, at any them a stouter humanity,- on. which perdurable foundation 
rate while these two stout volumes are in close support, graces of comment and “applications” of the picturesque 
appear unanswerable ; and the author might even be ac- look their best and last their longest. There is a jolly 
cepted as my sole responsible military adviser were it not Dickens air about the book ; not a spectral evocation but 
for his deplorable habit of writing “ would ” where some of an embodiment of the Gadshill spirit in terms of 1926, 
us still prefer “ should.” His masterful survey of campaigns Dickens, I feel, would have given his imprimatur to the 
entered upon or projected all over the world without any defence of convivial over-eating modestly beaded “Lunch.” 
proper co-ordination is a contribution to the theory of He would have subscribed, with flattered acknowledgments 
organisation for war that must become a standard authority of his own commemoration therein, to the apology for 
for the expert ; and even the patient general reader, though “ sentimental ” legislation pertinently addressed to “ The 
a little tired of drum-fire argument, must be plainly told Dean,” He would have found it perhaps a little hard to 
that here is his chance to learn a great deal more about understand how the subject of the titular essay came to be 
how the last war — like most other wars — was really waged, so unpopular as to need a champion ; .yet, seeing he is not 
than ever he knew before. here to cope with our psycho-analysts and their the 

infant villain (and how he would, in the Izaak Walton I 

Having grumbled, perhaps excessively, at the slightly sense, have loved them 1), he may well be glad that “ Y. Y.” 

* In spite of Mr. Gilbert Holiday's pictures of him. is at hand to cry “Back to the Infant Samuel ! ” If it were 
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only for its seasonable charities I should give a hearty wel- creation. Though belonging to a type that is perhaps 


come to llie Little 


But there is more to it than passing away, she is far more real and vital than those 


that. There are wise and witty considerations of current hysterical heroines of to-day who are sweeping through 
literary portents, shre^vd and good-humoured thrusts at fiction like a plague. 


current social imbecilities, quaint and sometimes pathetic 
glimpses of out-of-the-way places and people, happy aphor- 


Those who are still convinced that Sir J. M. Barrie 


isms and pleasant spans of meditation. In fact there is wrote have no doubt satisfied themselves 

“ Y. Y.’' at his best. already as to the true authorship of TJi£ Admiral and Others 

(Seewyn and Blount). For myself, I do not need Mr. St, 
Why is it that pacifists are always of so truculent a dis- John Adcock’s foreword to convince me that it is indeed 


position ? Mr. Frank Bose, M.P., is an industrial pacifist, the work of Peggy TE^aPLE, aged twelve. A grown-up might 
a Labour and^Socialist M.P., who has consistently preached have imitated its humour, but not its occasional lack of it. 
against “the crazy acrimonies of the class war” and the For this book is not so consistently amusing as The Little 
wasteful futilities of the strike method. Our Industrial Visiters. On the other hand, Peggy Temple is consciously 
Jnngle (Faber and Gwyer) is a fair-minded presentation of as well as unconsciously humorous and at times* reaches a 
an interesting thesis, but the driver of mild oxen should degree of sophistication such as her predecessor never 
himself be mild, and I am afraid our author’s unfortunate attempted. (As, for example, when someone rebuked the 
combativeness rather qualifies our appreciation of his excel- Admiral by asking him what his wife would think of him, 
lent intentions and certainly detracts from his persuasiveness, and be replied, “She won’t thinlc; she never does.!’) But 
Mr. Bose’s main thesis is that the Parliamentary method, then we don't want sophisticated humour from children ; 


peaceful penetration, 
organised use of the 
vote, constitutional re- 
volution in a word, will 
give the Socialist sub- 
stantially what he wants 
without ruining his 
country in the process. 
It will ppbably win a 
friendlier hearing from 
masters than from men. 
Mr. Bose ploughs ra- 
ther a lonely furrow in 
his own world, and his 
criticism of trades union 
leaders’ lack of leader- 
ship and sundry defects 
of trades union philoso- 
phy and practice will 
not endear him to his 
political friends. This 
little book is written in 
a lively idiom and forti- 
fied with figures which 
will be useful to many 







Husband (reading aloud the newspaper report of a fire ). “And one woman 

HAD TO HSCAPE DOWN A WATEE-PIPE AT THE BACK OP THE HOUSE.” 

. Wife . “ Oh, how lovely to be as slim as that 1 ” 


' we can do that sort of 
thing so much better 
ourselves. They should 
amuse us unintention- 
ally or be silent. How- 
ever, this is a child- 
worshipping ago, and 
Peggy Temple is un- 
doubtedly a bright child. 
And lier story of the 
outrageous Admiral 
Berber t son has so many 
good moments that no 
one will regret the mod- 
est half-crown ho is 
asked to spend on it, 

“Bomanticism,” in 
the words of the anony- 
mous writer ho aptly 
quoted on the title- 
page of Miss Hilda 
Vaughan’s Here Are 
Lovers (Hrinkmann), 
“ is a malady sometirrjes 


x^uuui. WHO muse scace m lairness tnat Mr. lectuai love affair in which Miss Vaughan’s principal couple 
KosE IS by no means a doctrinaire whole-hogging Socialist are involved. Leetitia Wingfield, a “ iiighbrow ’’ of the 
or a pap^'-scheme reformer, but a rational compromiser ’sixties in ringlets and crinoline, who talks of Buskin and 
in whom Oonservatiyes who are also of the rationally com- Eossetti much as modern Bloomsbury does of Tchehov 
promising type might find an ally. and Epstein, seeks relief from the too neatly clipped and 

^ p T- . , trimmed existence of a Squire's daughter of the period in 

w 1 1 ^ (Constable) reminds me of Kmghton, an- the society of Gronwy Griffith, a young Welsh peasant, also 

seeking in books escape from the restnefcions— in his case 
Uie Setting IS the same, but ineach book the author shows a those of grinding poverty— of his daily life. Lmtitia is 
knowledge of those who live their lives in the really but a lialf-hearted rebel, in spite of her enjoyment of 
mSjow?, > England that may not be the r6le of an artist among Philistines, and, loft to herself, 

oufdonhHn^ so quickly as is^pposed. but is with- she would, one feels, probably have got over her attack of 
out doubt in a state of transition. He tells his story with romanticism without a scar, and probably been all the bettor 
detachment and in a style that I find almost for it. But that would have made only a hum-drum finish 

Sm limerS; °PP°^^‘5on of her father, the kSy b^obTus^ 

with hirta’ff- If icTif® ® with advantage get on Squire, and the primitive passions she has unwittingly 
he at?to which fL family which had to face kindled in her rustic lover, oLbine to turn LcstUia's info- 

thrift heiVlS w^ahf^ft ’ C0°<iiti0“s aiida spend- cent adventure into grim earnest and finally into tragedy. 
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CHARI VAR I A picked ripe blackberries in bis garden. 

. , We should almost certainly have done 

A CHIEF constable was missing for a fche same if they had been growing in 
few days recently. There was some talk ours, 
of getting a lady-noyelist to organise a 

search for him. ... o, TJiq Board of Trade announces that 

under the Safeguarding of Industries 

Weunderstand that anybody referring Act dolls’-eyes are taxable. We think 
^ this new Italian Aerial Police as the it would be' better if Government de- 
Fiying Cops will be severely castor-oiled, partments would ring a bell before 

. , , , springing such news at the public. 

In a duel between two French journ- 

alists 0^® narrowly missed shooting Since the police have been asked by 
himself in tlie foot. Tliis is one more the authorities to be -more polite one 

instance of the danger of — — 

entrusting duellists with ^ 
firearms. ^ ... * 

We are unable to obtain 
confirmation of the rumour ‘ 
that the main object ol 
Lord Beavekbuooks visit 
to Palestine is ‘the promo- 
tion of community singing 
in Zion. ... 

The idea of the projected 
non-stop express' trains from 
Fuston to Glasgow is to 
minimise the danger of re- 
turning Scotsmen changing 
their minds on the journey. 

9;< )|e 

sk 

Surprise is expressed in 
some quarters that the 
barony recently claimed by 
the President of a certain 
Condiment Club was not 
confirmed in the New Year 
Honours Lisfc. 

:!« Hi 
Hi 

The authorities of Ticino, 
a Swiss canton, have pro- 
hibited dancing excepting 
during the first three 
months of the year. During 
the other nine the young | 
man there will miss his 
Swiss. . j c6 

ft Salesman , “Now there you have an exolusivb 

Near Taunton a lamb has We are selling very little of it.» 

been born with two extra 

legs, Weunderstand that the Charles- constable is said to be very worried 
ton is to be banned in that field during because he has disobeyed the order, 
the usual gambolling season. It appears that he arrested a pickpocket 

V . ^ thA nthAr nipbt and for/nrnt to kiss thA 



Salesman , “Now there you have an exclusive 
Madam. We are selling very little of it.” 


An advertisement recommends a de- 
vice for keeping the human nose in 
position. What we want is a device 
for keeping the human nose away from 
the grindstone. ^ 

A discussion has arisen as to whether 
men should wear beards. But this 
question is always asked while there 
are still so many of those Christmas 
ties to be worn out. 

❖ sk 

An oculist writing to a contemporary 
says that you can always test a ghost 
' by squinting at it. If it 
retaliates by putting its 
tongue out it 's no ghost. 

Hi ^ H; 

• 

An epidemic of an en- 
tirely new type of influenza 
is reported. Medical men 
have realised that their 
patients were getting tired 
of the old types, 

❖ Hi 

Ten thousand novels were 
burnt in a fire at Leicester, 
but, it is nob known which 
■ were the best-burners. 


Surprise is expressed that 
there have been so few ap- 
plications from the public 
for the ten-tbousand-a-year 
post of Chairman of the 
New Electricity Board. 
Our theory is that people 
are deterred by thoughts of 
thejneome-tax they would 
have to pay on such a salary. 

* * 

* 

It is hoped that Mr. 
Bbuoe, the Premier of 
Australia, by rebuking 
the United States for being 
far too modest, will have 
done something to inspire 
American citizens with the 
self-confidence in which 
hitherto they have been so 
conspicuously lacking. 


material, 


the usual gambolling season. It appears that he arrested a pickpocket 

the other night and forgot to kiss the 
A contemporary writer mentions that fellow Good-night after depositing him 
he did not pay enough income-tax last at the police-station, 
year by ninopencc. Mr, Winston 

CnuROHinn, however, is not hurrying Before very long Britishers will con- 
home from the Moditorranoan. stitute a nest of singing-birds, says a 

weekly paper. We are not looking 
The L.C.O, arc anxious to place tab- forward to our income-tax collector 
lets on houses where great men have carolling a serenade in Schedule E flat, 
lived. We Ve already got one. “It ^ 

shows where the fire-hydrant is. During a storm in France recently 

the rain was blood-red. We gather 
A news-agency message informs us that it was raining cats and dogs, and 
that a resident of Barmouth recently they met half-way. 


With reference to Professor Felix 
Bernstein’s theory that singing voices 
are hereditary, we can only express our 
readiness to believe that some vocalists 
can’t help it. 

By standing on his head in the middle 
of the New York traffic an English 
undergraduate gave yet another proof 
of the resourcefulness wu’th which young 
men turned out by our universities 
adapt themselves to city life. ^ | 

- 5;i * 

ijt ^ 1 

“Shut your mouth and save your life ” 
is a medical writer's advice. We doubt 
however if it will be largely followed by 
our politicians. 
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THE PLUTOCRAT TO HIS SOCIALIST LOVE. 

[See coriespondence in th.e Press on tie principles and practice of 
Mr. Oswald Mosley.] “ . ' 

DEAEEST,'you love me solely for myself ; 

So far from being actuated ? 

By any gross desire for filthy pelf, 

You'll overlook, when we are mated, 

That section of the marriage- vow : 

With all my worldly goods I thee endow.” 

So shall the altar still be clean and fair 
That’ we ignite our nuptial fire on ; 

Of my abundance you will claim no share 
And I shall never need (like Byron) 

To bid you give me back my heart 

Ere I am forced, against my will, to “ part.” 

You chose me for myself (I said above), 

Not looking, in that pure election 
(As is the case with mercenary love), 

For solid' signs of my affection ; 

None pf your eyeballs left its socket 
To count the unearned increment I pocket. 

You get thabpriceless gift — my heart and soul ; 

My breeding cannot be imparted ; 

His birth is not within a babe’s control, 

And that is why so few are started 
In mansions, and such crowds in cots; 

. Nor can tha Ethiopian change his spots. 

And since (fioblesse oblige !) I can't forgo 
. The habits proper to my station, 

I must not — and you would not have it so — 

Be hampered by a poor relation ; 

My dibs, with this high task to do, 

May be enougb for one, but not for two. 

If then I sit inside my Eolls (or Eoyce), 

Letting you tramp| it on your ten toes, 

Or, while i feed on viands fresh and choice, 

Leave you the kitchen’s cold mementos, 

Let this thought keep you in the pink — 

My heart is true, more true than you might think. 

From these ideals neyer will I budge, 

Though I may suffer rude detractions 
From coarse and ribald knaves who loosely judge 
Npt fcy a rdaii’s words but his actions ; 

Great faith ignores tlbe need of sight, 

And yours is very large. ' So that's all right. 

' 0. s. 

HOOCH 1 

The disadvantage pf the Tajago from bur point of view in i 
Scotland is that we can/t booct to it. When I say hooch, 
of course I’m not saying/' bpp^ch ” or "hook,” but just 
"hooch,” with the "ch” pronounced as in gargling. 

Properly speaking, one never says "hooch.” One screams 
it on a very high key, with a quickening of the pulse. In a 
Scottish ballroom — at any rate in those few Scottish ball- 
rooms where the dancers still retain enough of their ances- 
tors' comparaftively quiet savagery to dance reels — one is 
expected to, hooch to some extent. A light-hearted hooch, 
screeched regularly at intervals of twenty seconds, brightens 
the proceedings. The pitch and volume of the hooch is 
generally measured by the extent to which the bagpipes are 
skirling. Among the orthodox the rule is: “ No bagpipes, 
n^o hoQchs.” But when an eighfcsome reel is announced 
than it just needs the teeniest wee skirl of the pipes to start 
everybody hooching with mad abandon. 


Unfortunately we Scottish people are not all orthodox. 
We have been known — we who are unorthodox — to hooch 
to the music of the piano and st tinged instruments. We 
have hooched to the trombone. And I myself have some- 
times hooched inwardly, with fierce primeval passion, at 
the saxophone and the ukulele. 

As a general rule we hooch pretty considerably during an 
eighfesome reel. (There are other reels, but scarcely any- 
body ever dances them south of Pitfoddels.) ^ We don’t 
hooch to the foxtrot or the one-step. We don’t hooch to 
the Charleston. The hooch, you must understand, is a 
stimulant and a tonic, and we who are of Scottish blood 
prefer to leave Charlestonians to stand on their own legs, 
if the Master of Ceremonies can coax them into doing it. 
And, as I said at the beginning, we don’t hooch to the 
Tango. You see, the Tango is so unhurried, so painstaking 
and sinuous. And Heaven knows a hooch is none of these 
things. 

To hooch to the Tango one would have to do it very 
slowly and sensuously — the hooch, I mean — to the accom- 
paniment of semi-muffled drums and seductively suggestive 
music. Like this : " Hoo-oo-ooch — tum-tum — ho-oo-ooch — 
tum-tum.” And of course hooching is no earthly use like 
that. 

And, apart altogether from this question of hooching, the 
Tango does not show off one‘s kilt. An eightsome reel 
shows off one’s kilt and one’s trews into the bargain, but 
the Tango is so slow that one’s kilt cannot swing, and 
hangs from the hips dully, lifelessly. 

Then there is the waltz. We never hooch to the waltz, 
although I dare say a very devout Scotsman — like Mr. 
Kirkwood, for instance-— might do so.^ I hope he does, 
for the more he boochs the belter for him, as it is a great 
relief to the emotions. When he feels a desire to say 
something in the House for which ho might or might not 
be sorry later, it would do him good to withdraw into 
a dark corner somewhere alone and hooch himself hoarse. 

However, enough of Mr. Kirkwood, who, I feel almost 
certain, has never hooched to the Tango, In the mean- 
time — [" Hooch ! ” — Ed.] 


DIRGE ON TWO ELEPHANTS. 

The children’s cry is bitter and their mouths are filled with 
rue ; 

AM I Indarini, the glory of the 'Zoo; 

The trunk that snuffledl ha'pence, and the hospitable spine, 
They have passed without a warning, they have gone with- 
out a sign. 

The news was hardly scattered and the tears were hardly shed 
(Indarini, Indarini, they have quenched your vital spark), 
When the sudden germ got busy and another beast was 
dead. 

Ah6, Sundermalah, tbe vride of BegenVs Park. 

The word has passed to India ; whore tlio Mysore forests 
blow 

The herd of Indarini is prostrated at the blow ; 

The Sundefinalah people through the jungle they frequent 
Have proclaimed a time of mourning for the kinsman tlioy 
lament ; 

No more they poach the lyot’s cane as they ware wont to do 
. Nor trample down his paddy for an elephantine lark ; 
AM! Indarini, the captive of the Zoo; 

AM, Sundermalah, the slave of Begenfs Park, 

Duh-Duju. 

The Secret Out. 

“A landlady on a mountain near Glenfam, County I Antrim, 
revealed a valuable coaUeam.”— Paper, 
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Wife {discussing young man them). “Isn’t he a lamb? Such a distinouisheu accent.” 

Mmband. “ Goob liORD [ I thought it was adenoids.” 


TROUBLE WITH THE B.B.C. 

There is much consternation, not tp 
say perturbation, at Savoy Hill over 
the truculent attitude of the lowbrow 
listener-in. The new B.B.C. is deter- 
mined, it seems, to supply the British 
public with mental uplift. The British 
public, on the other hand, refuse^ tb be 
mentally uplifted. 'Whenever it finds 
that it is being mentally uplifted it 
complains that it is being»'<morally let 
down. Shaking with rage,‘ stern men 
from the outer suburbs write letters to 
the B.B.C. complaining that an attempt 
is being made to educate them. 

“ Such an outrage on our liberties has 
never been attempted before,” they cry, 
‘‘and we do not intend to tolerate it 
now. Who, may we ask, and 'wbat, was 
Debussy ? Give us Sousa every time.” 

Professor Gilbert Murray’s trans- 
lation of Euripides has caused an old 
man in Surbiton to howl with rage and 
hurl his headphones on to the floor. A 
Sussex peasant has described the recent 
broadcasting programmes as “ slum- 
mocky.” A Somerset villager has criti- 
^ i cised El Greco in language too terrible 
i tto transcribe, A Wiltshire plate-layer 
declares that sooner than hear any more 
' about Pirandello he would go to gaol, 
.Ominous ordwds of wireless licensees 


gather from time to time in the Strand 
and are moved on unostentatiously by 
thd ' police. Direct action has been | 
threatened by a group of Northamp-i 
tonshire oscillators. The whole broad - 1 
catching world is in a fever of discon- ' 
tent. 9 ' 

I have been one of the first to inquire 
at the headquarters of the B.B.C. in 
what way it is proposed to deal with 
the trouble. 

Adamant in their resolve to improve 
the taste of the British public, they are 
not blind to the difficulties of the situa- 
tion, 

“ ^Ve have several schemes before us,” 
I was told. “One which we particularly 
favour is to introduce the highbrow 
element, if we are forced to exclude it 
from the artistic programme, into the 
news bulletin. We have here specimens 
of poetically-rendered news paragraphs 
which may easily be sung by well-known 
performers into the transmitter instead 
of being spoken in bald prose. 

“ Thus (for baritones) : — 

‘THE CHINESE PROBLEM. 

Oil, ungentle 
Oriental, 

With the slant Mongolian eyes, 

Must we saver 
Now for ever 

All these immemorial ties? ’ 


“ Or (for light sopranos) : — 

*NEWS PROM ITALY, 

There *s a rumour 
Mussolini 

Has acquire from Nicaragua 
Both a teeny 
Tiny puma 

And a little baby jaguar." 

“But this is only one of many possi- 
bilities. We may be coinpolled to run 
two consecutive programmes, one for 
intellectuals and one for comparative 
dolts. But we shall not, of course, give 
them these titles. It is calculated that 
by using the expression 

‘•FOR THE SMART SET OXLY ^ 

to describe our superior programme, 
and the expression 

‘ FOR THE SUBURBS AND PBOVINCHB ’ 

to characterise the other, we shall in 
course of time train th.o British public 
to love the highest when they hear it. 
We believe that the notion of smartness 
in these days exercises an almost irre- 
sistible spell. Only persons belonging 
to the smart set seem to smoke cigar- 
ettes or travel on the Underground, or 
read evening papers, or wear ready-for- 
service suitings, or go into tea-slipps 
when they want tea. Nobody puts on 
the market a non-aristocratio starcli, 
nor a pickle that is not all the rage 
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Ship's Doctor, “ What the dickens do you mean by coming- and grinning at 

ME LIKE THAT?” 

Negro Fireman. “I got db stummick-achb.” 


in Mayfair, It is difficulfc to see how 
Mrs, Smith can confess to her neigh- 
bours that she would rather listen- 
in to plebeian items on the wireless 
than to those intended for the smart 
set. They would soon begin to wonder 
where she came from, and whether she 
was really nice to know. The most 
virulent lowbrow would never for a 
moment dare to face the imputation 
that he had a suburban or provincial 
outlook on life, and we hope that dis- 
crimination on these lines would soon 
render the second programme unneces- 
sary, if not an insult to the licensee. 

‘‘ Another method would be what is 
known as the personal touch. There 
is a growing demand on the part of 
the British public to know exactly what 
time everybody else gets up in the 
morning, whether they do any physical 
exercises, diet in any particular way, 
go for long walks or wear flannel next 
the skin. It seems to us that the works 
of great musicians or authors might be 
introduced casually after a few prelimin- 
ary reinarks by the broadcaster about 
the time he spends in brushing his teeth. 

“Thus a speaker who began: — 

“‘Born thirty-nine years ago in the 
little village of Blufl'ham, I have never 
suffered from melancholia, and attribute 
my present splendid appetite to the 
habit of eating hearty meals and myj 
splendid eyesight to my practice of| 
looking at things when I wanted to see 
them. I wear porous undervests and am 
a strong and vigorous smoker. Love b as 
played a considerable part in my life, and 
my hair is permanently waved. Once 
a Congregation alist, I have in later life 
gravitated towards reading the sermons 
in the Sunday papers and then having 
a good round of golf. I have five buttons 
on my waistcoat, an Alsatian wolfhound, 
and a firm faith in the future of Eng- 
land. The other day I happened to 
open a little book by Marcus Aurelius, 
and I want to read a few extracts out 

of it * 

“ Such a speaker, we imagine, would 
be enabled to hit the happy mean be- 
tween instructiveness and topical in- 
terest and wean the lowbrowed public 
to higher things.” 

“In any case,” I said, “by hook or 
by crook you mean to get uplift on to 
the air?” 

“ We do.” 

Marvelling, as usual, at the resources 
of the official mind in dealing with a 
national crisis, I withdrew. Byoe. 


“ Mrs. , wearing a gown, came with her 

daughter .” — Welsh Faper. 

The report that in the land of the 
Ancient Britons they had reverted to 
woad is thus effectively contradicted. 


A SONG OF UPLIFT. 

Brother, turn thy looks on high ; 

Sister, let thy gaze aspire ; 

Take the path that leads the eye 
Onward, upward, ever higher. 

Falter not, but breast the steep ; 

Let no backward glance be bent 
On the still-receding deep 
Whence you started your ascent. 

Keep unswerving to the right, 

And you will, assisted, rise. 


Ever towards the blessed light, 
Ever nearer to the skies. 

Then at length, the end in view, 
Lest the last step be the worst. 
Do as you are told to do, 

Step off with the right foot first. 


“ Por some reason sheetings have not been 
brisk ; just why I do not know,* ^We certainly^ 
still use ample bed covering, even if our women 
have gone a little shy on body covering.” 

Trade Paper. 

But is “shy ** quite the right word? 
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MY GAS-METER. 

I WAS working very bard last Wednes- 
day morning ; Wednesday is my day for 
working hard, because it always fits in 
nicely with my week-end holidays. By 
working hard I mean I was sitting at 
my desk on an upright chair and actually 
writing, instead pf sitting on my shoul- 
der-blades in an arm-chair and thinking 
of things to write about. I had got 
as far as: ^^Beginald Vavasour clashed 
clutched clasped his forehead %n a strong 
man's agony, ‘ Where can I get the money 
from?' he muttered moaned aloud *' — 
and then the door opened to ad- 
mit my landlady's head. 

‘‘'Ere are the gas-men, Mr., 
Apple,*’ she said, and I remem- 
bered I had arranged to have a 
gas-fire and meter put in instead 
of a grate. 

Bill and ’Erb, the gas-men, in- 
troduced themselves with pipes 
and hammers and whatnots, and, 
having passed the time of day, 
we set ourselves to our rival jobs. 

After about five minutes I de- 
cided that they had won. They 
beat me chiefly, I think, on a 
masterly and continued hammer- 
ing. I found I couldn't retaliate 
with anything at all noisy while 
writing, except sharpening my 
pencil in the intervals, and even 
the noise of that was completely 
drowned by 'Erb's breathing. 

He was a good breather, was 
'Erb, He ought to breathe for 
England at the next Olympic 
games. 

So I left my work and, taking 
my notebook in case they said 
anything in the nature of copy, 
came and helped them, which I 
did chiefly by saying, “ What 's 
that thing for?” and then re- 
peating my question when the 
hammering stopped. 

After a time I sat down in the 
armchair. I found I could help 
them much better that wayi arid I must 
admit I made myself useful. Soon after- 
wards they were looking everywhere for 

the “ 'ammer,” and it was not till I 

came and assisted them that they found 
it. They really were rather helpless. 
If I hadn’t got up they would have been 
looking for it still. 

We fixed up the stove at last and I 
was allowed to put in the bits that look 
like portions of a human backbone, but 
which give out all the heat. Then they 
started on the meter*, a virulent red 
thing like the young of the common 
pillar-box. 

Why do you paint the meter that 
horrible colour? ” I asked them. 

.Bill reflected a little and then said 


they were always done that way. Erb 
just breathed. 

“But it looks so ugly,” I objected. 

Bill's reply to this was that in a year 
or two the paint wore off quite a lot. 
'Erb just breathed. 

I wrote all this down in my note-book 
under the heading of local colour, re- 
moved the hammer again from the arm- 
chair and sat down once more. 

In about half-an-hour I was roused 
by Bill's finishing the meter. He beat it 
severely about the head and neck with 
a hammer, and I saw that some of the 
paint had worn off already. Then he 



Mistress, “ You 
^WEEir, Nobah.” 

Maid, “Lor, Mum, how ever hid you guess?” 


stood up and wiped Kis hands. He 
looked as though he were going. 

“ Can you give me a shilling, Sir ? ” 
he began bluntly, and I saw I was ex- 
pected to tip them. 

“ Here 's a florin, my man ! ” I said 
with magnanimity. “For you and 
'Erb,” I added economically. 

‘ ‘ Thank you kindly , Sir,” returned Bill, 
while 'Erb just breathed his gratitude. 
Pocketing the coin, Bill said — 

“Now can I 'ave a shilling, Sir? " 

I looked blank. This capital levy 
idea was being' carried too far. 

“ To put in the meter and see if she 's 
working proper.” 

I then realised that I had been had 
for a mug. 


“Doesn't the gas company supply 
you with testing shillings ? I asked 
feebly. 

Bill gave the question his earnest 
consideration and eventually replied 
that they didn’t. 

A very nice shilling of mine was fed 
into the creature’s maw, Bill turned a 
handle with a lovely clickety-click, and 
my gas-fire was inaugurated. Next he 
took a lighted match and ran it dowm 
all the joints he had made, to see if they 
were gas-tight. I went and watched 
this from a far side of the^room. 

They were all nice andlfcight. I sup- 
pose the only way the company 
knows if they aren't is from the 
report of the Coroner's Inquest. 

“There you are. Sir,” said 
Bill proudly, and they took their 
leave, 'Erb, who must be some 
relation to a plumber, reappear- 
ing two minutes later for what 
he called “ 'is footprints.” These 
turned out mysteriously to be 
some kind of tool and not the 
mud he had left on the carpet. 
When they had gone I put in 
another shilling and made the 
lovely clickety-click again. Then 
I sat down on the floor and 
played with my new meter. Dur- 
ing the course of my fiddling 
about I pulled out a little box- 
tbing, and at the bottom of this 
I saw once more my two shil- 
lings. Evidently Bill and 'Erb 
had done everything except put 
on a padlock. I considered tfie 
matter. Presumably those two 
shillings now belonged to the 
gas company, but I wondered 
whether, as long as I did not 
pocket them, I would be legally 
right in putting them through 
again and again. This thpught 
opened up vistas: “John, the 
gas is low. Just pub our shilling 
through once more.” 

Eventually, as I wanted some 
change, 1 took out my two shil- 
lings and put in a florin instead. It 
will puzzle the financial branch of the 
gas company to understand how a florin 
got into a shilling meter. 

Then I went back to my story about 
Eeginald Vavasour and wrote in a now 
bit : “ ‘ Where can I get the money 
from ? ' he muttered moa7ied aloud. A 
thought struck him. Striding mochly 
sioiftly to the gas-meter, he fAdlei out 
the little boz-thing . , 

^ But don't tell the gas company, 
please. A, A. 

“A See of Troubles. 

£ S. d, PROBLEM FOR BISHOP.” 

Headlines in Scots Pai'er, 
Can't he take alms against it ? 




.A 


XJrclan {testing the strength of the ice), “If it freezes to-2IIGHt it’ll be fit to seate on to-morrow.’» 


COOKS V. COOK. 

All good eaters and Englishmen will 
have been pleased to see in The Times 
^of the other day a letter pleading for a 
recognition of the influence of cooks on 
the body politic, urging the necessity 
for more classes to instruct them in 
their healing art, and emphasising the 
connection between the competent cook 
and the contented commonwealth : — 

■ “A very little reflection will con- 
vince most people that the future of 
' our country depends very largely 
upon good cooking. It is the basis 
of good temper, a healthful body, 
cheerful manners, toleration, and 
many other admirable things neces- 
*sary to well-being ; whereas bad cook- 
ing induces a distorted view of things, 
indigestion and all ics evils, irritation 
and unbalanced judgment. In this 
condition man — and woman — is ‘ fit 
for treasons, stratagems an'd spoils.’ ” 

Here, then, is an obvious opening for 
the A 1 cooks to frustrate the knavish 
tricks of the bad A . J. vaidety. Let them 
be trained in battalions for that very 
end, and, after the candidate for culin- 
ary honours lias demonstrated her or his 
skill in the kitchen, let the rest of the 
examination be conducted on paper: — 

(H Trace the connection between 
colcpTcnutton and Communism. 


(2) "Why is roast beef an antidote to 
revolution ? 

(3) Do you consider that plain boiled 
cod with white sauce is a dish or a 
disaster? If the latter, cite any in- 
stances of social unrest which might 
be attributed to its appearance at table. 
Is it your experience that cod tastes 
any better when it has been called 
cabillaud ? 

. (4) What would be the effect of Im- 
perial Tokay followed by Napoleon 
brandy on a meeting of republican paci- 
fists ? , ^ . 1. 

(5) Would you presciibe— 

(a) caviare 
{h) borsch 
(c) the d la Biisse 

for a patient suspected of Soviet sym- 
pathies? Would you expect these to 
increase or diminish his Muscovite 
leanings? 

(6) Would you undertake to soften a 
convinced Comrade by diet alone ? If 
so, draw up a suggested weekly bill-of- 
fare for a Bolshevik boarding-house. 

(7) Explain in detail* the principles 
you would apply in catering for — 

(a) the heir to one of our older 
baronies who showed unmistakable 
signs of sickening for an attack of 
Socialism ; 

(b) a too- successful Comrade who 
finds himself faced with a demand 
for super-tax ; 


{c) a Welsh Wizard sufTeringfrom 
recurrent attacks of land-hunger ; 

(d) the annual treat of a Com- 
munist Sunday-School. 

Give specimen menus in each case. 

The artist who survived these tests to 
the satisfaction of the examiners would 
of course qualify for the title Cordon 
Bleu, or True Blue Cook. 

SAMSON AND DELfLAH. 

[The strong woman at Olympia weai’s short 
hair.] 

Although, like Samson’s mane, her 
crowning glory 
No longer boasts of length, 

Delilah tells to-day a different story, 
And grows from strengtli to strength. 

A Really True Pish-Story. 

“The total haul of 40D anglers, who fished 
seven miles of the Thames in the annual com- 
petition of the London Anglers’ Association, 
aggregated 1 lb, 11 oz., and the gold cup was 
awarded to a competitor whose catch weighed 
7 oz. 6 drachms .” — Scuth African Pajger, 

From a description of a lecture by 
Sir Alan CoteAM : — 

“No pictures were taken during the flight 
across Nurope, and permission for carrying the 
camera was obtained from the* varioua’ coun- 
tries only after his sword of honor had been 
pledged not to put it into use.” 

Canadian Paper. 

He was lucky to have it with him. 
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i Besides, psrliaps fromdaintier choice of 1 City churches which The Ttmes pub 
j o , i/ I which for a while 


THE HAKE’S PROGRESS. victual, 

[It is stated by The Manchester Guardian The hake is growing smaller and more 
that an expedition will shortly have Fleetwood Igaxj ^ 

to investigate the “habits of the hake.” And may from bad and big to good and 

the same well-informed source we learn that the 1 u f 

hake is getting smaller, and that the expedition j,miu Txrifh 

is going forth to look for larger representatives Change, till he Vies in grace With the 
of the tribe.] sardine^ 

I AM informed a piscatorial mission, iV> ati ciT c m 

Starting from Meetwood, is to under- EDUCATl NG ELLtN. ^ 

take Ellen was to have been married in 

A thorough scientific inquisition May this year ; at least, not in May, for 

Into the life and habits of the hake, that would have been asking for trouble, 

Bub wby investigate what is notorious, strike, coupled 

Smce, whether in the sea or on a dish, the7act that her lover is a Lanca- 
The hake, by critics who are nob cen- condemned her to re- 

rscXdaWcoarseandcommonfish? “7d\Ste^tuH n Jw beSg 


The hake is growing smaller and more threatened them upset her no less 

than the impending fate of an attractive 
And may from bad and big to good and murderer on trial used to in pre-strike 


little 

Change, till he vies in grace with the 
sard in 

EDUCATING ELLEN. 

Ellen was to have been married in 


“ What will they think of next ? ” she 
exclaimed. She never had been able 
“rightly to make head nor tail of that 
bit about the Bishops in the strike.” 

Since May I have fostered and en- 


mien was f couraged this educational experiment, 

May this year; at least, noting indicating, by way of seasoning from 

that would have been asking for trouble, passages in The Times 


'r in June. ^ as described the making of a will or an 

Unhappily the coal strike, coupled . , Podishnoff’s niano 


1 with the fact that her lover is a Lanca- 


egg, the loss of M. Pouishnoff's piano 
in a fog, amusing doings at the Zoo and 
scenes in the House. 

There were still, of course, occasional 
reversions to her old taste for sensa- 
tional literature. Quito recently she 


Its aspect moves unqualified repulsion ; nothing but good of the late Mr. A. J. [^1 irtgrlUe Quirrece^tirsl- 
It gives poor sport to those who wield Cook- • . , startled me by thrusting into mv hand 

the rod; ' Much has been said of the educational n? in 

It yields no oleaginous “emulsion” value of such an ^ wliich the butcher had delivered^ some 

In spite of Its resemblance to the cod. through which this country has lately .j. ..ggo^aed the Astound- 

The hake is not renowned for deeds of Ked *by tL fact thlt in the last eight jpg Revelation of a Eou^nce ^ween 
derring; . mfvnf.hs Ellen has become a confirmed . 


!• 1 I.* a 4.... . montiiis jniieu ixaa ucvutuo oi 

Its soul IS not ^ reader of The Times, the only newspaper 

It pcrsscufcss the small but taster hen ing, ^ fniro -rArmlovlxT 

But from the shark and whale and t Timecfn 


mOlluXls JlHieu ixaa ucvuu-io ai a t i j* 1 \ 1 

isuT! irom ine suars auu wu^lb auu g f ^^e strike I had The Times to indignation over 

grampus flies. ^ ^ the Vote of Censure on the Government, 

Fc .tter Mpiait, ot fl.vou, wiktohetmother’,S.«a.y..w,p.^, S tLwf.TS' 

it the pUi» ,»U ft ?P=S& f Sr if A* 

ih.h.ubhtdie«hg»ith.da„d„d.,a. ciga|,p.p».^^ 

Thehakeisflabby.yethehasnoblubber; gQ^g,! interest in the progress of^the Daily Ilerdd, said 

Bulky, yet never filling at the price; (jigpute drove her every day to The .it r 

As raw material for synthetic rubber Times for the latest pronouncement on Oncje I was mterrupteu, when I was 

Or artificial silk be cuts no ice. filiA Qn’hipp.f, nf h^r wAddina fl.s nontained reading in The Itmes at breakfast a 


weekinhermotber’sSundaynewspaper, sue x^au.xx^ov^x^ 
e- offering me with my early tea on Mon- of the speeches of the two leaders, 

day tit-bits gathere^hence-stories of ^at- Mr. Baldwin told off Mr. Ma^ 
of signs and winders, and worse, such as Donald properly, ^e report of the 
never appear in the academic columns speeches, dut from The Times, is now 
a. of my daily paper. in the possession of a Lancashire miner 

■Thfi rime. fl.nd her deen ner- “ I don t expect they would get it all 


As raw material for synthetic rubber Times for the latest pronouncement on Oncje I ’was mterrupteu, when I was 
Or artificial silk be cuts no ice. subject of her wedding as contained breakfast a 

Mv daughter Joan faeed sixl calls him in the coal news, and the importance of ffesOTption of ‘the attempt by 

^Sloostinff^’ ® her lover’s letters sank inte insignifi- the directors of the New F^tival Theatre 

Andt&J., M P„% tb. bviaeno. o. .be p,ip.ed 

That no amount of booming or of boost- archit^tural scene for the por- 

Wm recommend him to the enioure paper herself before breakfast, it be- formance of Greek tragedy, by an ex- 
Will recommend him to the epicure. morning to claination behind me. Ellen, with the 

He is a dull (sea) dog ; proverbial censure discover how many men had returned hand not engaged m shedding down my 
Stamps him as greedy, grasping and to work in Lancashire, and inform her. ^ trayload of breakiasb-dishes, 

morose, She spent her afternoon leisure in search- pointed dramatically to the headline of 


Stamps hi 
morose, 


And prompts me to pronounce this ing the paper for further details of the article in question. 


Fleetwood, venture ^ situation, and incidentally she acquired ‘^ooKi sue pnea; “ ‘ ui^ekkxraohoy 

As quite indisputably otiose. an interest in many things hitherto uh- in Cambridge . 

mi T 1 .11 .,1 .1 drftqmt nf in hpv nhilncinnhv Hut on the whole the euect On Ellen 

““ 1“ the early days of the^coal trouble the dispute has been to develop 

His name is just as ugly as the thing, she made several attempts to interest her intellig ence and broaden h er outlook. 

And Lfltinkfid—M'/.r/^/y^viyQ Francis, and later the doings 

Coi^tains a most derogrtorSw. of the Imperial Conference engagedher trainer wanted : .alary. 


“ Look ! ” she cried ; “ * Gi^ekk Trao edy 
IN Cambridge ' ! ” 

But on the whole the effect on Ellen 


J.XA UXXO \JCUS.±J yjAOIJ (3 VA UJ.V./U.MXC? .in* It 1 1 lit 

she made several attempts to interest her intelligence and broaden her outlook, 
me in St. Francis, and later the doings . — 


of the Imperial Conference engaged her « trainer wanted : salary, 

attention. She did not approve of the « * Taper. i . t , 

Hot SLU 6xtravagant salary; but the 


Contains a most derogatory sting. oijae xmipevmL oomerence engagea ner 
, ‘ attention. She did not approve of the 

And yet, though nothing can be found to undignified character of the recent Boyal 
palliate ^ Progress in America. She said it was 


His faults, my withers are not all un- not the way she would have expected 


JTot an extravagant salary; but the 
* musical chairs ” season is not a long 


A tug of war Which left Marseilles with a 


; a queen to behave; She frequently re- 

For, smcM the- hake is dumb and can’t ferred to Jane Austen, and gave her barges as a ^ult of tooSe mapping." 


r^aliate. 


considered verdict in favour of the head- 


Irish Taper. 


This lay might kindlier have been left, master of Uppingham. She was much The ordinary tug-of-war usually ends in 
unsung. moved by the pictures of some of the nothing worse than the rope breaking. 
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TO BBA^W I,aw; BUT C.K I HAVE HIM 


POETICS AND PRONUNCIATION. 

Dedicated to the B.B.C. 

We jinglers greeb you, potent, tireless, 
Encyclopaedic lords of wireless, 

Wiio proffer to a listening nation 
Pronouncements on pronunciation. 
Advice ye lack not ; learned dons, 
Armed to the teeth with etymons 
From Latin, Greek or French, disparage 
The cult of cinema ” or “ gjirage,'" 
While Jones and Eobinson and Smith ' 
Are slaves to “idyll,” *^Celt” and * 
‘^myth,” ’ 

' For etymons are double Dutch 
To them, their ignorance is such. 


How fierce tlie rival experts clamour, 
Some quoting usage, others grammar ! 
Bub we who bteep Parnassus climb 
Accentuate the claims of rhyme. 

Give us such sounds as freely mate, 
And ban but one, the celibate. 

To satisfy the Muses' agent 
Pageant” must yield the palm to 
“pageant,” 

Scone may be “ scon ” or “ scone,” but 
doff' 

That clumsy “ 1 ” and grant us “ gofi* ” ! 
Ply, rigorously ply your sieves, 

But spare us our alternatives. 

Let “ opus ” not extinguish “opus,” 

Nor “ octopus ” absorb “ octopus,” I 


At times our budding Popes and 
Byrons 

Need “environs,” at times “environs,” 
And contemplate with dire misgiv- 

•n 

Besirictions that affect their living. 
More cases we could cite, but why go 
To lengths that might induce verti»^o 
(Or vertigo) ? So here we end, 

And this is all we recommend : — 

To other suitors play the tyrant 
(New aspirant or old aspirant), 

But give to us the fullest credence, 

And precedence (v.l. precedence) 

Nor circumscribe by your decree 
Our orthoepic liberty. 
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Aunt (frigidly)* “Tell me, Heoto: 

COMMUNITY IsJiUSIO. 

I FELT confident that the success of 
the recent Community Singing Meetings 
would soon lead to more elaborate ex- 
periments on similar lines, and I am 
glad to be able to give some account of 
the first Orchestral Community Concert 
which was held at the Prince' Consort 
HalHast week 

A small charge was made for entrance 
to the hall, but the production of an 
orchestral instrument was essential in 
order to secure admission. Scrutineers 
examined all the instruments at the 
entrance-doors and any doubtful ones 
were sent into an inspection room for 
further investigations to be made. The 
reason for this, it appears, was that the 
management, rightly anticipating no 
difficulty in filling the hall, decided that 
only bond-fide performers should be ad- 
mitted ; certain instruments had to be 
banned as there were no parts allotted 
to them in the scpres of the compositions 
selected for the' occasion. To prevent 
any disappointment on these grounds 
arrangements were made for reliable 
instruments to be on hire at the box- 
office, and I understand that prior to 
its next concert the nianagement will 
request players of the bones, saw, comb 
and Swanee-whistle not to bring these 
arfeMe^. unless they are specially called 
for. { .f 


, “Tell me, Heotoe, is this an accident, or merely another thing that the car can do?” 


The music was handed round by the 
programme-sellers and the seating was 
arranged by instrumental groups. Each 
group was under a sub-conductor who, 
in his turn, took his cue from the 
•Conductor-in-Chief, for whom a special 
tower was built up in the centre of the 
arena. This system of decentralisation 
worked admirably. The string players 
were in the fauteuiU ; the wood- wind 
filled the arena ; the brass occupied the 
first circle, and the percussion were 
accommodated in the grand tier boxes. 
The Press representatives had the- un- 
usual experience of being on the platform 
itself, from which they could see and ! 
hear everything that occurred. 

After a few introductory remarks by 
the Conductor-in-Chief the important 
business of tuning-up was undertaken 
and occupied fully ten minutes. While 
this was going on a Tooting trombonist 
had to be ejected for conduct to the 
prejudice of good ensemble. 

The programme then began in earnest, 
and the first piece sounded very well, 
chiefly, I think, because many of the 
performers had not yet warmed to their 
work and -only those who really knew 
their parts ventured to produce much 
Sound. The only untoward incident 
was an ill-timed/or^fssmo entry (before 
the local sub-conductor could prevent 
it) by two trumpets who had arrived 
late. These gentleman made the most 


of the “ March of the Priests " in ATdat 
regardless of the fact that everyone else 
in the room was working at the over- 
ture to Figaro, It appears that they 
had spent considerable time in practis- 
ing the passage in question, that they 
had paid for admission like everybody 
else, and that they were somewhat 
piqued at finding so little to do in 
Figaro, They were, however, quickly 
pacified by the sub-conductor's tactful 
suggestion that they should give a 
trumpet duet in the bar during the in- 
terval. 

The pitce de rtsistance was, unques- 
tionably, Tschaikow'sky’b 181 Pour 
extra loggias were opened and filled 
with ^'effects,” ranging from ‘‘galloping 
horses” and ‘‘heavy snowstorms” to 
“field artillery off,” all under a specially 
engaged sub - conductor from Knollor 
Hall. Six volunteers manned the Grand 
Organ, and other additional players 
introduced for the occasion included 
twenty-four big-drumtners, thirty-two 
tympanists, and thirteen Bells-of-Mos- 
cow. 

The Oonductor-in-Ohief, through his 
assistants, controlled the gigantic or- 
chestra magnificently, now urging, now 
restraining, now nodding his admira- 
tion or frowning his disapproval. I can 
confidently assert that this work has 
never had a more spirited or realistic 
rendering. The noise, the snow, the 
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sbell-bnrsts and the Cossack war-cries 
have, between them, quite dissuaded 
me from putting anyplans I may have 
had for the invasion of Eussia into exe- 
cution. The burning- of Moscow at- 
tained such a startling degree of realism 
that the automatic fire-sprinklers (re- 
cently installed in the roof), began to 
function 'furiously, and the Oonductor- 
in-Chief was obliged to hurry the pace 
to a 'prestissimo grandiose in order to 
finish the performance before the arena 
was flooded. » 

H.M. INSPECTOR OF TAXES. 

Once a year this keen ofiBcial 
Drops me a portentous line 
Stating, in a most judicial ' 

Tone, that he is truly mine; 

Calls me ‘‘Dear” and begs that I 
Favour him with some reply ; 

I, it finally appears, 

Have not paid up my arrears. 

Then I have to send a statement 
Showing him exactly how 
I am claiming such abatement 
As the rigid laws allow ; 

Thus, to please his idle whim, 

I perforce impart to him 
All the story of my life 
And the way I treat my wife. 

Then wo write some polished letters 
In the style of persons who 
Venture to address their betters ; 

Then we have an interview ; 

First I take the man to task, 

Blame him courteously and ask 
Why be lays it on so thick, 

Where he learnt arithmetic. 

Then, in time, we change positions ; 

He urbanely, on the strength 
Of my numerous admissions, 
Cross-examines me at length 
On the make of car I use 
And my sociologic view’-s, 

What are my most favoured flowers, 
What my golf and smoking powers. 
When I ask him how it matters 
What I lead from ace, king, ten, 
lie consults his books and shatters 
My objections there and then 
By a reference to the facts 
And an excerpt from the Acts — 

Not Apostles — “Eevenue, 

Section Five, Sub-section Two.” 

If I wear a polo collar, 

That is taxed in Schedule G ; 

If I win at bridge a dollar, 

That comes under K or P ; 

When I breathe or cough or sleep, 
Schedule X engulfs mo deep ; 

When I pay myself my rent, 

That is Unearned Increment. 

Thus he springs his dread surprises, 
All with courteous makerbelieve ; 
As we talk the total rises 
‘ Till I, headlong, take my leave ; ^ 



The Publisher, **Wb have most oAREruuLY considebed youb project, Mr. 
Smith— -MY partner and I have .gone into the matter prom every point op 

VIEW— AND WE HAVE, AFTER DUE CONSIDERATION, COME TO THE CONCLUSION THAT WE 
CANNOT ENTERTAIN YOUR SUGGESTION FOR A BOOK ON — LET MB BEE, Mr.' SMITH, 
WIUT DID YOU PROPOSE TO WRITE ABOUT?** 


Though I may have said my say, 

All the same I have to pay 
This and that and these and those 
Ultimately through the nose. 

, ■ E.P.W. 

The Inquiry Courteous, 
shall be glad if you will be glad if you 
will forward to me further particulars, etc.’* 
Income-Tax Pisj^ector^s Questionnaire. 

At any rate we are glad to see this sea- 
sonable and Gilbertian spirit in the 
Inland Eevenue: — 

‘ * Aud you are glad, 

And I am glad, - 
^ And all is glad as glad can be.” 


“Sabrina fair, listen!’* 

“ Oxford, who have won the Boat Baoe only 
onco in the seven years it has been rowed since 
the war, are proceeding to Shrewsbury for a 
foitnight’s coaching on the Stour by Mr. A. 
B. Kitchen, the Oxford Blue ,” — Daily Paper, 

What *s wrong with the Severn ? 


On the Benoivn : — 

“ None of the vessel’s fittings can he described 
as luxurious or elaborate, but everything has 
the appearance of being comfortable and cosy. 

A mahogany dining table is 18 ft. long, ac- 
commodating eighteen on each side.” 

Stmday Paper, 

It certainly sounds cosy. 
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MRS. HASH. 

Xr, — E eading in Bed. 

“ D* YOU mind if I finish my chapter, 
Harriet ? 

^*Mind ? Why should I mind ? ” 
‘^You're sure I shan’t keep you 
awake, Harriet ? ’* 

^^The skies won’t fall if you do, I 
suppose.” 

Thank you, my dear,” , 

I don’t feel like sleep. But you 
might just move that candle back, so 
that I ’m not blinded by the light.” 

“ Certainly, dear. That betto ? ” 
“Well, it will do. Ill have one 
of my headaches to-night, ! shouldn’t 
wonder.” 

“ Sure you wouldn’t rather I put the 
light oiit? ” 

“ I wouldn’t dream of it. You enjoy 
your book while you 
have the chance,” 

“Thankyou, my dear. 

I shan’t be long.” 

“Don’t hurry your- 
self. I shall just lay 
here and suffer.” 

“What’s that, Har- 
riet?” 

“ I didn’t say nothing, 

Treasure.” 

sjs ^ jji ^ ^ 

“ What are you read- 
ing, Treasure?” 

^ ^ ^ 

“ Treasure ? ” 

“Yes, Harriet?” 

“I said, *What are 
you reading ? ’ ” 

*^The Arabian 
Nights.'^ 

“Oh? Very nice, I’m 
sure. D’ you think that 
window’s open too 


last, only a fortnight, and it ’s reading 
in bed already.” 

:fc sj: 5!: ❖ ‘-H 

“My mother used to say to me, 
‘ Harriet,* she said, ‘ never trust a gentle- 
man that reads in bed, it shows a wrong 
spirit,’ she said. Well, it isn’t^ as if 
there wasn’t plenty of opportunities for 
reading books during the day ; there ’s a 
time for everything, and if a man hasn’t 
got the decency to exchange a few ideas 
with his wife before he drops off into a 
hoggish slumber then when is there to 
be conversation in married life ? But 
I ought to have known. My first was 
just the same. Hash read in bed the 
fourth week, and the next thing was 
smoking, and I suppose it won’t be long, 
Treasure, before you bring your halma- 
board to bed with you ? T ' 

“ What did you say, my dear ? ” 





Owner, “I say, I*m most fbiohtfclly sobby. That’s the worst op 

THOSE VAGABOND HATS.” 


wide ? The draught ’s something fear- 
ful.”' 

“ It isn’t open at all.” 

“ Well, it ought to be. My mother 
always said, ‘ Sleep with your mouth 
shut and your window open and the 
doctors won’t get you.’ ” 

*1? , sK s^< sl« 

“Treasure?” 

“ Yes, Harriet ? ” 

“Areyou going to open that window ?” 

“If I open that v/indow my candle 
will gutter.” 

“ Well, if you don’t open it your wife 
willgutter, because her heaff’s splitting, 
and you could cut the air in this room 
with a blunt fruit-knife.” 

“Very well, Harriet ; I’ll open it,” 

“That’s better. Now you get on 
with your chapter.” 

'*« s!: 

“Treasure?” 

' 

“ Well, here we are man and wif4 at 


“ I said I was sorry my conversation 
wasn’t up to the mark, so as I could 
give you a little entertainment of an 
evening, instead of driving you to The 
Arabian Nights I * Arabian,’ eh ? ” 

“ It ’s fairy-stories, Harriet.” 

“Well, I don’t set up to be a fairy 
and never did, but don’t think I be- 
grudge you a little brightness in your 
life, because I don’t, so get on with 
this chapter and don’t argue the point.” 

“Treasure?” 

“Yes, Harriet? ” 

“ Didn’t I tell you Florence Henn’s 
ticket, what you gave her, would win 
the Tasmanian Sweepstake as sure as 
Stilton cheese ? ” 

“You did, my dear. And didn't I 
tell you I had no luck?” 

“I never met a mug yet that did 
have any luck. And if she never pays 
us our five per cent. I suppose that ’ll 
be bad luck, and nothing to do with 


your getting nothing in writing from 
the harpy, like a sensible man ? ” 

“ She was a friend of yours, Harriet. 
I trusted her.” 

“Well, don’t trust anybody’s friend 
again, and perhaps you ’ll have better 
luck. Florence Henn ’s done pretty 
well out of The Marriage Mart, one way 
and another. She ’s got twenty thou- 
sand pounds, and I ’ve got you.” 

“Yes, dear.” 

“ Is that chapter nearly done ? ” 

“ There ’s another page or two.” 

“ Well, don’t let me spoil your 
pleasure. I’m quite happy with my 
thoughts.” 

si: , * si: i|: 

“Treasure?” 

“ Yes, Harriet ? ” 

‘^Do you think that glass is safe on 
the window-sill ? ” 

“Safe?” 

“Well, there’s a 
draught coming in 
through that window 
enough to blow a de- 
canter across the room, 
and you know what 
Mrs. Duke is about 
breakages.” 

“I don’t notice no 
draught, Harriet.” 

“You may bo 
wrapped up in The 
Arabian Nights, Henry 
Treasure, but I ’ve got 
nothing but a cotton 
night-gown, and I don’t 
want to interrupt your 
reading, but if you don’t 
shut that window I 
shall have to do it my- 
self.” 

“I ’ll shut it certainly 
if you wish.” 


“ Thank you, Treasure. And there ’s 
no need to sigh about it. If there’s one 
thing that turns me against a man it ’s 
sighing when he’s spoken to. Now 
get back to bed before you catch your 
death of cold. And on your way you 
can get me a glass of water, in case I 
turn feverish in the night.” 

“Do you feel feverish, Harriet? ” 

“Not so very. But I ’vo one of my 
headaches coming on, and these Arabian 
Nights may lead to anything. Thank 
you.” 

“If you’d like me to stop reading, 
Harriet, just say the word.” 

“If you blow out that candle, Treas- 
ure, I ’ll burst out crying.” 

“Very well.” 

^ i'fi t 

“What was that?” 

“ What was what, Harriet ? ” 

“ I thought I heard a noise.” 

“ What sort of a noise? ” 

“ Burglars.” 







‘i.ouyiff y\fOiuciti {vi l(i)‘QC niusicdl-ifistyiitinctit shopj, ^ tin-whistle.” 

Shopkeeper (ioith dignity), “We do not stock: cylindrical flageolets.” 


don't hear no burglars.’* 

‘‘There it is again. And if you’d 
take your mind off Aladdin and his 
Forty Wives you ’d hear it yourself, 
perhaps.” 

“ That noise is the tap leaking on the 
landing.” 

“That's not the noise I mean.” 

“Well, I can't hear no other noise.” 

“ Jf you stepped outside on the land- 
ing you'd hear it soon enough.” 

“Jf I stepped outside they'd stop 
making it.” 

“Well, when we’ve all been mur- 
dered in our beds, don't say I didn't 
warn you, that’s all.” 

“Very well, Harriet, I won't.” 

s's i\i *!« >!« 

“ So Florence Henn 's won twenty 
thousand pounds, owing to you, Henry 
Treasure. And you lay there reading 
The Arabian Nights'' 

sl: »;« :{< 

“Burglars or no burglars, they've 
not done my headache no good. Ho 
you think you .could find the thermo- 
meter, Treasure ? ” 

sjc :^c >|c :jc 

“It’s a funny thing marriage, to 
think one 's bound for life^ to a speech- 


less man. And after advertisinq for 
him ! ” . 

ui i]i * 

“ Twenty thousand pounds. And all 
tlirown away for a piece of foolish- 
ness.” 

s'lS ❖ t> * 

“ Not as if I didn’t warn you ! This 
room 's stifling. Ho you think you could 
find my thermometer. Treasure ? ” 

'I* *i" ifi sjc sjc 

“ Treasure 9 ” 

“ Yes, Harriet ? ” 

“I don’t know if it’s the window 
being shut or it may be the fever, but 
I can’t breathe. Would you get me 
the thermometer out of my jool-box? ” 

“Certainly, Harriet.” 

“Thank you, Treasure. Hon't you 
stand about in the cold. Just put it in 
my mouth and go on with your reading. 
I *11 manage somehow.” 

“I ’ll look , after you, Harriet.” 

“I dare say I ’ll be a hundred-and- 
ten, but don’t you worry, Treasure.” 

“Don't talk or you’ll bite the tube.” 

*I» Sjt JjS .Jc ^ 

“ How much is it, Treasure ? ” 

“Your temperature’s normal, Har- 
riet.” 


“It don’t feel normal. It needs a 
doctor to read them things.” 

“We’ll get a doctor in the morn- 
ing.” 

“ If it 's not too late. Treasure ? ” 

“Yes?” 

“Before you settle down again you 
might open that window. My head ’s 
like a bomb-shell.” 

“I’ll finish my cjiapter first, Har- 
i riet.” 

“Treasure?” 

“Yes?” 

“You wouldn’t like to read to me 
aloud, I suppose? ” 

“No, dear. It wouldn’t do your 
head no good.” 

*'« 'r Si: sic 

“Extraordinary. And mild as you 
please before we was married. Butter 
wouldn’t melt in his mouth. And now 
he ’s got the manners of a tiger. Well, 
it serves me right. A woman that 
marries again deserves all she gets.” 

*1* ''fi 'li S|S ;|C 

“Treasure?” 

- “ Yes, Harriet ? ” 

“ I think I smell burning.” 

“ I know. The house is on fire. Who 
cares?” ^ A. P. H; 



of the convicfe^s sensational escape that gotten that libei'ty is a prerogative con* 
MORE JACKDAW IN GEORGIA. the disgusting thing happened, and my ditioned by restrictions. To exercise his 
Straws on the Breeze. • plateful of eggs and bacon became an liberty he had presumed to hmiso an- 

(After Mr, A, Q, Gabdineb.) apocalyptic mess. The genial repast other man’s head and empty his wallet. 

When this morning I opened my 'spread for me took on the repellent He could have bruised his own head 

Daily News^si newspaper which I once aspect of a last shuffle of dead suns and emptied his own wallet (if he had 

edited and which, strangely enough*, I in a universal ddbdcl&j so powerfully one) with impunity, but not yours or 
still read, I found an account of. the ‘distracting was the realisation of the mine, 

escape of a convict from Dartmoor 'sweetness of personal liberty! Some- , And so it is in a thousand-and-ono 
prison. I confess that I was moved, so where, I reflected, on the desolate moor- ways. I can do as I like only to the 
greatly-to reflection that I allowed the land which has been the stage of so extent that my likes do not inconveni- 
eggs^nd bacon to congeal on my plate. !many contests a hunted desperate man ence other people. If I choose to drink 
Dante Gabrieii Eossetti did this was biding; men with guns were mov- castor-oil instead of morning cofTee in 
habitually (if we may believe those who ing in a narrowing cordon ; doubtless a violent endeavour after some Fascist 
knew him) when deep in composition of aeroplanes were purring over the purple ideal of self-discipline, who shall say mo 
memorable lines as — wastes. Certainly he would be caught nay ? You have liberty to wonder at 

» Well, handsome Jenny mine, siiup ; and taken back to bis cell* • Liberty for what you may think my debased taste, 
I * ve filled our glasses ; let ns snp.” that pitiful grey-clad figure was a mir- but I have liberty to be careless whether 
But I would as soon tell a deliberate lie age. Of course he would be caught. you wonder or not. But if I insist on 
as treat my breakfast with cavalier dis- - He was caughfcat noon, after twenty- sharing my castor-oil with you I buffet 
dain. In point of fact I would rather one hours of freedom. Perhaps he was the shining face of liberty* 
have a lie stick in my throat than an , richer by his experience, but I am un- And, if f have a fancy for swimming 
egg stick on my plate, for a congealed iquestionablypoorerby a breakfast. Yet frogs inmymorning bath (which Heaven 
1 dish of eggs and bacon is destructive of should I say I am poorer, for I was forbid!), or wearing a gibus with plus- 
the day’s discipline, an affront to tidi- moved to think of liberty, that liberty fours, or singing anthems in praise of 
ness and a perversion of that honest of the individual which is an English- Lloid George^ (which again Heaven 
matutinal zest which distinguishes the man’s most priceless possession ? The forbid!), or smoking a hookah in bed, I 
Briton from the Gaul. liberty the convict had dreamed in his shall follow my fancy and ask no man’s 

There are, I know, people who say cell, in the quarry, was the liberty to permission. I shall not inquire of you 
that a neglected breakfast, does not be a thug; He had been imprisoned whether I may eat mustard pioklos with 
matter, but Lam, not of their kidney, because he had taken a liberty with Dover soles or capers “vrith rump-steak. 
J was so absorbed however in the story another free Eaglishman. He had for- I may like mustard pickles with Dover 
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NUMBER ONE TOP-SIDE. 


China. “DOWN WITH ALL FOEEIGN DEYILS— AND DOWN WITH THE ENGLISH DEVILS 
FIEST ! " 

Uncle Sam. “I’M NOT SUEE THAT I CAN AFFOED TO SEE ENGLAND TEEATBD AS THE 
MOST FAVOUEED NATION." ‘ 

[According to the correspondent of The Tmes at Washington the British Memorandum on China is regarded in some quarters 
as ‘'an attempt to steal the American thunder,” and the U.S.A, Government’s reply is expected to aim, incidentally, at recovery 
of the “moral leadership.”] 





We hope some op oub Paktomime-pboducebs may have the coubage to follow the example eecehtly set by the 
PBODUCTiON OP Hamlet m modern costume. We offer a suggestion for a scene in Ali Basa, 


soles and capers with rump-steak. And 
you will not ask me whether you may 
be a Grand Lama (if you are eligible to 
reach that doubtful dignity) or a Seventh 
Day Adventist, or whether you may 
prefer iEsCHYLUs to Noel Coward or 
tonic water to champagne. 

These are unassailable liberties of the 
individual, I do not present my card 
and ask your permission when I practise 
them, and I should be surprised to be 
consulted by you. So long as we do not 
restrict each other’s liberty or comfort 
we are entitled to be the unchallenged 
lords of our own desires. But directly 
I vault the garden wall of my individu- 
ality (and it is the only one I can vault) 
and proceed to interfere with yours I 
exalt my liberty into a tyranny. I may 
think there are few experiences more 
enviable than taking my bath with a 
company of green and sportive frogs, 
but I may not leave the bathroom 
littered with frogs when you have the 
use of the bath. In the same way it 
would be a gross abuse of my personal 
liberty to sing anthems in praise of 
Lloyd Geoboe on the doorstep of The 
Wharf, Sutton Courtney, or entreat 
Lord Oxford ’ s daughter and Mr.WALTBR 
RuncimAn to join me in harmony. It 
must be so, else our imperious desires 
would make life a pandemonium of self- 
gratification. The world, after all, is 
made up of several hundred millions of 
people besides myself, and my liberty, un- 
bridled, may prove to be their oppression. 

It is good that this sometimes incon- 


venient truth should be remembered. For 


myself, I have tned to trace the probable 
consequences oi each liberty I permit 


consequences oi each liberty I permit 
myself, even in so apparently trifling a 
matter as drinking castor-oil. 

But then — what then? Have I 
praised individual liberty, you may ask, 
only to show how difficult it is of attain- 
ment ? No, for true liberty is of the spirit ! 
rather than the body. Aided and calmed 
by that thought, Convict X.O. 23459 
would not have pushed his flst in the 
warder’s face and made his mad dash ; 
for the moor. Within him, if he did but 
know, are vast attainable freedoms — 
freedoms beyond the breaking of a head 
or the cracking of a crib. In his cell, in 
the monotonous quarry (so physically 
irksome may be), are mighty opportunities 
of unfettered contemplation. But he, 
like so many of us, preferred the chimera 
to the reality, and he is left even more 
passionately preferring it while harder 
rations and more rigorous punishments 
are being devised (we must think) by a 
Governor who has had to forgo his 
week-end leave. 

It may be that Convict X.O. 23459 
will read these words when he, takes 
coffee with the Governor. I hope he 
will feel that his dash for liberty has not ; 
been in vain. — From Another Kind of^ 
Liberty, 

:|c Jl: i\i s|« 

As I adjust my black goggles and. 
switch on the sun-bath I feel adventurous 
and elate. It is thus I have felt on the 
summit of the Matterhorn, only the 


temperature on the brow of that Titan 
is a shade cooler. At the cost of a few 
pence for electric current I shall win to 
an Alpine exhilaration and the heat of 
the Sahara. Happy reader, if you can 
imagine the delectable content that is 
upon me. 

Was it not Jedemy Bentham who 
said, The sun is father of the man ? I 
agree with Jeremy Bentham if he said 
that wise saying. 

When I switch off I fancy I shall 
have gone some way towards shedding 
a skin. I shall have assimilated some- 
thing of that fierce Promethean fire 
whei-eof we all partake in every moment 
of vivid experience. Then I shall put 
on my clothes and bank the money 1 ; 
should have spent upon a week-end at 
Brighton. If you were listening you 
would hear me sing in my sun-hath as I 
present first one hip and then the other 
and then both to tbe beneficent rays. 
— From Sunrays in Hainpstead, 

W. K. S. 


On the Renown.’’ 
Information ; — 

(1) For the Marines. 

“Neither the Duchess nor her ladies-in- 
waiting will have any women to attend upon 
them. 

Sailors are to act as servants to the royal 
travellers and their suites, and so the British 
Jack Tar will have to live up to his reputation , 
as a handy-man .” — Daily Paper j Jan, 6th, 

(2) Fob the Genebal Public. 

“ The Duchess and her ladies-in- waiting will 
have the services of their own maids and other 
women servants .” — Same Paper, Jam, 6th. 
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-rurr \/Af iicr rviAoiiro “ You ought to make an entry in the Abolition of Army Purchase, the 

THE VALUE OF DIARIES. jrour diary at once," I said to the boy ways of the Large White Butterfly 
Pate uses us curiously. I was minded', Charles, “for I .-like . instructing the “and-tbe first use of gas in London 
the romantic novels sav.’ to keen the voun<7. **Put down vour next nartv streets. 


as the romantic novels say, to keep the young. **Put down your next party streets. 

little book for writing down ' noble in it." ' Yes, I was glad we were not going to 

thoughts and snatches of song, not for ^ And he wrote down under January 5 dinner with the Blatherbys. 

making notes of engagements, which I (Edward the Confessor died), ‘^Tubby “ Who rahg.up ? " I inquired, 

usually write' upon a blotting;pad.' I Jenkinson’s dance ! Ugh." “ Mrs. Blatherby. For some reason 

should probably have kept this good ‘‘Have you put anything in your or ocher she sounded exceedingly distant 
resolution if it had not been for the boy diary yet ? " he then inquired. ^ and cold." . 

Charles. , ‘ I find that the young are more in- .“Three xniles distant,” I said gaily, 

Charles also had a diary, or perhaps quisitive than they used to be. - “ as the bus' skids. ■ But why cold ? " 

I ought’ rather to say a pocket encyclo- “ Not yet," I said, “ but I will." And “ I can’t imagine." 

paedia. The desirability of all the in- I made an entry at once. ' “Didn’t she send us a calendar at 

formation contained in it for the mind Only two days after I had made it .1 Christmas ? Perhaps we ought to have 

of a young boy maybe doubted. 1 was relieved to hear that it need never sent one to her." 

cannot exactly see why he should know have been made. ^ ^ “ No, it can't he that. She got a very 

when Eamadan begins, and the full “The Blatherbys," I was informed, handsome diary from us for the New 

table of Latin and Greek verbs which it “ have rung up to say that they can’t Year. I sejat her one that was sent to 

in mv i " 1 


Jenkinson’s dance! Ugh." ^ “Mrs. Blatherby. For some reason 

“Have you put anything in your or ocher she sounded exceedingly distant 
diary yet ? " he then inquired. ^ and cold." . 

I find that the young are more in- .“Three xniles distant,” I said gaily, 
quisitive than they used to be. - “ as the bus' skids. ■ But why cold ? " 

“ Not yet," I said, “ but I will." And “ I can’tdmagine." 

I made an entry at once. ' “Didn’t she send us a calendar at 

Only two days after I had made it .1 Christmas ? Perhaps we ought to have 
was relieved to hear that it need never sent one to hex'." 


contains would, in' my 
young days,, have ren- 
dered the examinational 
system the merest farce. 
"But it is good that 
he should have spme 
handy work of reference 
in which to record his 
name, the number of 
his watch, the number 
of his bicycle, his birth- 
day, his weight, height, 
age, size in gloves, 
boots, collars and hats, 
and the name of bis 
favourite flower. We 
do a lot for boys in 
these days. When I 
was young no one would 
ever have thought of 
giving me a, diary con- 
taining a small photo- 
graph of a winter wood 
under jbhe date of Jan- 
uary* 8th, the day that 
Galileo died. 

“ Of special interest," 





Employer. “What no you want the afternoon opp for?*’ 
Clerk. “My bister’s baby is being vaccinated, Sie.” 
Employer. “Well, what has that got to do with you?”' 
Clerk. “ Oh—er—they want me — eb— to be godfather, Sir.” 


you. 

“ Which one ? " 1 
said. 

She told me. 

“ You shouldn't have 
done that," I said. “ 1 
wanted it." 

“What for?" 

“ For keeping en- 
gagements in.’' 

“But you never by 
any chance use a diary 
for that. You only | 
cr-am them with absurd 
notes that you can’t 
read and wouldn’t use 
again if you did." 

“All the same I was 
going to use this one 
for engagements. I had 
made a good resolution 
about it for the New 
Year." 

“I am so sorry. It 
seemed to me to be Just 
tbo very thing for 
Blatherby. It had so 


says the chatty author, “are the foot- have us to dinner after all. Blatherby ’s many facts and figures m it ‘ iust the 
prints of the woodland creatures in the not at all well.” kind of things that loves 

soft snow. Wxth a httle practice you I was glad of this. Not glad that he “ That 's just it," I replied “ Pome 
can soon tell who has been wandering was unwell, but glad that we should people are so fearfully touchy ’’ 

^SLret haTlbe^rdobe^^ ^ better to say no more. As a 

Nor shonH T b« v« f ' ^Jatherby, without any doubt, is a bore, matter of fact the diary wa s the one in 

o+iT # ^ I would sooner send grapes to him at which I bad made my^singlo entry at 

nect the death of Beethoven (there is my own expense than dine with him at the instigation of th^^boy Charles^’ It 
a gloomy trand in these diaries . March bis. any day in the year. Well-mean- ran undfrTuesdarthrnth BJr 

26tb, with the toothwor , or the fertilis- ing enough.'^but with^ a habit of impart- SrwrphyWl^ 

variety S topkTthat reSIindl 

reflection that death has earned away think, that Laurence Steene left the , 

tram time to time so many eminent world on March 18th, 1768 and that •“™‘^--^«swers to Correspondents": 

statesmen, generals and divines is con- on that day in 1927 it will be full moon vrind is blowing in the ditec- 

stBiUfclv. hftinof Lxt fVtrv in c\a . __ tt • . . tiou of ifc.*5 iligtit R pigfioii liRs bocn kuowxi to 


- . ; W - -- WJJ. wiA WAAOUU UOl V IJJ, X%J M t lu Will HB 11111 mnnii .. - . VAW.VJ.J.AK AAA WAAW U 1 » 

always look again at the number of £ KS Dw proacli of even half a brick has been 
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VOCATIONAL TRAINING. 


[Clothes made of rats’ fur are talked of as a 
possibility in the near future.] 

In spite of the havoc, my terrier pup, 

I seldom, if ever, begin to 
Complain of your tearing voraciously up 
Whatever your teeth can get into ; 
My temper has never been known to 
grow hot 

On noting how Eastus the Eipper 
Is strewing the neighbouring landscape 
with what 

Had once been a glove or a slipper. 


As a terrier should, you will duly pro- 
ceed 

To the hunting of genuine rodents ; 

Of the cash that at present so rapidly 
melts 

You will make me an ample repay- 
ment, 

Eemoving (by bringing the requisite 
pelts) 

All need for the purchase of raiment. 


cocktails on hand which we are forced 
to clear in order to make room for our ; 
Spring Stock. ! 

During the present month all cock- ' 
tails will be sold at the absurd price of ; 
1/- each; three for 2/11. 


THE SALES. 


I even deliver encouraging pats' 

On a body as round as a barrel. 
Preferring to think that you reckon as 
rats 

These items of wearing apparel; 

I gladly replace what you *^0 ruthlessly 
rent 

(Though I hate as a gen 'eral rule bills), 
Convinced that the mcjney which has 
to be spent f 
Comes under the heading of school- 


I AM not one of the people who make 
silly sneers about Sales. On the con- 
trary I approve of them, and I should 
like t6 see the habit extended. I should 
love to see sales everywhere, of every- 
thing. Think how splendid it would 
be if, on opening our morning paper 
to-morrow, we saw this announcement : 


THE CHAELESTON EESTAXJEANT 


Then too we hear groans from the 
medical profession about hard times, 
high rents, heavy expenses and few 
patients. Well, why shouldn’t Harley 
Street take a tip from its near neigh- 
bour, Oxford Street ? There are lots of 
us who, in present circumstances, 
simply cannot afford the luxury of 
being ill. But suppose Sir Aspirin 
Bismuth were to open a bargain base- 
ment and give doses of that new magic 
drug Thyroxin for half-a-crown, or do 
snappy little operations for a guinea or 
thirty shillings, Harley Street would be 
congested with eager patients. 


WINT^IR SALE. 


CEASHINa EEDUOTIONS IN 
COCKTAILS. 


I sure, when yoii^e had all the 
practice you 'need^*^ 

And my property ces^-ses to show 
dents, 


To Our Customers, — O^ing to the 
continuance of the recent abnormal 
conditions in the industrial world we 
I find ourselves with a large stock of 


Our Helpful Publicists. 

*“ l am more certain than ever,’ Mr. ] 

declared, ‘that in Central and Northern South- i 
ern America lies the key to a mystery . : J’ i 
Sunday Paper, \ 

And recent events rather suggest' that 
Eastern Western America is determined 
to find it out. 
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SWEETHEARTS AND WIVES. 

The very first voyage as ever I made 
I went to sea in the East Coast trade, 
And, I courted a gal, at Seaton Sluice — 
If her name w.arn*t Lizzie it must ha* 
,,been Luce — 

' , Soldid!^ ^ . 

And tben.I^signod in a Colonies clipper 
With a rare old rip of a racing skipper. 
And there warn't no sense nor there 
warn*t no use 

A-courting a gal at Seaton Sluice ; 

So I looked for another down Melbourne 
way— 

If her name warn’t Kitty it must ha' 
been May — 

So I did! 

Oh, next I sailed in a pearlin* brig 
To the South Sea Isles both little and big, 
Where it warn’t no use, say what you 
may, 

A-courting a gal down Melbourne way ; 
So I didn’t worry with her no longer, 
But I soonpicked'up with a gal in Tonger, 
An island gal as brown as a berry — 
Don’t know her name, but I called her 
Cherry 

: Soldidi, 

(And so on ad lik) 


But last I signed in a Liverpool liner — 

Go where you will and you won’t find 
a finer ! — 

And it’s time, thinks I, to be settlin’ 
down, 

So I married a widder in Monkeytown, 

With a bit in the bank and a corner- 
off,” 

And when I ’m ashore now 1 lives like 
a toff. ' » 

And as for tlie girl at Seaton Sluice 

I ’ope she ain’t waitin’, for that ain’t 
no use, 

And as for the ones at Montreal 

And Tonger and Taltal and Melbourne 
and all, 

And all the .whole boilin’ from France 
to Fiji, 

I ’ope they ’re all married and 'appy like 
me — 

Soldo! C.P. S. 


From an article on “ The Unexpected 
Guest ” : — 

If it is a cold night, cut some thick slices 
from your tongue, make a brown sauce, pub, 
your tongue in, and serve boiling hob.” 

Daily Paper, 

When we read this to our cook, through 
some misapprehension she put her 
tongue out. 


AN OLD CURE FOR NEW COMPUiNTS. 

{By our Medical GorrespondenL) 

“Education week,” as it is now 
commonly called, is just over, and the 
attention coneentiated on negligible 
problems, such as the pi’onunciation of 
Latin, tends to obscure the more vital 
and^'fruitful suggestions thrown out by 
speakers at the various conferences 
held by head- and assistant-masters in 
London and elsewhere. Amongst these 
I none is more important than the advice 
I given by Professor Peters on the best 
way of combating the minor diseases 
so prevalent in tbe months of February 
and March, due to the diminution of 
vitamin „ stores during the winter 
months. \Of these the most serious 
is the lack\of vitamin “ A,” to be found 
pre-eminen^y in cod-liver oil, and vita- 
min “D,” t^be found in fresh fruit. 
“ People therefore would be well ad- 
vised if they si^plemented their ordin- 
ary diet during the months frortl Decem- 
i ber to March wiUi small doses of cod- 
liver oil.” \ 

It was high t’^ne, in xdetv of tb& lon^^ 
overdue epidemic of " influenza, with 
which we are"r»ow threatened, that the 
adoption of a well-'rried remedy should 
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be advocated by a hygienic expert. My 
only complaint with Professor Petebs 
is on the score of his moderation. For 
he raises the question of cod-liver oil in 
schools without committing' himself to 
compulsion. Yet perhaps he was wise 
in his generation. The enforcement of 
a prophylactic dietary is not in keeping 
with the enlightened methods which 
prevail in the schools of to-day. It can- 
not be reconciled with a due regard for 
the doctrine of free self-expression; 
and the failure of the pioneer efforts of 
Mr. Squeers and his wife in this direc- 
tion must be ascribed to a certain harsh- 
ness in their application.* It will be 
remembered that, on the first morning 
after his arrival at Dotheboys Hall, and 
on his proceeding to the refectory, 
Nicholas Nickleby discovered Mrs. 
Squeers searching for the school-spoon : 

‘ Kever mind it, iny dear, ’ observed Sgueors ■ 
in a soothing manner; ‘it’s of no conse 
quenco.’ 

“ ‘ No cousoquenco 1 Why, how you talk ! ’ 
retorted Mrs., Squeers sharply. ‘Isn’t it 
brimstouo morning? ’ 

t “‘I forgot, my dear,’ rejoined Squeers ; ‘ yes, 
it certainly is. Wo pxirify the boys’ blood now 
and then, Nickloby.’ 

“ * Purify fiddlesticks’ ends 1 ’ said his lady. 

* Don’t think, young man, that wo go to tho 
expense .of flower of biimatone and molasses 
just to purify them ; becauso if you thiixk wo 
carry on business in that way you’ll find 
yourself mi.stakon, and so 1 tell you |plainly,’ 

“‘My dear/ said Squeons, frowning, ‘ Hem ! ’ 

“‘Oh, nonsense 1’ rejoined Mrs. Squeers. 
“ If tho young man comes to be a teacher here, 
let him understand at once that we don’t want 
any foolery about tho boys. ’Phey have tho 
brimstone and treacle partly, because, if they 
hadn't something or other iti the way of medi- 
cine, they’d bo always ailing, and giving a 
world of trouble ; aud partly because it spoils 
their appetite and comes cheaper than break- 
fast and dinner. So it does iluim gcx>cl aud us 
good at the same lime ; and that ’s lair enough, 

X ’m sure,’ 

From this passage wo deduce (1) that 
there was a slight divergonee of. opinion 
as to the value of the method between 
Mr, and Mrs, Squeers; (2) that the 
treatment did not consist of a ‘‘little 
daily dose,” but was only employed on 
fixed days; (:i) that, in the case of 
Mrs, Squeers at any rate, tho motive 
of humanity was tempered by consider- 
ations of economy. Crude and even 
cynical, if literally interpreted, Mrs. 
Squeers's words have yet in them a 
core of sanity, an appreciation of tho 
prophylactic method whicdi is not with- 
out its bearing on our present needs. 
This we must not in fairness overlook, 
though we may deprecate the compul- 
sion employed, and tlio use of the same 
spoon for all the recipients, and prefer 
a less drastic specific bhan brimstone. 

For compulsion we would substitute 
persuasion, and for Ixrimsione cod-liver 
oil The number of people who really 
like the taste of tins fiuid is limited, 
but by judicious propaganda might be 
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THE HUNT BALL, 

Girl {after crashing into another couple), “Sorry, but my partner’s a point-to- 
point WINNER, AND TUERE ’S NO HOLDING HIM.” 

indefinitely extended. I know of no will give the widest circulation to Pro- 
argument better calculated to appeal fessor Peters's appeal, and fortify it by 
to our ingenuous and aspiring youth the addition of these spirited lines, re- 
than that furnished by the county pre- cently set to music by a member of the 
eminently and proverbially renowned D'Oyly Carte Company : — , 
for efficiency and leadership-Lanca- „ 

shire. In Ihc Medical JowuaL tor IVoo Comfort of those who laboriously toil, 
you will read, after an account of the Only the foolish will shrink and recoil 
oleum jecoiis Asellij these memorable Prom thy beneficent boon, 

words: “its salutary properties have Lending new strength to all rickety shanks^ 

wuiuo . VO ^ J K r • Source of the glory and prowess of Lancs I 

been little experienced beyond the viein- Gratefully, fishers, we offer you thanks, 
age of Man chestbr. ” Ye of the Dogger and Newfoundland Banks , 

It is to be hoped that the B.B.C. Ood-liver Oileen Aroon l ” 
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THE FRIEND AND THE MALEFACTOR. 

I HAD long known about this friend, 
but had taken him for granted; had 
said nothing in his praise. Why, I 
cannot now understand, for, if we all 
behaved like this, life would be a chilly 
thing; while art without a little warm 
appreciation, with no reward but money, 
would lose animation and courage. 

Let me now endeavour to make some 
amends, the impulse coming from the 
chance that placed in my hands an 
enormous amount of time to get through 
and for the most part to get through 
alone. It is then that we dis- “ 
cover who are our real com- 
forters, our real helpers, and 
once again I fell back serenely 
into the arms of Mr. Austin 
Fueeman. For it is he whom 
1 would eulogise: Mr. Austin 
Fueeman, the creator of that 
luminary of Medical Jurispru- 
dence, .Dr. John Thorndyke, 
the unhastening, the sagacious, 
the right. 

To the few readers wlio do 
not know Dr. John Thorndyhe 
these words may have a for- 
bidding air. Medical Juris- 
prudence does not sound ex- 
citing, nor is sagacity , combined 
with extreme deliberation, 
necessarily entertaining. But 
how wrong is this deduction, 
those many others to whom 
Dr. J ohn Fhorndyke is a familiar 
name will bear witness. No 
need for comparisons. Sher- 
lock and his Waisoii have few 
more glowing admirers than 
I am; but Thorndyke and his 
Jervis can carry an invalid 
over rough country with no 
less success, and it is for this 
reason, and because honour 
should be given where honour 
is due, that I urge a course 
of Austin Freeman on every 
suherer. Tliere is a fine assort- 
ment to choose from, of which here are a 
few titles : The Mysteiij of SI New Inn, 
The Bed Thnmh Mark, The Cat's Eye, 
The Singing Bone, The Puzzle Lock, 
The Sliadmo of the Wolf, Helen Vardon's 
Confession, The Mystery of Angelina 
Frood, Some of these are long novels 
and some collections of short stories, 
but* with Dr. John Thorndyke always, 
or almost always, in the background. 
Scrutinising, weighing, measuring, test- 
ing, making the most ingenious infer- 
ence.s and ultimately elucidating^ — it is 
lie who dominates them ail, bland, 
leisurely, intent and triumphant. 

Of Mr. Freeman I know nothing of 
an intimate nature. I have never seen 
his portrait, I have read no interview 


with him, I am in no position to look 
him up in Who's Who, From internal 
evidence I guess him to be a man of 
medicine and a man of Kent. But this 
I can say with conviction : he is a first- 
rate story-teller. 

I have not mentioned the most recent 
of the series, The D'Arhlay Mystery, 
which was bravely dissipating my gloom 
last week, until a tragic thing happened. 
Those of you who have read this story 
will remember that it is somewhere 
after page 250 that the good Polton 
brings down a selection of revolvers for 
Dr. Jolm Thorndyke and his medical 



THE OBTRUSION OF THE HOBBY. 

Since Mu. Briskett, tub butcher, tooic up the *cfxlo, 

A SUBTLE SOMETHING HAS CREPT INTO HIS BUSINESS STYLE. 


page is 272, the last of what is techni- 
cally called a sheet or section. Judge 
of my disappointment, even despair, 
when, turning to what should have been 
page 273, 1 found that, instead of going 
forward, we had gone back to 257. That 
unforgivable blunder, the duplication 
of a sheet, had occurred once more ! In 
certain books the blemish might hardly 
be noticed at all, or it might even be 
hailed actually with relief ; but in an 
Austin Freeman ! 

Here then we reach the malefactor, 
and as an awful example I want liim 
found and punished. Perhaps Dr. John 
Thorndyke would assist in get- 
ting justice done? I should 
love to come down to the 
Temple and be admitted by 
PoUon and watch the alert face 
responding to my story. I 
could -give him most of the 
data: the names of the pub- 
lishers, but they (I know) will 
blame the binders; the names 
of the binders, but they, I am 
sure, will say that the sheets 
came from the printers im- 
properly arranged. Very well, 
then, the names of the printers. 
The rest, considering that 
D/*. John Thorndyke is never 
without his pocket-lens, his 
pocket-measure, his pick-lock, 
his note-book and ms unique 
powers of intuition, will be 
easy; and I hope that, after 
sentence has been passed, I 
may be permitted to attend 
the execution. For of such are 
the unpardonable crimes. 

Meanwhile, if there is a 
reader of this record whoso 
copy of The D'Arhlay Mystery 
has pages 273-288 bound in 
twice ovei% I wish he would 
communicate with the under- 
signed. E. V. L. 


BEAUTY AND BUSINESS. 


friend (not this time, but another 
just like him) to arm themselves with 
before going up to the sculptor’s studio 
to waylay and entrap the villain Bende- 
low, whose body, you will also remember, 
it has just been discovered, was not 
that one, in the coffin with the window 
in it, that had been identified by the 
two women and successfully packed off 
to the crematorium. - 
Somewhere in the neighbourhood of 
page 250, then, we were hot on the 
track of Bendelow, The critical night 
drew near ; the amateur detectives were 
all ready, while the professionals, with 
their plain-clothes assistants disguised 
as painters and decorators, were all 
ready too. As a matter of fact the 


[A Californian lady was recently 
refused permission to form a hompmy on a 
capifcil of d610,000, for the pnqwjso of oxpl at- 
ing herself as a film actress.] 

Thouoh Argive Helen’s face of old 
Could launch a thousand ships, we’re 
told, 

And hold the world in fee, 

Beauty *s become of less avail 
(As featured in this Yankee tale). 

And Helen’s self to-day might fail 
To float a Company. 

“ Italy's fiist favourable commercial balance 
for a long time is shown by tlie October re- 
turns, when reports .'exceeded imports by 
£m,m»-^DaUy Wper. 

It is a mistake, however, to take reports 
from Italy at their face- value. 
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BALLADS FOR BROAD-BROWS. 

Coals of Fire. 

“Well, Mrs. Eogers, 

I hoar you 're taking lodgers — 

And young enough, they say, to be your son. 

Now Rogers is away, dear, 

You * 1*0 moping, I daresay, dear, 

And company is pleasant if it 's only just the one. 

iVb offence tooTc, 

1 trust, where none intended ? 

Don't leap toithont yon look; 

Least said the soonest mended; 

And, as to tuhat the gentleman is paying, 

Don't think it *s ajiy interest for me, 

Still, I thought you 'd like to know what some loas saying, 
So I thought I'd tell you what was said, you see” 

‘‘Thankyou, Mrs. Bubble, 

But spare yourself the trouble ; 

I 'm sure it '& very good of you to call. 

And you not very well, dear; 

It 's difficult to tell, dear, 

But are you quite the same since you had that nasty fall ? 

No offence took, 

I tuLst, wkne none intended ? 

Don't leap without you look; 

Least said the soonest mended ; 

But Alice said that you'd been hearing double 
Since Bubble threw that hammer at your head; ' 

Of course I know she's very thick with Btibble, 

But still 1 thought I'd tell you what teas said” 


Thankyou, Mrs. Rogers, 

But, speaking of the lodgers, 

Do you mean to have another, dear, or not ? 

. That 'b what I should do, dear. 

He’ll he lonely, just with you, dear; 

Though I'm sure it's very cosy with those nice new 
blinds you 've got. 

No offence took, 

I trust, tohere none intended ? 

Don't leap before you look ; 

Least said the soonest mended ; 

I'm sorry for the boy, and him in mourning, 

Though Mabel don't believe the toife is dead ; 

That Mabel says too much, I give you learning, 

But still I thought I'd tell you what she said,” 

** Thankyou, Mrs. Bubble. 

Now how about your trouble ? 

Is Bubble backing losers just the same? 

You 've lost a lot of hair, dear, 

You ought to take more care, dear ; 

But there, he 's dragged you down, dear— I don't think 
you 're to blame. 

No offence took, 

I trust, where none intended ? 

Don't leap before you look ; 

Least said the soonest m ended. 

You'll have some tea, to show there 's no ill-feeling ? 

I dare say it 's a long time sifice your last ; 

Well, Mabel said you 'd got too old for stealing, 

And 1 'd better tell you what remarks is passed” 

A. P. H. 
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THE FADE-OUT. 

Though Pamela Panxiik had definitely 
i retired from the screen some years before 
1930, the date of this story, she was still 
an attractive woman. She had retired 
mainly because of the insistence of 
her directors, who as a last resort had 
offered to liquidate a long and com- 
plicated contract for a sum at which 
Pamela was convinced it would be fool- 
ish to sneeze. The truth had been that 
Pamela was becoming more and more 
difficult to put across the patient public. 
She had lost her S.A. (sex appeal). 

** Now see here, girlie,” had been the 
gist of President Gene L. Ikesoltz’s 
final protests, ‘‘if you were only willing 
to strike out a noo line and concentrate 
on H. and H.A. (hearth and home 
appeal) . . 

To which Pamela had replied calmly, 
“ Chase yourself, Gene. I got my con- 
tract.” 

Naturally a girl who bad been hailed 
by a million audiences as “the berries” 
couldn’t have confessed publicly to a 
loss of S.A. 

So we fade-in gently on Pamela re- 
tired luxuriously in the dining-room — 
Louis Seize — of the Hotel Incredible. 
This is not to say that she had no 
regrets at having gone into obscurity. 
Her business head, inherited from a 
mixed Swedish, Czecho-SIovakian and 
Italian ancestry, had never quite ceased 
to buzz with the flattery of dead and 
vanished publicity-men and “ blurb ” 
specialists. She was, as a matter of 
fact, recalling some of her triumphs as 
she sat over a lobster with her com- 
panion, Miss Gloom. 

“D’ja remember me in Passionate 
Palms?'' she" mused. “I’ll say that 
was a dandy set in the millionaire’s 
yacht. 1 wore fifty thousand dollars’ 
worth of jewellery, and not a stitch on 
me, dearie, that hadn’t paid real duty 
into the States.” 

Miss Gloom nodded. That was what 
she was paid for. She knew too that 
if she nodded with sufficient conviction 
Pamela would go on talking, and that 
she would have a sporting chance of 
finishing her lobster. It was Miss 
Gloom's perpetual grudge against life 
that she was never allowed to enjoy 
in peace the rich food with which she 
was surrounded. Pamela was tempera- 
inentaL She insisted on Miss Gloom’s 
eating as she ate, and often summoned 
a course before Miss Gloom had suc- 
ceeded even partially in what she de- 
scribed daintily as “getting my den- 
tures into it.” 

Suddenly Pamela started. “Land 
. sakes ! ” she exclaimed. “Now just tell 
me — who is that man ? ” ■ 

Miss Gloom sighed, put down her 

fork and looked. She saw a tall mas- 
culine figure that had been preserved 
regardless of cost and labour. Her 
gaze moved higher. She recognised the 
famous dimpled chin and the whimsical 
eyes. The man was a screen contem- 
porary of Pamela, but he had persisted. 
He was still a popular favourite. 

“Why,” she murmured, “if it isn’t 
Mr. Derek Dentt ! ” 

Pamela gasped inadvertently. Then 
she remembered herself and registered 
pulsing girlish excitement — an uneasy 
business when one’s eyebrows are not 
as supple as they used to be. 

“Gotcha reference book?” she said 
rapidly. “Look it up. Quick! Who was 
my husband in 1916?” Miss Gloom 
half choked over a mouthful of lobster, 
reached for her bag, found the book, 
flicked over its leaves, and replied a 
little indistinctly, “ Mithter Denth.” 

Pamela thereupon bloomed like a 
mature rose, and it was natural that 
her smile, which would have arrested 
a tram-car, should impinge on Mr. 
Dentt’s mind. He halted, turned and 
approached her table. He was always 
a gentleman ; he was notorious for it. 

“Oh, Derek 1 ” said Pamela. 

“ Well, well,” said Mr. Dentt, “ this 
is fine.” 

“ Isn't it like a movie? ” said Pamela. 
“Husband and wife meet again after 
fourteen years ! Don't you remember 
onr year, 1916 ? ” 

“ Eh ? ” said Mr. Dentt. “ Why, 
sure — certainly I do. This is vurry 
romantic.” 

And then, after each had reminded 
the other of his and her successes on 
the screen, they parted. Pamela rose 
from her seat as Mr. Dentt receded. 

“ I wanna be alone, Gloomie,” she said. 

“ Come up to the suite in half-an-hour.” 
And she exhaled ecstatically. 

Thanking Providence for its mercy, 
Miss Gloom nodded and continued to 
eat. It was while she was doing full 
justice to the final course of her dinner 
for the first time in three years that Mr. 
Dentt approached again. “Excuse me,” 
he said with his well-known boiiliomie, 
“but how did Miss Punnik figure I 
was her husband in 1916? ” 

Miss Gloom showed him the book. 
“Young lady,” said Mr. Dentt, “ there ’s 
been a mistake. Look." And, against 
the year 1916, Miss Gloom, her mouth 
full of ice-cream, read, not “Bride- 
groom,” but “Best Man— Mr. Derek 
Dentt.” 

“Gosh!” said Mr. Dentt, “I thought 

I was losing my memory.” 

Prom a publisher’s announcement : — 

“Witk Allenbury’s Crasaders,” 

Weekly Pajeer, 

Good mental food for our infantry. 

ELIZABETH IN THE GARDEN. 

Elizabeth walked in the garden at dawn 
When the dew is all sparkly and wet on 
the lawn, 

And there on a rose-bush and quite by 
himself 

Elizabeth says she discovered an elf. 

He was shining his shoes and he sang 
all the while, 

And ho smiled at Elizabeth such a nice 
smile ! 

Now it ’s no good to say such a thing 
couldn’t be 

For you weren’t in the garden and so 
couldn’t see ; 

And Elizabeth says (and I ’m sure that 
she 's right) 

That it ’s very important his shoes should 
be bright. 

Elizabeth walked in the garden at noon 
When the air is alive with the bees’ 
gentle croon, 

And there in the shade of a sweet-smell- 
ing stock 

A dear little fairy was ironing her frock. 
And she said to Elizabeth, “Drat it! 
My dear, 

These gossamer gowns are most 
plaguey, I fear.” 

Now it ’5 no good to say this is simply 
absurd 

For you wei'en’ t in the garden, so couldn’t 
have heard, 

And Elizabeth says (and I 'm sure that 
she knows) 

That fairies quite often use words such 
as those. 

Elizabeth walked in the garden at eve 
When the sleepy old sun ’s in a hurry 
to leave, 

And under a toa-lstool Elizabeth found 

A baby hobgoblin curled up on the 
ground. 

He ’d a tiny brown face and no hat on 
his head, 

But a jaunty red feather was perched 
there instead. 

Now it ’s no good to say that this can’t 
have been so, 

For you weren’t in the garden, so how 
could you know ? 

And Elizabeth says (and I ’m sure she ’s 
correct) 

That a jaunty red feather is what you ’d 
expect. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“ She was recalled twice, giving as her extra 
numbers ‘ Drunk to me only with thine eyes* 

, . . Miss ’s lovely soprano voice is well 

suited to this type of song.”— 

“Opera Society, W., has a few vacancies for 
amateur ladies and gents in Sullivan Opera.” 

AdvL in Mcening Paper* 

But who is going to admit to being an 
amateur g^nt ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks) 

To me the mos,t attractive pages of Miss Netta Sybett’s 
new book deal with the life and opinions of its reputed 
authoress, a certain Christina Middleton^ to whose post- 
humous novel, Miss Sybett depicts herself as standing 
sponsor. The Mystery of Jenifer (Hutchinson) is not in 
itseM a very coherent or convincing story. According to 
Miss Syrett the experiences of its heroine are probably 
inspired by Miss Middleton's imagination, founded on a 
casual acquaintance with Jenifer when Jenifer was an 
eerie and unpopular schoolgirl and Miss Middlei 07 V was a 
teacher in a High School. Sympathy between teacher and 
taught led the former to visit the home of the latter, where, 
the child’s mother being dead, a devoted Nannie kept at bay 
a brutal father. Professor Lindsay is hardly as well handled 
as his strategic importance warrants. A brilliant scientist 
and a domestic bully, he is responsible for Jenifer's loveless 
marriage with a wealthy young drunkard, her affections 
having been bestowed in her childhood on Miss Middleton's 
Danish nephew, Olaf King smarh. When OZa/ returns to 
England, Jenifer is the unhappy wife of the imbecile 
Hubert, and the mother of a child christened Olaf in com- 
memoration of her youthful passion. In working out the 
usual triangular problem, I feel that Miss Middleton has 
hardly kept faith with her initial profession of Victorian 
bias; but perhaps it is only as a stylist that she “ doubts 
the wisdom of straining to compete with the younger 
gen^tion.” At any rate her morality is as cavalier as the 
heart of Bloomsbury could desire, though its dilemmas 


expressed with the sentimentality of an earlier and less ; 
apposite age. My own notion of making the best of both j 
worlds would have suggested a reversal of the process. i 

^ If the biographies of sinners are more popular than the 
lives of the saints, that preference is not necessarily due to 
a morbid interest in crime, but springs rathor from a natural 
sympathy with the adventurer, the rebel against authority, 
the scornor of the respectable. It is the element of sports- 
manship which is attractive, for nothing is more tedious 
than mere sordid recitals of iniquity. In his entertaining 
studies of eleven notorious malefactors, collected under the 
title of Vagabonds All (CASSBtin), Judge Parry makes it 
perfectly clear that, while the breaking of a harsh or an 
unjust law may be condoned, and even approved, treachery, 
vice and cruelty admit of no weak compromise on the part 
of honest men. A shrewd and humane student of charac- 
ter, the Judge deals in the plainest terms with such knaves 
and impostors as Arthur Orton, the Claimant, and John 
Hatfield ; and, although he extenuates nothing in tljo lurid 
careers of those dubious ladies, Mary Anne Glarkb, Madame 
Eachel and Mary Bateman, he also insists upon the good 
qualities they manifested. With great respect I cannot but 
think the Judge is a thought too severe upon Daniel Dun- 
glass Home, the medium. Judge Parry is always so com- 
pletely documented, I hardly dare to suggest he has omitted 
to consult Lord Dunraven’s account of that extraordinary 
person. Until 1824, the law included all actors who were 
not His Majesty’s servants among rogues and vagabonds ; 
so that in Judge Parry’s gallery appears Samuel Foote, 
that prince of jesters, the wit whom Dr. Johnson found 
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“ irresistible/' and “ a fine fellow in bis 
way." Of all J udge Parry's admirable 
re-creations I like Eobin Hood the 
best. But the Judge, I protest, need 
not have described that heroic English 
man as a brigand. 


Provided you *ve — wisely, I count it — 
kept trace 

Of Ford Madox Ford on the War, 

A Man Could Stand Vp will fall into its 
place 

As Tale Three in a series of four. 

But if you have not, and have missed 
one and two. 

You 'll conceivably harbour a doubt 

As to which of the various people are 
who 

And what they are talking about. 

Their thoughts, too, may possibly add 
to the cloud 

Of confusion in which you bfegin, 

For most of them do all their thinking 
aloud, 

And the author abets them therein. 

But you 'll find, when you've sorted each 
separate clue, 

That the story (from Duckworth) is 
such 

That life in the trenches is brought to 
your view 

With a wholly remarkable touch. 


Although I am something of an ama- 
teur of gardening books, scientific or 
desultory, my first acquaintance with 
the popular works of Mrs. Marion Gran 
was not a happy one. I was offered 
The Stonj of My Buin (which describes, 

I believe, the restoration of a Sussex 
homestead) by a horticultural enthu- 
siast, and excused myself under the 
delusion that the book dealt, in a more 
or less autobiographical fashion, with 
a painful personal experience. I can 
offer no extenuation of this stupidity 
except the undeniable fact that Mrs. 

Oran's method of self-expression and 
mode of handling the English tongue do 
rather lend themselves to ambiguities. 

Overlook sentimental discursions and 
nerve-shattering derangements of lang- 
uage and you will find her latest volume, — 

The Gardens of Good Hojoe (Jenkins), ^ery sound reading. 
It relates how, suffering from indigestion of the emotions ” 
induced by metropolitan living, and rightly judging the 
career of horticulture in England too hopelessly penalised 
by income-tax, rates and middlemen, Mrs. Gran accepted a 
friendly invitatjion to see a flower-farm in South Africa. Her 
visit extended itself into a tour, during which, in addition to 
the jolly little two-woman show she had counted on seeing, 
she beheld vineyards, peach and orange orchards, and the 
gardens of private mansions and Eesidencies. Born in South 
Africa herself, she is a warm partisan of the Union, preferring 
its droughts and peculiar pests to the damps and indigenous 
plagues of these islands. Besides imparting much gardening 
lore, she is at generous pains to ease the path of intending 



Mrsi Wallflower, “ I do hate this Chableston movement.’^ 
Second Ditto: Yes. I can’t do it either.” 


colonists. Colonising, as she aptly remarks, is largely the 
art of successful transplanting ; and whether it i^ a question 
of finding suitable South African soil for our old plants, or 
similar accommodation for our New Poor, you will fiudher 
equally alert and interested. ' ' - 

It is a little strange to ’find Miss Beatrice Harraden 
writing what they used to call a “daring" book. Bachel 
(Hodder and Stoughton) tells the story of a charming 
wife who, possessed 'of* a roving spirit, finds herself married 
to Wilmer Brook, a rising Conservative M,P, and active 
member of the League of Nations Union — an excellent 
fellow but possibly something of a nuisance when enlarging 
on his favcurite topic in the long winter evenings. One 
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day Bachcl has fehe misfortune to meet at her club one 
Sebert Franklin, the explorer, and at once all the gipsy, 
roving, wild-hird instincts in her are aroused. This is the 
■ mail for her ; and accordingly she departs with him for 
Kenya Colony and the modern humane pastime of shooting 
big game with the camera. But first she has one happy 
evening of plain speaking with Wilmer, in which (for she 
prides herself on being no sneak) she baldly declares her 
intention of leaving him and her little daughter. I never 
remember reading a novel in which the characters display 
less regard for each 'others’ feelings. When the egregious 
Sebert gets tired of Bachel, which he does with indecent 
rapidity, in the heart of the Kaisoot Desert, he too states 
the fact brutally, without preface. (Personally I suspect 
the Boy Scout costume 'worn by the lady, as depicted on 
the* cover, was too much for 
him.) Apart from this matter 
of dialogue, which is often to 
•my mind too blunt to be con- 
vincing, Miss Habradbn tells 
a good story and draws her 
characters pleasantly. But 
L have an uneasy feeling that 
"she' does not really like men. 

;^The chief male figures in this 
' book are (1) a thorough cad 
of an explorer; (2) the hus- 
band, who is a well-meaning 
but wearisome bore, and (3) an ! 
imbecile brother who just 
manages to escape being cer- 
tified as a dangerous lunatic. 


dered” two of Frere's books when he wasn’t looking, so 
no wonder he took to drink. Wouldn’t you ? 

What with men of the “black squad” shamming sick 
and emigrants with' small-pox shamming well, to say nothing 
ot accidents, operations and (needless to add) onal de mer, a 
ship’s surgeon on the Atlantic ferry has quite- a busy time 
of it. Nevertheless, as Dr. J. C. H. Beaumont, surgeon of 
the Majestic and several of her predecessors, demonstrates 
in Ships — and People (Bles), he has still ample leisure to 
observe the somebodies and nobodies, drawn from every 
nationality under the sun, who are to be found in these 
huge floating hotels. On the whole his best stories belong 
to the non-professional category. Statesmen, singers, actors, 
authors, movie stars, orators, financiers, preachers, de- 
" [tectives, “pugs” and crooks 

' > - are numbered among his ac- 
quaintance, as well as — per- , 
haps the most interesting of all 
his varied assortment of ship- 
mates— the complete personnel 
of Barnum and Bailey’s Cir- 
cus, including, of course, the 
famous “freaks,” or, as Dr. 
Beaumont tells us they pre- 
ferred to be styled, the Anatom- 
ical Curiosities. 


Wife (to kmhaiid making 
WINDING IT THE OTHER WAY, 


Mrs. 0. A, Nicholson has 
chosen . a more than usually 
tortuous method of telling her 
story of Dust on the Wind 
(Holden). The story itself 
is simple enough. Virginia 
Thorpe, a young actress, sud- 
denly leaves the stage, where 
she is scoring a brilliant suc- 
cess, and retires to the country, 
through shock caused by the ^ 

discovery that the lad whom * ^ 

she married in the War was 

not, as she had been allowed ^ 

to think, ^‘accidentally killed,” ^ " 

but shot at dawn. Her action, kti^hand making j 

1 WINDING IT THE OTHER WAY, 

lor wnicn ot course she can L 

give no reason, nearly ruins the dramatist, Bnsselt Frere, 
whose rout is completed by a dreadful crime ” committed 
in a publishing-office (of which more anon). Victor Darke, 
the underbred and seemiugly insignificant little clerk who 
was unwittingly responsible for the publisher’s crime, 
sets himself to win Virginia from her retirement, not 
for his own ends • (though he is hopelessly in love with 
her), but to make amends to BusseU^Frere for his lament- 
able mistake. He does this by means of a manuscript, 
ostensibly a work of fiction, submitted to Virginia through 
a friendly publisher, in which is faithfully set forth the 
day -by-day demoralisation of Bussell Frere, who is now 
rapidly drinking himself to death. This manuscript tells 
the whole of the story, and of all the characters only Ffr- 
ginid appears outside its pages. It is a queer and rather 
bewildering method of telling a story, but the self-revel- 
a^tion of Victor Darke's character is masterly and, I thinks 
a 'Perfectly sufficient excuse. But I must tell you about 
that “crime,” The wicked publishers went and “remain- 




' If you are out for humour 

S r know of few more unlikely 
hunting-grounds than the novel 
/_ of hair-raising adventure, ]t 
would seem that writers with 
a taste for gore are apt to be 
unsusceptible to the savour of 
the lighter side of life. To Mr. 
Hylton Cliuver, however, I 
must award the distinction of 
having strayed from type. 
His One Man's Job (Collins) 
was, through stress of circum- 

__ stance, undertaken by young 

BulUvant, a man who detested 
dramatic situations and the 
lirao-lighfc. He is m original 
creation, and his method of 
dealing with the villain of 
,•7 ^ . , , X piece, a crafty and blood- 

blackmaifer, is most 

; ; ! entertainingly presented. One 

of the minor figures in Mr. Cleaver’s company, a vague 
but quietly determined lady, deserves the honour of round- 
ing off a story which wears on its cover the perfectly 
honest label — “ Humour, Mystery and Tlirills.” 

Mr. Adam Gordon Macleod’s sleuth in The Cathra Mys- 
tery (Harbap) made one statement with which I find myself 
in whole-hearted agreement. “ You may,” he said, “ take 
it from me, the detective of fiction is the one thing in which 
fiction is stranger than truth.” Otherwise I was not too 
well pleased with this man, who was such a born “ deducer ” 
that he delayed the action of a story which only required 

S uicker movement to be more than ordinarily intriguing* 
Ir, Maoleod gets well off the mark with an unusual — and 
credible — situation, and he is happy in staging bis scenes of 
crime and chase among the wild and rom»*ntic surroundings 
of Cumberland. If he had not allowed his sleuth to give 
tongue so lavishly he would have robbed me of my sole 
excuse for censure. 


itiU to start car )* “Try 

)ARLING.’* 
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CHARIVARIA ooe passenger accused of travelling with- the latest Italian funny stories eman- 

out a ticket explained that he left his ated has never been accepted in these 
‘‘It is not generally known that Sir season at home in order- to 'make 'more columns. l 

, James Barrie writes plays which are room in the carriage. ■ * ^ ‘ 


never seen by the public,’* says The 
Daily Mail. It is a* fine example for 
some other, dramatists to follow. 


^ It isauthoritatively statedthat Signor 

We are informed that Mr. Henry Mussolini s breakfast consists of.a glass 
PoRD is a keen. collector of old violins, of milk. So much for the rumour that 
There is a rumour that he also dabbles he begins the day with a bowl of hot 
in the motor-car trade. . blood. 


An eaglehasbeenkilled by a motor-car in the motor-car trade. / blood. 

on a country road in Prance. Among . . 

aviators there is a strong feeling’ that In a new series of articles Mr. H. G. After reading an article, which ap- 
motorists ought to be content with Wells is explaining the future of the peared in a daily paper recently, on 
ground game. ' world. He is cautious enough not to fighting sharks with bare hands, we 

make any attempt at explaining its decided never to bathe in shark-infested 
The steps of the “Truda,” the latest present condition. . waters without our gloves. 

American dance, which is named in 

honour of Miss Gertrude Bdeele, are In his Presidential address to the Dr. Tartakower, the chess master, 
said to suggest swimming. What we Geographical Association, Sir Charles is described in a newspaper as one of 
want is a new American the pleasantest' opponents 

dance with steps that sug- one could meet, whether 

gest dancing. V \ winning or losing. It is of 

^ ^ I course a great thing to be 

Mr. Baird, the inventor chess 

of the televisor, says that >^45 withoutbeing nasty about it. 

different faces havedifferent \ NOUm’ ' 

sounds. We know of several \ \ *\ •’iHvS.v.”* Cltnes says that it 

faces that need a silencer. V \ necessary to give up 

1 order to be a sin- 

We gather from a lady’s ^ cere Socialist, Neither need 

fashion paper that girls will ^ ^ W , . give up a wife to be a 

be wearing their legs longer --gg fTHf ' / * sincere believer in, celibacy, 

this summer. W '**** 

) f an FLO -I Eecent excavations in 

Having read of a sudden L 3 i Greece have unearthed an 

craze for calf - skin as a * ^ alabaster statue of Athene 

material for women’s wear, / (j \S^( ^ jumper. If Byron 

our advice to parents is to 10 ^^ waited a little he could 

keep their sons at home. / a,/iA V ^ written about the Fair- 

iSA /v >r isles of Greece. 

Sections of rival specla- rv^ y 

tors stoned each other vigor- >wpowp*z7 A botanist^ says that 

ously during a football match f plants grown indoors have 

at Belfast. An indignant a hard struggle for exist- 

‘ correspondent wants to know ' ' Down, the centre the .gentleman, has .just read an aeticlb enee. Per ardua aspidistra. 
what tlie referee is for ^ meuical expert on now to avoid influenza by not think- ;•? ;;c 


M^-jigTrST 

Xv£AT«EB, 
, - iFOP^ ' 




the latest present condition. . waters without our gloves, 

named in 

)EELE, are In his Presidential address to the Dr. Tartakower, the chess master. 
What we Geographical Association, Sir Charles is described in a newspaper as one of 

the pleasantest' opponents 
one could meet, whether 

\ winning or losing. It is of 

^ course a great thing to be 

^ 

' vuu\\ withoutbeing nasty about it. 

\ -iHHir.’.V’* Clynes says that it 

\ necessary to give up 

' 1 ^'^7 I in order to be a sin - 

\ cere Socialist, Neither need 

' j W ^ give up a wife to be a 

r I ' sincere believer in celibacy. 

« ^ *** 

Eecent excavations in 

^ 1 Greece have unearthed an 

J * alabaster statue of Athene 

f ^ jumper. If Byron 

ha,d waited a little he could 

^ yr have written about the Fair- 

/y r isles of Greece. 

rv_ / ' 

^ 0 ^ >wpowp*z7 A botanist says that 

plants grown indoors have 
a hard struggle for exist- 

. . Down. THE centre the .GENTLEMAN^ HAS .JUST READ AN ARTICLE ence. Per ardua as^idistva. 


mS^ 






>wpowp*z7 


. . Down. THE centre the .gentleman „ has .just read an article 

BY A MEDICAL EXPERT ON HOW TO AVOID INFLUENZA BY NOT THINK- 
ING OP IT. 


The best cure for obesity 

Snowdrops, primroses and violets are Close predicted that in 1949 the pop- is to practise singing in the mornings, 
reported to be flowering at Exeter, ulation of Great Britain will be station- we read. Now perhaps somebody will 
This is the first visible effect of the ary. We shouldn’t be surprised if it tell us a cure for those who practise 
weather forecast being given half-an- danced itself to a standstill long before singing in the mornings, 
hour earlier bv the new B.B.C. then. *** 


weather forecast being given half-an- 
hour earlier by the new IB.B.C. 


swaggering 


- Mme. Novello Davies says, ‘*Sing 

The golf-links at Hydres have been and grow slim,” If you sing to theatre 


Oxford Street last week now proves to sufferfng from an invasion of ants. A queues you almost certainly will 
be a telephone-subscriber who claims more usual nuisance on golf-links is an ^ 

to have got the first z^ineiican wrong invasion of sluggards. Owing to tlie habit with Japanese 

number. ... * artistes of sitting down'to perform, the 

It is stated that,"^ owing to the long microphone over there is placed on the 
According to Sir Eobert Hadfxrld coal stoppage, Leicestershire mines are floor. On the other hand, some of our 
the world loses five hundred million free from rats and mice for the first time Government programmes in future are 
pounds’ woi'th ofsteel every year through in the memory of the oldest pitman, expected to be so highbrow that it will 
its being eaten away. It is hoped that In our opinion, however, this does not have to be nailed on to the ceiling, 
this announcement will be sufficient for completely vindicate Mr. A. J. Cook. ^ • 

those persons who go about biting steel opinion of an Arnerican doctor 

girder^ and gasometers. • • Signor Mussolini informs the Press there is something fascinating "about 

^ 5!c^ >!« that at Cabinet meetings bis colleagues illness. To a doctor, no doubt ; but, for 

Oomplaints are appeariog in the Press understand that there is no time to ourselves, we are not getting on very 
about the overcrowding of trains from joke. The report-that it was from the well with a bookwe are writing entitled 
Liverpool Street to Brentwood. Indeed councils of the Fascist Government that The Bcmance of Dyspepsia. 


those persons who go about biting steel 
girders and gasometers. ■ 


von. cLxxu. 
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RIVIERA PROFITEERS. 

[Following the rise of the franc, there has been an outcry in the 
Press against the high charges on the Riviera. In supporting this 
protest the writer of these lines acknowledges his indebtedness to a 
letter of Mr. A. P. Herbert’s in TJie Times for some of the Socialistic 
idowers of speech here employed,*] 

Long- time by profiteers oppressed 
Who stamp about upon my chest, 

At last I cry aloud to give rby soul ease, 

Protesting I ’m at least a man, 

Though not a proletarian 
(Strictly, a bachelor should have no proles). 

For self and brothers here I urge 
Eevolt against the tyrant's scourge | 

Whose alien hand so heavy on our backs is, 

Who grinds the faces of the poor 
Along the grasping Cote d’Azur 
With monstrous bills and so-called “luxury taxes. 

When we alight at Cannes or Nice 
In search of that repose and peace 
Which is the due of none but honest toilers, 

The wage of thraldom, saved with cai'e 
For punting at chemin de fer^ 

Is pinched at once by parasites and spoilers. 

Eise in your might, ye bondmen, rise ! 

The time is come to organise. 

Collectively to burst our slavish fetters, 

And claim to eat and drink and jazz 
As economically as 

The Midi sunlight warms these bourgeois sweaters. 

Strike, then, ye serfs, and seize the hour 
Swiftly while yet ye have the power 
To blast the robbers* Eiviera season ; 

Decline to go out there at all 
And, standing firmly like a wall, 

Eeduce these bloated plunderers to reason. 

And, when we have them on their knees, 

Begging to take what terms we please 
To give 'the rogues for bed and commissariat. 

We will return and, with our toots 
Bending the various Coimiche routes, 

Over their humbled heads we *11 raise 
That noble hymn (La Marseillaise), 

The “Bed Flag of the local proletariat. 0. S. 

* A fresh edition of A. P. H.’s Anthology appears on p. 7G. 

Collective Sympathy. ' 

*‘The many friends of Mrs.’ , wife of .well-known bnsi- 

ness merchant of , entered the General Hospital this' afternoon 

to undergo an operation.”— Paper. 

Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“If you turn to the Students’ Song Book, you will see a youth 
classic of form and feature, smiting the lyre, not a ukulele. He is sine- 
mg the glorious old student song, couched in its mediaeval Latin*-- 
Qatideamus igitur, juvenes dum sumimis ... 

1 tlie present generation know enough Latin even to traas- < 
late it ? "Scots Paper. ' 

It doesn’t seem to know enough even to quote it right. 

“And across the Bay, serene and lovely as a heavenly iewel < 

On inquiry at the Vatican we find that there are no anti- j 

Kor^hoolifa aoinfo 


LADY MACBETH'S WOMEN'S PAGE, 

e [‘‘Sybil Thorndike— Lady Macboth— edits our Women’s Page to- 
s day .” — Evening Paper ] . 

^ The Guest-Chamber. 

Too much attention cannot be given by the young house- 
wife to the comfort of guests. In all my guest-chambei's 
I see that there is a sand-bag — so useful in preventing 
draughts from windows, a rope for escape in case of fire, 
a small but sharp dagger to cut the pages of books, and a 
bottle of some suitable lotion for a guest suffering from 
insomnia. I always add to those some volume likely to 
promote sweet sleep, and from personal experience can 
highly recommend The Chronicles of Eolinshed. I think it 
is due to this forethought on my part that no guest at 
Dunsinane has ever complained of a disturbed night. 

Eemoving Stains. 

It is often a problem how one may remove cigarette or 
other stains from one’s hands. I have found that per- 
fumes — even the delightful perfumes imported from Arabia 
by Messrs. Tomkins of Bond Street — are usually ineffective. 
There is nothing like the homely remedy of half a raw onion 
rubbed well in with pumice-stone. 

Sleepwalking. 

This is a distressing malady which may have terrible re- 
sults. I have even known cases where people both walk 
and talk in their sleep and have revealed family secrets to 
their domestic staff with disastrous consequences* I do 
not recommend the common method of sprinkling tacks by 
the patient’s bedside. They may be painful for him (or her) 
when rising hurriedly in the morning. It is far better to 
attach a silk cord to the patient’s big toe and to the bod-post. 

Choosing the Doctor. 

It is most important for the young housewife to be care- 
ful in her choice of a physician. Your doctor should bo a 
man of experience and ability, but above all of discretion. 
A doctor must be admitted into many little family secrets 
which it would never do to broadcast. Of all things be- 
ware of a gossipy doctor. 

Men-Servants, 

In these days when so many men are on the dole and 
there is such difficulty in obtaining maid-servants I urge my 
readers to secure a^ competent ex-soldier to help them in 
their household duties. Some time since I employed one 
as porter and general factotum and have never regretted 
my choice. His broad humour and his willingness to be 
called up at all hours have endeared him to all of us. One can 
overlook a certain breadth of expression in a devoted servitor. 

Helping One’s Hubby. 

^ Do my^ readers realise how often married men need spur- 
business and in the world? We can help our 
hubbies so much on the social side. Don’t be afraid to ask 
the senior partner or the office chief to stay at your abode, 
however humble it may be. If nothing else happens, at 
least your gracious hospitality will have a beneficial effect. 

I often think too of that beautiful Eastern saying, “ He who 
entertains a guest often entertains an angel unawares.” 

Seeing tsE Future. 

A lady correspondent asks if I put any faith in palmists 
or crystal-gazers. I fear they are not all to be trusted* Of 
i wonderful results. Write to Madame 

Heoa^, The Blasted Heath, Forres, N-B. My husband says 
that this lady and her staff are to he entirely relied on. Car- 
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NO ADMITTANCE. 


SiaNOR Mussolls’I {io Influenza)* ‘‘GO AWAY! I AM THE BIG SNEEZE HERE/’ 

[Extract froni bulletin, issued by the Health. Section, of the League of Hations : “Italy reports. Sanitary conditions in 
kingdom excellent. No centres of epidemic influenza have so far been reported.^ ’'] 





A POPULAR TAX. 

Dear SiRj — T hanks largely to Mr. 
A. J, Cook, next year’s Budget must 
embody increased taxation. The Ghan- 
CEIiliOE OF THE EXCHEQUER is nO doubt 
already questing far and wide for some 
new source of revenue. Let him be re- 
assured. ^2a(f(f«Vs lamp exists. Indeed 
it lies under his nose. 

Instead of impoverishing the public, 
as all other taxes do, the new impost I 
have in mind will add immeasurably to 
our national earning power as well as 
to our happiness. An overwhelming 
majority of the taxpayers will welcome 
it. Eor the first time in history a new 
tax will be received with joy. 

This may sound incredible, but it is 
true. My proposal is to tax talk, and 
by talk I mean public talk, whether 
delivered from platform, pulpit, Parlia- 
mentary bench or tub. Private and 
business conversation, board meetings, 
lanv cpurts, schools and the like , would 
be exempt. But otherwise any person 
who addresses or attenipts to address 
a body of people on any occasion, topic 


or pretext whatever would be subject 
to the tax. 

To devise a suitable scheme of taxa- 
tion would be child’s play to tbeTreasury 
experts who have created the intricate 
machinery of the betting-tax. One 
simple method would be to compel every 
intending apeechmaker to register. On 
registration he would be handed a 
rhetometer at cost price, complete with 
flag. The apeechmaker would wear this 
hanging from his button-hole, and as 
he rose to speak he would depress the 
flag, whereupon the rhetometer would 
register at the rate of two shillings a 
minute. It would automatically jump 
into intermediate gear (five shillings a 
minute) at the end of a quarter-of-an- 
hour, and into top gear (ten shillings 
a minute) at the half-hour. Whenever 
the flag was raised it would stop. Thus 
ten, minutes of eloquence would cost 
£1.; thirty minutes, £5 5s. ; and an hour, 
£20 55. 

.Periodically the total sum registered 
would be paid to the collector and the 
rhetometer set to zero again. Dishon- 
esty would be almost impossible, for 


audiences w’'ould take care that the flag 
was down throughout the speech. 

The proposed tax may strike the un- 
thinking reader as rather arbitrary, yot 
five minutes* reflection will convince 
any reasonable being that it is not only 
equitable but in the highest degree 
conducive to the public interest. 

At present the nation is being slowdy 
talked to death. It is commonly sup- 
posed that agriculture is our greatest 
industry. It was once ; but to-day it 
ranks second to speech-making. We 
are producing less food and more hot 
air than ever before. And some of the 
hot air is as poisonous as coal-gas. 

What, for example, is the one out- 
standing characteristic common to com- 
munists, anarchists and all their related 
species ? Is it not an insatiable passion 
for spouting ? And is not the gift of 
the gab the main asset of most faddists, 
cranks, doctrinaires, quacks, humbugs, 
apostles of fantastic creeds and ex- 
ploiters of credulity ? 

It may be argued: why penalise 
statesmen, clei^men and recognised 
public speakers by taxing them equally 
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with the windbags? The answer is 
simple. Wherever there is a real desire 
to liear a speaker, the audience will be 
willing to pay the tax, provided he does 
not speak too long. If five thousand 
people wish to hear Mr. Lloyd George 
for twenty-nine minutes, a five-pound 
fee will not deter them. It works out 
at less than a farthing a head; and 
should any man boggle at the farthing 
the cash value of his desire to hear 
Mr. Lloyd George can be readily 
gauged. 

Similarly with election speeches. I 
can imagine no more salutary experi- 
ence for a Candidate than the process of 
discovering whether or not the free and 
enlightened electors care twopence for 
his oratory. The electors too would 
be vouchsafed a new and startling in- 
sight into the importance they really 
attach to partisan chin-wagging. 

As for clergymen, the new tax would 
enable them to measure quite precisely 
their status as preachers. If a con- 
gregation, for example, guaranteed only 
ten shillings a time, this would in effect 
place the preacher in the five-minutes 
class ; a seven-shillings limit would re- 
legate him to the three-and-a-half 
minutes (or egg-boiling) grade. 

There would be an automatic and 
severe sifting of lecturers, grievance- 
mongers, spell-binders and others ad- 
dicted to the platform habit. .In a short 
time the land would enjoy an enormous 
diminution in the volume of public 
speaking, and the expression “silver- 
tongued” would acquire a new mean- 
ing. 

Parliament would profit also. Most 
of those Members who could not get the 
tax paid out of party funds would bo 
muzzled, and before long it would be- 
come an offence against Parliamentary 
tradition for a wealthy boro to squander 
his own money on the selfish gratifica- 
tion of his lust for loquacity. 

One needs little imagination to visu- 
alise tlie regeneration of Great Britain 
that would follow. People would cease 
to be hypnotised by waving arms and 
swayed by gusts ofwindy rhetoric. They 
would be compelled to think for them- 
selves, if only to think whether it were 
worth the money to listen to So-and-So. 
Also they would savenineteen-twentieths 
of the time at present spent on indis- 
criminate listening, and the employment 
of that reclaimed time on useful work 
would speedily restore the nation to 
its former primacy in wealth and well- 
being. 

A final word about finance. At present, 
on the average, 350,000 taxable speeches 
are made daily. This is 127,750,000 a 
year. Assuming that, on the imposition 
of the tax, the total shrinks to five per 
cent of this figure, and that the average 


length of speeches is half-an-hour, the 
estimated annual revenue will be : — 

6,887,500 speeches at £5 5s. =£88,684^37 5 • 

The cost of collection should be small. 
It is obvious that a net revenue of over 
£30,000,000 is well 'within the mark. 

As I owe Mr. Winston Churchill 
something (although he does not know 
it) I make him a present of this 
£30,000,000 a year, to say nothing of 
the halo which will attend him down 
the centuries as the Chancellor who 


achieved a double miracle in (1) effect- 
in g th e renascence of his country through 
(2) the imposition of a tax which was 
positively received with general accla- 
mation.’ Yours faithfully, 

Ex Orb a\ueum. 


Curious Influence of the Slow- 
motion Films. 

“ Only a goal-keeper _of Robson’s skill could 
have saved Ohainbers’ terrific shot delivered 
in the si^aoe of two minutes.” 

S;]oorting Paper, 
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PERSONAL MEMORANDA; 

Ob, a New Way to Publicity. 

Do you know, kindly reader, that you 
can, if you wish, send a seven-pound tin 
of pears (or sardines for that matter) 
to Alaska for the modest sum of three 
shillings-and-ninepence ? 

You do ? In that case let me ask if 
you can convert a given number of acres 
into hectares by a simple mental calcu- 
lation ? 

You can ? You are then 
probably aware that there 
are twenty-four thousand 
links in a league (an appall- 
ing thought, apart altogeth- 
er from its political signifi- 
cance); and, further, you 
know, do you not, that whepi 
Londoners are thinking of 
lunch the milk is being 
delivered in St. Louis, num- 
bers of people are being 
thrown out of night-clubs 
in San Prancisco, while in 
Peking all the little Peking- 
ese are listening-in to their 
Uncle Pung Chow? 

Child's play, you say ? 1 
agree; but then I know 
where you learn these 
things. I expect you are 
as attached as I am to some 
of the hardy - annual fea- 
tures in your diary. I shall 
never forget my astonish- 
ment on finding that a sext- 
ant is composed of sixty 
degrees, I had hifcherto 
thought of it vaguely as a 
massive instrument 
“boxed " by seafaring men. 

And the number of coombs 
in a chaldron or of weys in 
a last never lose their ap- 
peal, do they ? 

I have a particular re- 
gard for that table of the 
sun's risings in London. 

After a winter spent in 
London it is difficult to be- 
lieve in its accuracy, but 


You (come, confess it ! ) airily attri- 
bute your amazing fund of general 
knowledge to having made the most of 
your schooldays. 1 don't blame you ; 
I did so myself until my eldest daughter, 
an unusually precocious child, was given 
a diary and triumphantly announced 
the source of my information. 

I wonder if you can ever find your 
diary after the second week in January ? 
Up to that time you have very wisely 
made a few entries, such as : “Jan. 1st. 



I will explain what I mean. When 
you read one of those paragraphs com- 
mencing “adistressingincident occurred 

at ,” do you, I should like to know^ 

picture yourself as the central figure in 
the drama? If not, you should cer- 
tainly do so. 

“ Certain papers found on the body,” 
the report reads, “ disclose the fact that 
deceased was a London clubman.” It 
is remarkable what an immense number 
of victims of tragedies are London club- 
men. 

I need not emphasize the 
importance of entering your 
name, if it is only to show 
you had one. But the club 
is vital. If it is omitted 
the “incident,” for the pur- 
pose of publicity, will be 
practically valueless. Head- 
ers of Sunday papers have 
grown to expect it. Your 
weight too may usefully be 
inserted. It will be of 
assistance to the Coroner. 
Don't limit yourself to one 
page; let yourself go, al- 
ways having in mind the 
possibility of publication, a 
thought which should cheer 
you. You might perhaps 
devote a few pages to de- 
tails of your domestic life 
or your frank opinion of 
various prominent people. 
But you have grasped the 
idea, and you will undoubt- 
edly think of lots of things 
you want to put in. Your 
public will be sure to enjoy 
them ; the more intimate 
they are the more pleasure 
you will be giving to others. 
It is so easy to be unselfish 
in little matters like this. 


Loctor, ‘'How’s THE PATIENT TO-DAY?” 

“Well, Sir, ’e just sways pro an* con.’* 


what pleasant reading it makes ! 

Then, again, the table stating that, if 
your wages are eight shillings a year, it 
is the equivalent of a farthing a day, 
always depresses me. The figures may 
be perfectly correct, but it seems a dis- 
graceful thing that people should be 
working in these days for such wretched 
remuneration. 

But to you and me all this informa- 
tion has a value never dreamed of by 
the publishers of our diaries. We learn 
it all by heart and, by delivering the 
ohoicest morsels at appropriate mo- 
’ ments, maintain prestige in the minds 
of our stunned and admiring families. 


Sched, D. — see solicitors — get valve 
spring— dine Catchpole’s ” ; or “Jan. 
2nd. Dent. 10 a.m. — get ticks. Commy. 
Conet. — shav. cream,” and so on. Liter- 
ary work of this kind is, I appreciate, 
difficult to maintain at a high level. 

It is because I doubt whether you 
always carry your diary with you that 
I offer you gratuitously a little sound 
advice. Turn at once to the page 
headed “Personal Memoranda” and 
fill in your name and the address of a 
club. While you are about it, make it 
a good club ; it will not cost you any- 
thing to write it down and it will make 
things much nicer for your next-of-kin. 


THEATRICAL GOSSIP. 

I SEE that Garbage, for 
which the critics predicted 
a staggering success, is to 
be withdrawn from the 
Majestic after a run of only three nights. 
Jasper Muggridge, the lessee, wanted 
to keep the play on, but his business 
advisers recommended its withdrawal 
on financial grounds. It appears that 
the weekly salary bill exceeded the 
possible takings by about five hundred 
pounds. ^ ^ ^ 

I heard an interesting suggestion by 
the manager of the Palliodeville in 
favour of Pantomime - all - the - year - 
round, but I am sure that it is not a 
feasible one. It would be well-nigh 
impossible to get any players to sustain 
the animal parts in the warm weather. 
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The summer months have always been factures and markets of England that 

a close season for Panto, and so they ■ THE WORLD. eventually it will be as much the ambi- 

ought to be. * ^ many years now a little country tion of the infant of the Middle West 

bas been silently creeping up the ladder to see Holy Island as it is of the Eng- 

These ‘^Sister” acts are all the craze of fame without advertising its merits lish schoolboy to visit Hollywood. I 
nowadays, and I strongly advise any or its wares. That little country is want every American citizen, of what- 

variety artistes whose . . OTTOT* rta 

turns do not evoke the 
applause they deserve to ; 
start all over again as 
sisters. Acting on a hint 
that I gave them some 
months ago, Larry Good- | 
body and his dear old , 
father are now delight- | 
ing packed houses as the ' 

“Tottie Twins.’* Their 
nursery lullaby, sung in 
longnight-clothes, makes 
the whole audience sob, 
and, as Larry says, once 
an audience really sobs 
you can do anything you 
like with it. 

^ * 

I have often thought 
that the successful idea 
of presenting a men’s 
lawn-tennis four on the 

j variety stage might bo o 

extended to include other ^ Bit^GsuATn. Bemaininginthesea, 

games. 1 have just seen ^ . not only would she have 


ought to be 



Traces ojp marine zoology. A busy scene at Billingsgate. 


^ ever percentage, to be 
I thinking — 

“ Hero and here could Eng- 
land help me, 

How could I help Eng- 
land — say I ” 

and be thinking it right 
now. 

We shall begin with ; — 

I. — The Origins of 
England. 

England (probably, but 
not certainly, accom- 
panied by Scotland) arose 
from out the azure main 
at a date about which I 
geologists differ, though 
all are agreed that it is 
to this circumstance and 
this alone that she owes 
her equable climate, her 
abundant vegetation and 
her interesting animal 
life. Eemaininginthesea, 
not only would she have 


the golfing turn at the Collodeon, given England, The time has come to boost suffered from a more saline atmosphere, 
by two well-known professionals. A her. . “ ' but 'the beech, the pine, the elm and 

most realistic green has been built on In the following brilliant, series of the’ charming little ranunculus would 
the stage, together with two scale-model brilliant articles I intend to .advertise never have replaced the barnacle and 
bunkers, “ The Oardmal” on the prompt England', in the hope that what I say the marine anemone; nor would the 
side and “Hell” on the O.P., with will be quoted and repeated through- bear, the fox and the weasel have 
real sand and full of heel- ..n,,,, u,t,>,hn ...J ' ousted from their original 

marks specially made by the habitation the conger-eel, the 


Collodeon Girls. Little plat- 
forms ai'O erected in various 
parts of the auditorium, and 
the experts come round and 
play appi'cach -shots on to 
the green from each platform r 
in turn. Every now and then 
they allow themselves to get 
bunkered, in order to demon- - ^ 
strate how “ explosive ” shots 
should be played. The whole — ^ 

turn was most enthusiast!- 

cally received, and no incon- « 
venience at all was caused to — " 
any member of the audience 
on account of blown ex- ^ 
ploded sand, as an ingeni- 
ous contrivance has been 
installed which conducts it 
into the orchestra. . 






financial Candour. jliberal ulub. T^nr Inn^r no 

“ £10,000 Required immediatoly ■ . n . ‘ -r i ^ 

on guilt-edgod security.” , out the world, and more especially in doubt, the primitive ape-man, with 

AdvL in Daily Paper, America, where the money is. Many whom we have become familiar through 

; 7“ , - - Americans come to England, but not the works of Mr. H. G. Wells and Mr. 

enough- my purpose so to ex- Edgar Eicb Bubeooohs, ranged almost 

tiful and robust girl of 18.** — Indian Paper, plain, eulogise and render attiactive undisturbed, and his low whines must 

They do these things better in the East, [the customs, manners, morals, manu- have resounded alike at Bognor and 


pRE-HiSTOBio England. Site of present Kational 
Liberal Club. 


ousted from their original 
habitation the conger-eel, the 
halibut and the smelt. 

Which portion of England 
was the first to emerge from 
the deep? This also is in 
dispute. But, making every 
allowance for other claimants, 
we are bound, I think, to 
yield the palm to Sussex, in 
which case Eiide Beacon (ac- 
cessible from Brighton Aquar- 
ium by means of the Lewes 
and Eastbourne motor-bus) ' 
was the first spot to see the 
light of day, EossiLised oys- 
ter-shells are still found here 
in great abundance, and not 
far off St, Dunstan gained a 
temporary success over the 
Devil {see my book on Sussex 
Iron). 

Who then were the earliest 
inljabifcants of this remark- 
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Bexhill and in what are now the Strand, 
Constitution Hill and Swan and Ed- 
gar's corner. Nor is it easy to deter- 
mine whether he was succeeded by a 
race which can he more aptly described 
as Brythic, Bruttish, Iberian, Goidelic 
or merely Cellulose. 

Some think that the vast remains at 
Avebury, as well as the circle of mono 
liths at Stonehenge (not to be confused 
with the more recent hutments of the 
Air Ministry), point to the domination 
of the pristine inhabitants of England 
by the Pharaohs of Egypt, the intention 


WHY GO TO LUXOR? 

WHEN YOU CAN WINTER AT THE 
AVONLEA HYDRO. 

Palm Court. Excellent Cuisine. 
150 Bedeooms, 

ICE-WATEE ON EYEEY FLOOR. 


being to worship the sun-god Ba at the 
moment when the earliest shaft of light 
fell from heaven upon the sacrificial 
stone. 

Before this actually occurred, how- 
ever, the Egyptian supremacy over 
Northern Europe collapsed and the 
huge temples fell into disuse. 

One thing at least is certain about 
these early race migrations and inva- 
sions from foreign lands, and that ‘is 
that no bands of settlers entered these 
islands from the distant continent of 
America, for central-heating was nob in 
force until the arrival of the Romans 
at the beginningof the present 
era, and even to-day is scantily 
diffused. The advent of the 
Romans constitutes a (definite 
phase .or epoch in the history 
of the island," because it 
clearly marks a break in the 
co^ntiniiity of what must in 
many ways be regarded as 
a pre-Roman Kulturpr civili- 
sation. Yet it is strange to 
think tliat the lonely cry of 
the’ whaup or pee-wit may 
now be heard in places 
which once resounded with 
the’ busy tramp of the 
Glaudian legionaries ; equally 
strange, perhaps, that the 
busy tramp of the Glaudian 
legionaries might once be 
heard where now only the 
lonely cry of the whaup and pee-wit 
resound. But' no matter. Such are 
the revenges of time. 

It is calculated that, if all the roads 
which the Romans built across the 
Sussex downs had been kept in continu- 
ous repair up to' the present day, the 
motor-tax for T927 would balance the 
Budget. Blit the^ Roman Oonqu^stleft 
but a transient impression bn the soul 


of the people and the land, and merely 
paved the way for the subsequent and 
more effective invasions of the Saxon, 
the Dane, the Norman, the French, the 
Dutch, and, during the last five or six 
years, the Slav. 

There are, however, many Roman 
remains. Thus the cathedral of St, 
Albans is largely composed of Roman 
brick, besides having the longest nave 



Roman Bath in the Stband, vithin easy 
ACCESS OF THE SaVOY ANI> OeCIJL HOTELS. 

and the tallest bishop in England. For- 
tunate indeed is the traveller in this 
case, or again in the cases of York, 


FIRST MANUFACTURED UNDER 
AORICOLA IN 84a.d. 
BATH BUNS 
. STILL HOLD THEIR QWN. 


Chester, Colchester and Bath, to find 
the evidences of Roman occupation con- 
centrated in small yet flourishing Ehg- 


Roman settlement of England further. 

We will pass on to brighter themes. 

[The second brilliant article in this 
loeehly series will ap2^ear a loeelcfro^n 
to-day. This ingenious device has 
been adopted in order to prevent the 
second brilliant article from appearing 
before the first.] Evoe. 



Roman ebmains. Motor-bus about to start from Golder's 
Green for the picturesque little village op St. Albans. 

lish burgs, where he can rubber them in 
comfort instead of tramping through 
a wet field, where there is something 
which looks very like a bull, in order to 
stand for a few moments on the top of 
an uninteresting mound and then come 
down again. , . . Too many of our so- 
called Roman camps are, alas ! of this 
latter kind. 

It is not necessary to pursue the 


THE NEW CHIVALRY. 

Babette has bought a motor-bicycle. 
Not for her husband ; that would have 
been quite a womanly thing to do, and 
would have meti with my entire ap- 
proval. No, it is for herself — Babette, 
who cannot even do the running repairs 
of her own sewing-machine and who 
puts my typewriter out of order every 
time she uses it. My strongly-expressed 
disapproval had no effect whatever. 
(Yes, as you guessod, I am Babette's 
husband.) 

A week ago she came into my study 
attired in corduroy breeches and coat, 
with a fascinating little leather bonnet 
tied over her shingled hair. I told her 
what I thought of her looks (for which 
I got the usual reward), I hadn't the 
heart to tell her what 1 thought of her 
behaviour, knowing that I should prob- 
ably never see her alive again. Then 
she took me down to the gate to watch 
her start. Her instructor, a handsome 
young man of whom I thoroughly dis- 
approved from the first, showed her 
some handles with uncouth names, ex- 
plained how the thing started and how, 
with luck, it might be stopped, 
and said lie would run by her 
side while she loaimt to ride. 

With a heavy heart I saw 
them turn the corner, Babette 
well ahead. 

Ten minuteslater the young 
man reappeared, alone, pale 
and dishevelled. 

An ambulance ? ’* My 
shaking lips almost refused 
to utter the words. 

A push-bike," he gasped. 
I smiled grimly. I was 
glad he was suffering too. It 
was some consolation for a 
morning wasted. I gave him 
a push-bike, and I presume 
he caught Babette up, as she 
return^ two hours later safe 
and radiant. She brought 
the young man back to lunch, having 
discovered, intuitively, I suppose, that 
he and her brother had hobnobbed at 
Ypres. 

For six forenoons Babette took lessons, 
and the seventh she went out alone. She 
still knew nothing whatever aboutmach- 
inery That very day I found her sitting 
in the garage with two oilstdves and 
three lamps alight round th'e motor- 






JBivt'glar {ex-woAt&r)* “Eb— I’m leaving you now, Sib.” 


bicycle. She told me that her instructor, 
had told her to 'warm the engine up a 
bit before starting. (He had also told 
her to suck in a little petrol ; but this 
she felt she really could not do, and I 
didn’t blame her. It must have a filthy 
taste.) Well, I helped her to flood the 
sparking-plug, pushed her for a hundred 
yards or so, and off she went. 

At my earnest request she went along 
the road through the pinewood, where 
the traffic is almost negligible. Perhaps 
this was a mistake, as when the bicycle 
stopped of its own accord she was in a 
lonely part of the wood, and it was a 
long time before a young man came 
along in a car and rescued her. After a 
careful examination he said that it would 
not be necessary to dismantle the engine, 
which Babette was on the point of doing. 
He gave her some petrol and promised 
to come to tea. 

The next day, at my earnest request, 
Babette went along the, Bath Boad, 

I where there are more people about. 
All went well for a mile or so, and then 
such a nice man (these italics are not 
mine) spent half-an-hour cleaning the 


. carburettor and accepting an invita- 
tion to lunch. As a matter of fact 
there were two young men that. day, 
one for the carburettor and one for the 
sparking-plug. They are both coming 
to lunch. 

I thought perhaps the country road 
would be cheaper in the long run, and 
Babette acquiesced. The next day she 
met General Fitxcuthbert. He managed 
to persuade the bicycle to run along the 
level and pushed it up the hills. Of 
course he is coming to lunch, but that 
I don’t mind as he is an old friend. 

The next day Babette got as far as 
the public school which her younger 
brother honours with his patronage. 
Thirty-ono boys from the upper school 
helped her to get the engine going 
again. Luckily for me they are not 
allowed to accept invitations to lunch. 

Two days later I was out when she 
failed to start on her morning’s run. For- 
tunately, or unfortunately, our garage 
is close to the gate and a passing 
motorist noticed her. He is dining 
with us to-night. 

Now this sort of thing cannot go on. 


Neither can I stop it. Babette will 
never learn to manage that motor- 
bicycle., j Sheds constitutionally incap-: 
able of grasping any mechanical prin- 
ciple. She just rides until something 
goes wrong and then waits; and my 
banking account won’t run to all these 
meals,^ Also, worn out with anxiety 
and with saying good-bye-for-the-last- 
time to Babette, I cannot write, and 
our sole source of income is drying up. 

I hope this article will be published, 
as that would pay for some of those 
meals. Also I want to save up for a 
j two-seater. 

THE PATHOLOGICAL CHEER 
The motor-bus ran over me 
And underneath its wheels I lay, 

Until there came a fool M.D., 

With roadside manner much too gay, 
Who slapped me on the thigh and knee, 
And then was understood to say, 

In accents not of sympathy, 

Blit rather of ferocious glee, 

‘^Hip,” said the brute, “hip, hip, 
X-ray!” ^ ^ ' 



66 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Januaet 19, 1927. 

THE GIFT OF TONGUES. 

I ALWAYS had a great desire to learn 
a foreign language. It seemed to me 
that it would be terribly jolly to talk to 
a foreigner, not merely fluently, but 
with such unimpeachable accent and 
command of idiom, with such wealth 
of suitable gestures and mannerisms 
and with such profound knowledge of 
all national customs and characteris- 
tics, that he would only be able to tell 
I was English by my hat. 

I pictured myself going away to 
France for a year, ostensibly to learn 
the language, but in reality to get 
away from my Aunt Jessica, who is 
awfully learned and awfully pervading 
and will insist on trying to teach 
me things. Then I remembered she 
often visited France, and so pictured 
myself leaning against a temple in 
Eome and learning the Italian for 
**love” from a pretty dark-eyed . . . But 
I recollected further that my Aunt 
Jessica often spends a month or so in 
Eome, so I fancied myself in Greece ; 
but my Aunt Jessica . . . 

I decided eventually to learn Chinese. 

Andthen,afterall, Idecided Iwouldn’t, 
for a friend told me the sad story of a 
Naval paymaster he used to know — by 
name let us say Smith — ^who had lost 
his life through being too good a 
Chinese interpreter. This Smith had 
apparently spent four-and-a-half years 
learning Chinese in Hong Kong, and by 
the time he had passed all his examina- 
tions with honours he was an adept 
not only at the language but also at 
Chinese customs, methods and charac- 
teristics. 

Then he came back to’ England and 
was appointed to the Naval Barracks 
at Portsmouth. There is little or no 
Chinese spoken at the Naval Barracks 
at Portsmouth. 

He next went on a cruise to the West 
Indies for a year ; but Chinese is not 
the colloquial tongue in Jamaica. After 
that he went out to Australia, where at 
last he met for a few minutes a real 
Chinaman. This Chinaman had been 
born and bred in Australia, and only 
knew English, so Smith spent several 
happy moments teaching him one or 
two of the commoner words in his own 
language. He felt h*e was really get- 
ting warm, and after that was not 
surprised when his ship received orders 
to join the Chinese Squadron at Wei- 
hai-wei. 

On the voyage, anchoring for the 
night off a small island, the Captain de- 
,.d4ed to try to purchase fresh beef and 
' potatoes for the ship's company from 
the crowd" of sampans which had in- 
stantly appeared from the shore to look 
at thQ.H^)ig No. 1 war junk ” ; and the 

Commander, thoroughly delighted at 
being able to make use of his qualified 
Chinese interpreter, told Smith to get on 
with the good work. 

The most important-looking China- 
man was had up on board, and, sur- 
rounded by the interested Commander 
and several of the officers, Smith drew 
a deep breath and opened negotiations 
with a noise like a bath running out. 

The Chinaman bowed politely and 
made it two baths running out. Smith 
thereupon let loose a bit like a stick 
along iron palings, ending with a short 
cat-fight scored for oboe and trombone. 
The Chinaman returned the compliment 
by undoing four-and-a-half verbal yards 
of clarionet lullaby, and the Commander 
said : — 

“ Does he sell potatoes ? ” 

Smith replied, “I’m afraid I don't 
know yet, Sir. We 're only just saying 
‘Good morning.* One can’t go direct 
to the point with an Oriental; their 
minds only work in curves.” 

He then unbuckled several assorted 
noises in harmonic progression for 
twenty minutes, and the Chinaman 
raised him the limit each time in a 
different key. 

“ Won’t he take a reasonable price ? ” 
snapped the Commander, knowing the 
Captain was anxious to settle the busi- 
ness and weigh anchor. 

.“I'm afraid we're only discussing 
our relations, Sir,” replied Smith apolo- 
getically. “My great-aunts and his 
grandmother at the moment,” he added 
in extenuation. “ We haven't ” 

“ For Heaven's sake get down to the 
point.” 

“If I rush him too much, Sir, he 
won't understand and he '11 go off' in a 
huff or say lie hasn’t gob any.” 

“ Well, hurry up, then.” 

The pair then got at it for a further 
half-hour, by the end of which time 
the Commander and the other officers 
were furious, and the Chinaman was 
telling Smith that the rice hadn't done 
so badly this year and was inquiring 
how poultry-farming was going on in 
England. 

“ I 'm just getting to the point, Sir,” 
announced Smith a few minutes later, 
after a stiappy duet reminiscent of the 
treble part of “ Chopsticks.” “ He 
says he sells rice and eggs and grows 
vegetables.” 

^ Then they clucked hard at one another 
like a poultry-farm with hiccups for 
five-and-a-half minutes, at the end of 
which there was a sudden and devas- 
tating silence. The Chinaman appeared 
puzxled but expectant. 

“ Well, what the ? ” flared the 

Commander. 

“ I 've just got him to the point, Sir,” 
faltered Smith. 

“ Get on, then. How much does he 
want ? ” 

“I'm afraid, Sir, I can’t quite recol- 
lect, just for the moment, the Chinese 
for ‘potato’ ...” 

My friend finished his story by saying 
that Smith, poor fellow, was entered in 
the log officially as “lost at sea,” to 
avoid awkward questions, though he 
thought any jury would have brought 
it in as “justifiable homicide.” 

So I decided not to learn Chinese 
after all, but rather Sanscrit, which is 
a dead language and has no living 
owners. 

My Aunt Jessica, who is awfully 
learned and awfully pervading, is teach- 
ing me ... A. A. 

THE IDEAL GUIDE. 

Standing on the threshold of St. Peter’s, 

I was aroused from my musing by the 
realisation that someone was looking at 
me intently. I turned round and met 
the gaze of a tall pale man. 

‘‘I am a guide,” he said, with a 
slight smile. 

Eegretting my momentary interest 
in him, I shrugged my shoulders and 
turned away, as is my habit when dis- 
turbed by importunate guides in Italy. 

“ Don't send me a^’yay,” said the man 
earnestly ; “ I am not an ordinary 
guide.” 

I hesitated, noting that his manner 
was respectful, his English good and 
his face well-shaven. 

“ I can help you,” ho went on swiftly, 
“without annoying you. I see that 
you have an excellent guide-book in 
your hand, and, like most intelligent 
foreigners who come here, you have 
probably read it all up beforehand 
and know what you are going to see. 
But St. Peter's is vast, and even the 
best of guide-books is sometimes hard 
to follow. I will not fill you up with 
fantastic legends, nor point out hideous 
baroque monuments as artistic master- 
pieces, nor assume that you know no- 
thing. I will only speak to you if you 
ask me a question, or if I see that you 
are missing something of interest.” 

I yielded, struck by the novelty of 
his method. 

He kept his word. When I lingered 
in front of the celebrated bronze figure 
of St. Petbb, meditating on the count- 
less millions of kisses which have been 
bestowed on that polished toe, he 
eclipsed himself. When I missed an 
interesting monument he gently called 
my attention to it. When I was unable 
to make out a Latin inscription which 
was in a bad light, he recited it for me, 
slowly and distinctly, without attempt- 
ing to translate it. I had nev€T before 
known an Italian guide who thought it 
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possible lor an English person to under- 
stand a word of Latin. 

As we went round the church I be- 
came more and more interested in him. 
The few remarks he made were as 
opportune as were his silences. When- 
ever I came up against a locked door he 
had someone there with the key, ready 
to open it. I had noticed that other 
guides, on reaching the tomb of Pope 
Alexandbb VIL, had banged vigorously, 
with stick or umbrella, on the metal 
skirt with which ecclesiastical modesty 
has draped the nude marble figure of 
iruth, and made stereotyped, jokes to 
tlieir followers. My guide ignored it. | 


Nevertheless, as we approached the 
Stuart monument, I grew apprehensive. 
‘'No human guide,” I thought, “with 
an Englishman in tow could ^refrain 
from being eloquent about this monu- 
ment. He will take me by the arm and 
tell me who the Stuarts were.” My 
wonderful guide, however, passed even 
this test* He merely nodded his head 
towards the monument as though to 
say, “Yes, there it is,” and left me to 
look at it alone. 

I must have spent hours in his 
delightful company, walking and medi- 
tating in the great church, and yet I 
felt neither tired nor hungry. When 


we had nearly finished the round I 
turned to him, I remember, to make 
some remark about this, but he had 
disappeared, and I have never seen him 
again. 

That is the way with all my beautiful 
dreams — I never dream the same one 
twice, ========———. 

“Runaway Cow’s Ambitious Plight.” 

IJeacUine in provincial Paper. 
Over'the moon, like the other one? 

In an optician’s window : — 

“ How LONG SINCE YoUR EyES WERE ^^ESTED ? 
Be Wise and Have Another ” 

Very useful at the back of the ' ' 
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Ml^^lFADINr ^ strong swimmer and, on rising to the severally were these. He said that he 

OAbtb. surface, he swam in a leisurely fashion had not caused an obstruction by doing 

^ Pree Country? towards the Middlesex bank. Whenstill an act which gathered a crowd together. 
The Court of Criminal Appeal to-day a few yards from the shore, however, he for a crowd had already gathered to 
considered an important case involving was overtaken by a river-police-boat, watch the regatta, both on the bridge 
the rights and liberties of the subject, the officers in which had observed his and on the banks. He said that, although 
if any. entrance into the water and considered he had had one beer, or even two, he was 

Mr. Justice Froo said: This is in it their duty to rescue the swimmer, neither drunk nor disorderly. Snooker 
substance an appeal by an appellant They therefore took him, unwilling, it and others about him swore that he 
appealing m against a appears, into their boat, and landed him. showed no signs of either when on the 
decision of the West London Half- He was then arrested by an officer of bridge, and it was powerfully argued 
Sessions, confirming a conviction by the the Metropolitan Police engaged in con- that the fact of a man jumping from a 
magistrates of South Hammersmith trolling the crowds who had gathered high place into water was not prima- 
sitting in Petty Court some four or five to watch the regatta, was taken to the facie evidence of intoxication, and wit- 
years^ ago. The ancillary proceedings police-station and subsequently charged nesses were called to show that a man 
have included two hearings m and before the magistrates, when he was at Bournemouth had constantly jumped 
an appeal rampant “on the case, as a ordered to pay a fine of two pounds. fromthepierinflames without any such 
result of which the record was ordered The charges were various, and it is suggestion, and indeed with the con- 
to be torn up and the evidence reprinted difficult to say upon which of them the nivance of the police and in the presence 
backwards ad legem. With these trans- conviction was ultimately based. The of the Mayor and Council. In the alter- 
actions, however, the Court need not appellant was accused of native the appellant said that, assum- 


concern itself, except to observe that, as 
for our learned brother ; T 

Mumble, whose judg- r ■ I I ■ 
ment we have read with ■ I i 

diligence and some- EYfS 1,'j 
thing a;^proaching to DjinLy 
nausea, it were better q|p 5 
that a millstone should 
be hanged round his 
neck and he b§ cast into - 

the uttermost depths of tJk 

The present issue is 
one of comparative sim- 
pliciby. That is to say, 
the facts of the case are M 
intelligible to the least 
instructed layman, and 
the only persons utterly 
at sea are those con- 
nected with the law. Tipster {engac. 

But fackimclarum, jus hands hei 
nebulosvm, or, •‘Ih. Yotr oak 
clearer the facts the more muddled the 
law/* What the appellant did in fact 
is simple and manifest, but what offence, 
if any, he has committed in law is a 
matter of the gravest difficulty. 

What he did in fact was to jump off 
Hammersmith Bridge in the afternoon 
of August 18th, 1922, during the Ham- 


(a) Causing an obstruction. 


I ^ ^ T" ‘ 

I &Yc<i 
1 ^ 1 / //2 c s 






, - I’ll 7/y : 

Tipster {engaging new clerk), **Now look hbee, my lad — we treats the 

NEW HANDS HERE SAME AS THEY DO THE NEW BOYS IN THE PASTRY-COOKS\ 
You CAN FOLLOW OUR TIPS FOR NOTHING FOR THE FIRST WEEK.” 


native the appellant said that, assum- 
ing that he was intoxicated before his 
immersion, which he 
denied, he must obvi- 
ill ///, ously have been, and in 
i sober w’-hen 

'/ arrested, which is ad- 
'f' mitted ; while the river- 

^ police in cross-examina- 
tion were unable to say 
he was swimming 
l?r \ i) I disorderly manner, 
n-'l unseemly 

y;i l P A splashes or loud cries 
I ^ I such as might have sup- 

' nlH accusation of 

IT • riotous behaviour. 

answer to the 
charge of attempted 
suicide the appellant 
said {a) that only the 
E TREATS THE coost UHconvontional 
- »t • suicide would select for 


fbCfLfViOUOlVntrf Ut, QUO ‘ j 1. • i 

?w w ‘'f disorderly. on which there Zve numerTurpSe"'- 

i (c) Attempting to commit suicide, boats and other craft within view; 

if J Conducting the business of a (6) that it is not the natural action of a 

if ay. he has committed m law is a street-bookmaker. ^icide to remove his coat before the 

"^VKh^dilkilSt^r/^ ff the Navigation Acts) fatalplunge, and (c) that his first act on 

meoiSft 5*th' “'i? f** '““”8 the appellant 

case no blame whatever attaches to the said that he had never made a bet in 


act is lAtsQ clfiOT- A 1 ou uuo saiu voaii 118 nau Hevor maue a Dec in 

Mt IS less clyr. A iiiend of the appel- persons responsible for the framing of his life ; no other nerson but Snooker 

placed “ n heard or sL anything of the 
m<«tdifflcultpositionbythe%pellant’s tion;and.sinceSnUer^4oonhTo^^^^ 
adSsed L^OTeuLtY/twolt^^^ ® principle of showing had lost the wager, confessed 

terns- “Biuiffrfnonnd^^^^^^^ English law that a person who appears in cross-examination that he had not in 
SovS» has done something fact passed any money to the appellant. 


inmn ov^ » thsT thl a ^.uuoe-courj, nas none something fact passed any money to the appellant, 

L 1 ®PP®Pa°t,_ who undesirable, and citizens who take it but on the <intrarv had wa^^fcad off 

HSkS-S 






SEMI-DETACHED. 

‘Oh, DEABi I DO WISH THAT imESOME MAK NEXT BOOB WOntDS(>T LEAH AGAINST HIS ItANTELMBOE.” 


to prove that, afc the time of liis im- 
mersion, no race was actually in pro- 
•^ress and no craft or vessel was within 
lifty yards from the bridge. 

But in addition to these particular 
answers, all of wliicb, in my judgment, 
have substance, the appellant made the 
general answer that this was a free 
country and a man can do what he likes 
if he does nobody any harm. And with 
that observation the appellant’s case 
lakes on at once an entirely new aspect. 
If I may use an expression which I have 
used many times before in this Court, 
it-is like the thirteenth stroke of a crazy 
clock, which not only is itself discredited 
but casts a shade of doubt over all 
previous assertions. For it would be 
idle to deny that a man capable of 
that remark would be capable of the 
grossest forms of licence and disorder. 
It cannot be too cleaidy understood that 
this is not a free country, and it will be 
an evil day for the legal profession when 
it is. The citizens of London must 
realise that there is almost nothing they 
are^ allowed to do. Prima^^cie^ all 
actions are illegal, if not by Act of 
Parliament, by Ord^r in Council ^,, and, 
if not by Council, by Deps^ 

mental' or Police- Eegulations, or Bye-"'' 
laws. They may not eat where they 
like, drink where they like, walk where 


they like, drive where they like, sing 

■ Avhere they like or sleep where they 

■ like. And least of all may they do 
unusual actions “ for fun.” People must 

' not do things for fun. We are not here 
for fun. There is no reference to fun in 
any Act of Parliament. And if anything 
is said in this Court to encourage a 
belief that Englishmen are entitled to 
jump off bridges for their own' amuse- 
ment the next thing to go will be the 
Constitution. For these reasons there- 
fore I have come to the conclusion that 
this appeal must fail. It is nob for me 
to say what offence the appellant has 
committed, but I am satisfied that he 
has committed some offence, for which 
he has been most properly punished. 

Mudd J . said that in his opinion the 
appellant had done his trousers no good 
and the offence was damage to property. 

Adder J, concurred. 

The appeal was dismissed. 

===3========^^ A.P.H. 

I Notice concerning taxi fares found on 
the counter in a Far-Eastern hotel : — 

“ (1) For the out town motoring 20% shall 
be increased upon. 

(2) 20% increase shall bo made' for the 
mdddy road, and also 50% increase for 
'' - the abominable weathers . ” 

The question our taxi-drivers are asking 
is, “Why should London wait?” 


SDCCES FOU. 

Said he from whom I bought the car, 
“Eemember where the gadgets are; 
Note that upon your left appears 
The what 's-his-name that works the 
gears ; 

And also on the left,” said he, 
“Observe the hand-brake thingummy. 
Here, at your feet, you’ll find the clutch ; 
Be careful not to go and touch ' 

The accelerator in mistake 
For this — the foot (or pedal) brake. 
Now with your right hand you can grip 
The thing which makes the head-lights 
dip ” 

But here I took the car away 
And drove it till last Saturday, 

And drove it well, except at nights 
When I forgot to dim the lights. 
Although by signal-precept bid 
To do as other drivers did. 

Last Saturday I had a tense 
And terrible experience : 

There came a time for swift decision 
To save an imminent collision; 

I acted ; in a brace of shakes 
I jammed on hand and pedal brakes 
(Or thought I did--it turned out later 
One was the foot accelerator) . . , 

And, for one instant ere we crashed, 
Proudly my head-lamps dipped and 
flashed. 



THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN. 

(With achnoioledgments to the late Max Adelem.) 

We have lost our Uncle Peter, who made existence sweeter, 
And it beggars^ rhyme and metre to express the grief we 
feel; | 

When his death it was reported got up andj 

snorted 

For he saw .that he was thwarted in his philanthropic zeal. 

We have also lost Aiint Dolly, so exuberant and jolly, 

And are plunged in melancholy that is tragic and intense ; 
She was not very clever, or inspired by high endeavour, 
But at least she hardly ever deviated Into sense. 

Oh, what *s the use of solid information, stale and stolid, 
Which is now so freely volleyed in the ears of listeners4n, 
Who are suffering from a chronic need of something bright’ 
and .tonic, 

Something that is saxophonic—ch eery chat and merry din ? 

No alert observer wonders that the Press protests and 
thunders 

At the recent ghastly blunders of the autocrats in power, 
And with strident declamation demands the .restoration, 

In the interests of the nation, of the Aunts’ and Uncles’ 
Hour. 

Without remorse or pity we should fire this vile Committee 
- Which in country and in city is providing noxious fare ; 
Which is making children frantic by its tyranny pedantic 
And across the broad Atlantic driving Beecham in despair. 


Let us organise our forces to redeem the State resources 
From the tnediseval courses. to which they have been lured ; 
Till from John-o’-Groats to Bootle, by avuncular recruital, 
The Millennium of Footle is established and secured. 

Meanwhile let every “kiddie,” from Plodder Lane to Priddy 
Or the distant Isle of Whiddy, reiterate the cry : 

“Give us back from five till seven our hours of wireless 
heaven 

And postpone until eleven what is meant to edify.” 

“The Intimk Tbio.” 

Broadcasting Brogravme, Daily Paper. 
“To-morrow the Intune Trio will give a varied chamber music 
programme.” — Sunday Paper, 

We trust they played both intune and intime. 

“The barometer is falling very fast to the N.W. of Ireland, and 
has dropped 12 in, in the last three ^ours, which is an exceptionally 
rapid fall.” — Liverpool Paper, 

Not for the N.W, of Ireland. Four feet in the fraction of 
a second has been known w^hen the nail was loose. 

“ A motorist driving over ICirkston Pass witnessed a hunting spec- 
tacle unique in the history of the Lake District. On one side of the 
main road from a height of over 1,CXX> feet could be seen the Uilswater 
pack in full cry after a fox, and the Windermere Harriers pulling 
down a hare. On the other side\ f tlm ma d Coniston Hounds were 
seen hot foot after a fox in TroutbeoE^Plrilhac H^yrenees), where a 
huge mass of hereabouts,” ’^Provincial Paper, 

Did we not know that Cumberland sportsmen are famous 
their keen sight we should be afraid that this story was 
neither hereabouts nor thereabouts. 





THE CRACK IN THE WILLOW PLATE. 


Caktonesb Pobeign Minister. “I INVITE YOU TO COME OVEE AND EEAVE AN AMICABLE 
DISOUSSION ABOUT OUE EUTDEE EELATIONS.” 

British Eoreiqn Minister. “V/ITH PLEA8UEE — AS SOON AS THIS BEIDGE HAS BEEN 
EESTOEED. 






AN UNPOSTED LETTER TO MY LAUNDRY. 

Dbae Sir or Madam, — ^Precedenfc 
neither demands nor permits that I 
should signify my esteem for you in 
the customary seasonable manner. 
However, I cannot allow another year 
to begin without placing on record my 
appreciation of the services rendered by 
you on my behalf during the past one. 

In the first place I have now only 
one dress-shirt fit to wear. That is a 
great advantage for which the credit is 
entirely yours. The eternal question, 
“Which shall I wear to-night?” no 
longer arises. To those of my friends 
who were good enough to ask me what 
I wanted for Christmas I was able 
to reply unhesitatingly “ Dress-shirts,” 
whereas in previous years I have never 
been able to think of anything in time. 
Even if they do not fall in with my 
suggestion I shall not be in the least 
put out. Self-denial is one of the most 
Christian of virtues and it is entirely 
owing to you that I have learned to 
manage with (for example) only two 
stiff collars since early in November. 
(You will remember, perhaps, the un- 
fortunate accident with the mangling 
machine in October.) I quite realise 
that you intended me to have three, 
but the third was on its way back on 


that^very wet day when your errand- 
boy intervened so gallantly in the dog- 
fight next door. 

I feel bound to mention the increased 
sense of responsibility that I now 
possess. You have taught me to start 
dressing for dinner ten minutes before 
anybody else in case there should be 
any sleeves to be levered apart or 
any interesting edges to be filed down. 
Pin-hunting, too, is a pursuit which 
has taught me to be careful and thor- 
ough. My pin-cushion, once so bare 
and useless, now bristles with pins, 
every one of which is a gift from you. 
I may say that I attribute my un- 
pleasant experience at the dinner-party 
last August entirely to my own negli- 
gence; I have no reason to suppose 
that you put in any more pins then 
than usual. 

Your humour is of a kind that I find 
quite irresistible. You probably re- 
member the white waistcoat I sent to 
be dry-cleaned but which you returned 
to me boiled and starched. I chuckle 
every time I think of it. And then 
your unspeakably droll habit of making 
little circles of red thread round the 
accidental holes, as much as to say, 
‘<Be careful not to put an elbow or a 
big toe through here. Bed! Danger!!” 

I almost forgot to mention another 


Christmas-present problem that you 
have helped me to solve. I found, 
quite by chance, that my last new 
pyjama suit (the ex-purple one) fits my 
nine-year-old son and heir much better 
than it now fits me, so I have givqn it 
to him. I see no reason for doubting 
the statement that the colouring is 
exceptionally fast ; indeed, it has very 
little farther to go. 

I hope I shall not appear to be com- 
plaining if I ask you one question, and 
that is, Are you worried, inconveni- 
enced, or otherwise upset if I remove 
the marks you put on to my things ? 
You see, I have my own little mark — 
my name, in fact — oii everything to 
denote that it belongs to me, and I 
don’t particularly care about large 
woollen X’s and W’s all over the parts 
that show. 

I need hardly add that you are at 
liberty to make any use of this letter 
you please, and remain, 

Your grateful customer, 

Algernon Owslebuey. 

“This was my chance, and I seized it. I 
planted a two-ounce mullet in the centre of 
that up-raised neck, breaking the spine, as I 
afterwards discovered, and thereby killing it 
instantly .” — Canadim Fajper. 

A wonderful feat, if true, but we fear 
there is something fishy about it. 




Fireman. “The ’ole fing was such a subpeise tee mb, Sie, you could ’a* knocked me damn wiv a fbvvee.” 
Captain {to Master -‘at- Arms). “Well, what have you to say?” 

Master-at-Arms. “I was the feathee, Sir.” 


EDUCATION. 

N OTHiNO- fills me with so much aston- 
ishu^ent as the theory (which I frequently 
see advanced in the papers) that a pub- 
lic school and university education are 
of little use for fitting a man to take his 
place in the business world. Mercy on 
us I Am I the only Londoner with eyes ? 

In my own experience it is impossible 
to go past one of those street boudoirs 
in which expensive motor-cars are sold 
without observing one or two radiantly- 
attired Bachelors of Arts standing in 
negligent poses amongst the palms. Nor 
can one enter any of those large stores 
which abound in modern London with- 
out being conscious that the heads of 
departments speak with the well-known 
accents of Balliol and King’s. Bronzed 
athletes have a grip on haberdashery, 
sixth-form monitors control white sales, 
graduates preside genially over palatial 
hotels. And they tell me it is the same 
ih the City. 

^ It'ns quite' true, no doubt, that em- 
ployers as a class do not demand an in- 
timate knowledge of Greek particles, 


philosophy, history or literature from 
those who are going to help them to 
throw their millions about. But they 
do, I think, impose certain rigid tests, 
j There must, I am sure, be some mis- 
understanding in the minds of publicists, 
novelists and newspaper-men who attack 
public schools and universities. They 
cannot have grasped the exacting nature 
of the qualifications which are required 
in the modern business world. 

An interview between a rich business 
man and; the young applicant for an 
important post is conducted, I fancy, 
somewhat like this : — 

The young applicant mentions with 
becoming diffidence his previous record. 
The business man removes his cigar 
from his mouth and crosses one leg 
I over the other. 

“ H’m,’* he says. “ Sunningdale. 
H’m. I see. And what was the handi- 
cap you mentioned?** 

‘‘Four, Sir.** 

The business man puts the tips of 
his fingers together and half-closes his 
eyes. It is the attitude of a millionaire 
in thought. Then he speaks. 


“ Well, I *11 tell you what I *11 do for 
you, my lad. I *11 give you one thou- 
sand five hundred pounds a year on 
probation for the first two years, and if 
you can bring it down to scratch we *11 
call it a deal.** 

There is also, of course, cricket. It 
does no good to the reputation of any 
big business firm to lack distinguished 
or at any rate capable cricketers on its 
staff. A'^nd there is lawn-tennis. Con- 
tracts are being perpetually lost through 
the want of a good lawn-tennis player 
up to county tournament form in a 
managerial post. I knew a man who 
was remarkably skilful at almost every 
game which involved the use of a ball, 
and actually felt himself obliged to give 
up academic life because the call of 
business was so strong. He had starred 
as a public-school master. And when I 
asked him after a year or two how he 

was getting on 

“ Dull,** he said. “ Very dull.*' 

“ But you get plenty of cricket, don*t 
you ? ** 

** I *m tired,** he confessed, ** of play- 
ing cricket with boys.** 
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“There’s golf,” I hazarded. 

“ Dull again ! ” he said. “ I daresay 
you’d hardly believe it, but there isn’t 
a man on the staff below six.” 

Some time afterwards I met him 
again, and found that he had been given 
,a very good business position in the 
North of England. 

“But don’t you find that almost as 
dull as the other thing? ” I asked. 

“ Not in the least,” he said brightly. 
“The secretary to the board of direc- 
tors is plus one.” 

It might be argued, I know, that 
vacancies in the business world could 
be filled quite as easily from our pro- 
fessional cricket nurseries, or through 
the advice of a good caddie-master. 
But to say this is to leave out of sight 
certain other requirements of the modern 
business man. 

Exercise is all-important. But the 
body has also to be clothed without 
and to be filled within. How often 
does not the young aspirant to a high 
place in the business world owe his 
advance to the day when he appeared 
wearing a tie of unusual elegance, or to 
the advice he gave with regard to a 
particular dish or a particular wine? 
Your millionaire must entertain. He 
must go to cabarets and to night-clubs 
like the rest of us ; and in these affairs, 
more especially if he is a self-made 
man, he needs the advice of the young. 
And where are the young to learn the 
finer canons of taste except at the univer- 
sities and the public schools ? 

The fact is that the people who write 
these articles do not understand the 
business world. Their vision is obscured 
by notions about science and the im- 
portance of technical skill, which are 
only annoying to millionaires, who nat- 
urally want to amuse themselves. In 
Fleet Street and the world of literature 
the position is of course quite different. 

I shall never forget my surprise when 
I first found out that the author of those 
splendid articles on The Eeorganisation 
of British Industry was a plain little 
man from a Northern industrial town, 
wearing extremely shabby clothes and 
having an accent that would have made 
a Eegent Street shopwalker burst into 
tears. 

But such is life. Bvoe. 


News of the Fast Set, 

“Duchess to Eace Greyhounds.” 

Daily Paper, 

“ It appears that you have been living a life 
of crime since about 1927. You are rather a 
danger to society and the magistrates have 
decided to send you to prison for three months 
with hard labour.” 

Provincial Paper ^ January 8rd. 

The prisoner doesn’t seem to have kept 
his New Year Eesolutions veryTbng. 


THE CALL OF THE WILD. 

[Suggested by the announcement that the 
Rev. R. J. Campbell is about to take a holiday 
trip to the Sahara.] 

I 'd like to sit and meditate 
Under the deodara ; 

I ’d like to go and excavate 
The tomb-land of Sakk^ra ; 

I ’d like to listen to the harp 
Upon the hill of Tara, 

Or wander in the quest of carp 
Along the banks of Vara, 

Or breathe the air upon the top 
Of rugged Glaramara, 

Or quaff unbounded ginger- 
pop 

In Kerry by Lough Oaragb. 

I ’d like to go to Monaco 
With Isidore de Lara, 

Or visit Hollywood in hope 
Of.seeing Theda Baba, 


Or hunt the agile antelope 
In sugary Demerara. 

I *d like to sample on the spot 
The magic of Ferrara, 

Or rent a small tobacco-plot 
In Cuba, close to Yara, 

Oi: trace St. Bernard’s footsteps in 
The valley of Ohiara, 

Or eat hot winkles with a pin 
Upon the beach at Zara, 

Or stare at the Pacific from 
The heights of Punta Jara, 

Or listen bo the loud torn-tom 
Played by the tribe of Trara. 

I ’d love to fly to far Japan, 

‘ The“ happy land of hara- 
Kiri and 0 Mimosa San, 

Cherries and Sayonara. 

But most of all I dearly long 
To travel to El Gara 
And hear the cassowary’s song 
Upon the Grand Sahara. 





Constable (adopting the 7Uio politeness, as ordered hj Scotland Yard). teust I dok't inteude.” 


THE MOSCOW MANNER. 


In older days, when someone wanted something of another, 
Ho spoke him fair and friendly as a Briton and a brother ; 
And persons who desired their troops to hurry to the fray 
Were careful to suggest it in a complimentary way, 

‘ " Singing— 

Yeomm ! True men I Sons, of the free ! 

Ileirs of the ages, Lords of the Seal ^ 

Men of Levon I makers of the maps, 

Splendid fellozaSj capital chaps, 

There's the foe! 

Away tve go ! 

Good men, true men, follow me ! 


Parasites! Snobs! Shareholders! Hats! 
Bosses! Bullies! Bloodsuckers! Bats! 
Liberals, lap-dogs, black-legs, fools. 
Company -directors, capitalist tools, 
Conservatives, stoats, 

I ivant your votes — 

Peers and parasites, totb yob mk ! 


A. P. H. 


The Spread of Western Culture in the East. 

**Proposedby Maung Aye Maung, seconded by Maung Ba Thein, 
that a farehell party be given to U Ba Shein and 3\Iaung Ba Htiko 
on Friday.” — Bangoo^i Gazette. 


\ But nowadays it ’s different. The demagogue is proud 
To explain to his supporters they’re a miserable crowd, 
And it seems that to electrify the British worker’s blood 
You address the man as dirt and you remind him he is mud, 

Singing— 

Wage-slaves ! Yoke-fellczos ! Dolts and dztpes ! 
Economic serfs and nincompoops ! 

Earth-worms, half-wits, capitalist patons, 
Jail-birds, jelly-fish, slum-scum, prazons! 
Industrial cogs, 

Poor fools and frogs. 

Beggars, boobies — tote fob me I 


** What Motorists Miss ! ” 

Headline in Mcrning Paper. 

Quite good. But a snappier article can be made out of 
What Motorists Hit. 


“There seems to be a growing aversion to the country and its 
honest occupation. The able-bodied of our farm-hinds, hypnotised 
by the attractions of city life, aro drifting to Valletta, where they 
swell the multitude of virtue and vice thronging the precincts of the 
police courts. May we not suppose that there are dark practices at 
work among this great army of idleness in which the ubiquitous 
shark is making hay ? ” — Malta Paper. 


Woll, someone must make it if the agriculturists refuse. 


Our fathers found it wiser to throw very little dirt 
At the persons they were seeking at the moment to convert. 
But now, if people argue when you say that black is white, 
Yow'must kick them in the stomach till they see that you 

■■ • ■ Singins- 


“In Splendid Condition. 

£1,1^.-— An artistically designed semi-detached modern, pre-war 
Freehold House, in exceptionally convenient position, close to bus 
route and shopping centre ; fair-sized garden; price includes fittings 
and lions : vacant possession .” — Local Paper. 


It might be well for any prospective purchaser to ascer- 
tain what happened to the last occupier. 
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THE COTTAGE. 

[The Pbime Minister will preside at a 
Conference, called by the Royal Society of 
Arts, on January 26bh, for the purpose of in- 
augurating a fund to preserve our rapidly- 
disappearing old English cottages. Lovers of 
old cottage architecture are invited to send 
contributions to the Secretary of the Society, 
John Street, Adelphi, W.C.2.] 

Hence, loathed Bungalow, 

Nor dare with standard frames and 
Swedish doors 
And rude unseasoned floors 
Defile this spot where Beauty loves to 
blow. 

Find out some Cockney haunt, 

W here the loud-speaker still incessant 
blares 

Its uncouth jazzy airs ; 

There, mid thy fellows that affront 
the view 

With every horrid hue, 

Thy pink jtsbestos tiles for ever flaunt. 

But hail, thoU Cottage, standing fair, 
As by Nature planted there, 

Thatched with Norfolk reeds or heather, 
Proof against all kinds 6f weather, 

Cool in summer heats and warm 
When wintry^ Boreas brings the storm. 
Lichens silver,’ gold a;ndj grey - 
Trick thee out in such a,rray,. 

So delicately soft and faint 
As only Father Time can paint. 

In days or ever Fancy’s child 
Had learnt to warble woodnotes wild, 
The swallows, scorning with the leaves, 
Sought the broad shelter of thy eaves ; 
Here their nests in. safety hung,' - 
Here they reared their clamorous young, 
And here their far descendants still 
Build with the old ancestral skill 

At thy oaken door there twine 
Eose and twisted eglantine ; 

Velvet gilly-flower greets 
Evening with her perfumed sweets ; 
Here are hollyhocks, and here 
Blue forget-me-nots appear, 

With pansies, marybuds and stocks, 
Bordered by the trim-dipt box. 

Here at times may Fancy see 
The village craftsmen building thee. 
Few their tools and strangely rough, 
Yet for their simple task enough, 

For is not every hand and eye 
I Instinct with native artistry ? ■ 

Dorpaer, gable, roof-tree grows 
In charm unstudied, like the rose, 

With curves the eye delights to trace, 
So perfect in their artless gx'ace. 

Anon the thatcher crowns his work 
With here a twist and there a quirk, ; 
As though there were no joy to match 
The fun that one can find in thatch. 
These simple pleasures, Cottage, give, 
And I in thee would choose to live. 



Wife {in newly-acg^uired mansion). “I’m all fob ancestors, Geobge, but these 

BEALLY ABE A BIT MOTHY, AIN’T THEY?” 


DEATH BY MISADVENTURE. 

DuiiiNa the festive season our house- 
hold has suffered a sad loss. Charlie 
is dead. He passed out on Christmas 
night, and, small as he was, his death 
has left a gap that can never be filled. 
It is useless to say that we can always 
get another fly. How can we? Are 
flies so plentiful these wintry days that 
any household lucky enough to have 
one to spare will be willing to sell? 
Would we have sold Charlie ? Never ! 

He had endeared himself to the whole 
family during the many months he had 
spent under our roof, or, to be quite 
accurate, during the weeks that have 
elapsed since the middle of October, 


when we first became aware of his 
existence. Before that he had been 
just one of the crowd. EemorsCfully 
we recall the ruthless w^ar we waged 
upon his kind, a bitter campaign which 
only determined courage and uncommon 
agility on Charlie’s part enabled him to 
survive. 

Nob that we knew him then as Charlie. 
Even when all the rest had been swatted 
out of existence his continued presence 
in the home was ignored. Sadly and 
tenderly we retrace the steps by which 
he as an individual impinged upon our 
consciousness and captured our affec- 
tions. It took him less than a week. 
On Sunday at lunch-time he was a 
casual stranger; at breakfast the follow- 
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ing Saturday be was a family friend, dreams shattered by his untimely death “ He ’s blotto,” replied George. 

On Sunday his presence evoked a care- was the hope of entering him at a Fly It was true. Charlie was indeed in- 

less complacent “Not many flies about Show, where, as we confidently believed, toxicated. Yet there was nothing dis- 
nowadays.” Monday’s comment was, he would have carried ofl not only all gusting or unpleasant in his condition. 
“A fly! Must be the sole survivor.” the prizes for his particular class, but He carried his liquor like a gentleman 
Then came Tuesday’s interested “That the medal or cup, “Open to All Classes,” and, once he was on his legs on the 
fly again ” ; Wednesday’s admiring for the Best Fly in the show. level, seemed to be much as usual. 

“ Look at that fly ” ; Thursday’s cheer- We are not sure whether it was the There was a slight abandon in his move- 
ful “Here comes the fly”; Friday’s brandy on the plum-pudding or the ments and a reckless gaiety in his voice, 
cordial “Hullo, fly!” and Saturday’s sherry in the trifle that was the cause but these symptoms, though not cus- 
affectionate “ Here ’s Charlie.” of the tragedy. Charlie, I think, partook tomary with him, were quite in keeping 

A fly makes a delightful household heartily of both. But the truth is we with a festive occasion. Perhaps we 
pet, and Charlie seemed to combine in were entertaining a fairly large party ought not to have left him alone in that 
his small person all the virtues of all on Christmas Day and none of the state, but he seemed so well and so 
domesticated animals. “ Sleep any- family was able to give much attention happy that we felt no anxiety, and we 
where, eat anything ” was literally true to him. Indeed it was one of our guests left him singing merrily to himself on 
of him. Playful as a kitten, faithful as who first observed that there was any- the rim of an empty wine-glass, 
a dog, gentle with children — what more thing amiss. Charlie had been intro- He was never seen alive again. When 

could one ask ? We all loved him. A duced when we sat down to dinner and we trooped back to the dining-room for 
biggish family in a smallish house, we had made a very favourable impression supper there he lay, a pathetic little 
had always regretted that we had no by his quiet friendly manner. But when black blob in a wide expanse of whipped- 
room for animals. In i 1 cream. 


fact, but for three Pekes 
and a dog we have no 
pets at all, except the 
cat and her two kittens 
and the tortoise. And 
the- tortoise hardly 
counts, for half the year 
we seldom see him, and 
the rest of the time we 
can’t tell whether he 
has died in his sleep or 
only stopped to think. 
He is quite a likeable 
beast, but reserved and 
upresponsive. 

Charlie, on the other 
hand, was the little 
friend of all the world, 
lively, cheerful, cpn- 
fiding. It was proof 
of his wonderful charm 
of manner that, al- 





First Arrival (much impressed). “Blimey, Gingeb, you ain’t are missed 
SOMETHIN’ I You OUGHT TO ’AVB SEEN ’iM UNCURL ’iSSELP.” 


though he distributed his favours with I he withdrew to see about his own meal I suicidal tendencies. 


cream. 

Artificial respiration 
was tried, and only 
abandoned because it 
was evident that life 
was extinct. 

At the inquest Uncle 
James, who was ap- 
pointed coroner, said 
.that there was no ques- 
tion of foul play. The 
deceased had many 
friends and no enemies, 
and the complete absence 
of motive made murder 
unthinkable. The sug- 
gestion of suicide was 
equally preposterous. 
Evidence %vould be 
given that the deceased 
appeared to have no 
worries of any kind and 
had never shown any 


the utmost impartiality, each of us we forgot him. It was young Arm- 
believed that he or she was singled strong (of the Air Force) who, after 


After Peter had identified the body 
as that of Ins fly (murmurs of protest 


out for his attentions. Peter, after he observing him for a while with the eye Iroin other members of the family) 
had been to the circus, had hopes of of an expert, suddenly announced — medical evidence was taken, 

training Charlie and exhibiting him “Yourfly’sdevelopingenginotrouble.” Dr. Littlejohn said that, after exam- 
latei'^ on as “ The World’s Only Per- We all looked up, startled, and ining the remains, he had formed the 

forming Fly.” Already, he declared, watched Charlie steering an erratic opinion that death was duo to suffocation, 
after only a week’s practice, Charlie course between the brandy-sauce and Questioned by the Coiwier: He was not 

was almost perfect in the first trick, the trifle. in a position to savwhetherthe deceased 


But no one else could see that the fly “Oh, poor darling! He’s ill,” ex- 
came at his whistle or even knew that claimed Mildred as he made a forced 


e trifle. ^ ^ in a position to say whether the deceased 

*‘Oh, poor darling! He’s ill,” ex- hadfallenintothecreamorhadwalkedin. 
limed Mildred as he made a forced Evidence having been given by Peter 
ading in the middle of her plate. and others as to the tastes, habits and 


he bad whistled. However, Peter was landing in the middle of her plate. and others as to the tastes, habits and 
epnfident that before he went back to He struggled gamely to his feet and character of the deceased, the jury, 
school Charlie would have learned to did his best to make light of the ac- without withdrawing, considered their 
stand at attention, stand easy, salute cident. Pulling himself together he verdict, Mildred’s gentle suggestion of 
the flag and die for his country. essayed to walk off the plate with a “Death from natural causes” received 

But these dreams were never to be jaunty bearing, and he had just reached some support; George’s harsh “Death 
realised. , Gone too are other hopes the edge when, lurching heavily, he from alcoholic poisoning,” none. Young 
centred in our little pet. We were sure lost his balance and fell on his back op Armstrong said that, if the truth were 
that he had all the “ points of the the table-cloth. known, something had probably gone 

thorough-bred house-fly— heavy shoul- It was a painful moment for us all. wrong with the machinery and the pilot 
dei^, neat fetlock, narrow waist, strong Mildred was almost in tears. V 7 as in no way to blame. In the end a 

slender proboscis and wide intelligent “Poor little thing! What’s wrong verdict of Death by misadventure” 
eyes set well apart. And one of the with him ? ” she cried, was brought in, George dissenting. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

«*The Bdaokbirds ” (London Pavilion). 

A VISITOR to the second edition of 
The Blackbirds finds himself in pre- 
sence of a “ cult.” He is surrounded 
by devout worshippers, fanatics who, 
disdaining to follow an ancient pre- 
cedent and slash themselves with 
knives on the threshold of the shrine, 
offer their ears to a persistent assault 
of rhythmical noises which first excite 
and later overwhelm. I positively 
reeled into Piccadilly and the com- 
parative quiet of the roaring traffic, 
pursued by the furies of remembered 
cacophonies, hand-clappings, foot-tap- 
pings, strange'-toned voices, trying to 
shake myself free of the maddening 
rhythm. One has a suspicion that, if 



INVITATION TO THE DANCE. 

Miss Edith Wilson. 

one went again, one would be less sen- 
sitive, and, if yet again and again, be- 
come an addict, and be haled by sorrow- 
ing rational friends to Plarley Street 
and the haunts of the psycho-analysts, 
osteopaths, cheiropractics and artifioial- 
sunlight-bath specialists. 

However, if your nerves are strong 
and your blood-pressure normal, thei'e 
is a tonic quality in this exceedingly 
vital and clever show, which has appar- 
ently captured the town more com- 
pletely than any exotic visitation since 
the Eussian Ballet. The virtuosity of 
the step-dancing of Messrs. Lloyd 
Mitchell, U. S. Thompson and Johnny 
Nit is indeed as astonishing a phen- 
omenon as that of the Nijinskis and 
Karsavinas. It does not seem possible 
that human muscles can respond so 
quickly to brain impulses or continue so 
long in action without exhaustion. But 


this kind of dancing, being in no way in- 
terpretative, cannot, I should suppose, 
afford enough variety to hold perma- 
nently the attention and admiration 



LOOKING EOB A BLUE BIBD. 

' Miss Florence' Mills." ’ 

which for the moment it has lexcited. 
There is a pleasant Warmth of tone in 
the voices of this company — a racial in-, 
heritance. This tone is modified, not for 
the better, by the assumption of a rather 
harsh nasality which comes of contact, 
imitation and sophistication. Miss 
Florence Mills has a voice of great 



ELOQUENT SILENCE. 
Mb. Johnny Hudoins. 


range and sweetness and gives us the 
only hint of beauty in the grotesque 
medley. She is an artist to the finger- 
and toe-tips and, as the professionals 
say, carries ” the show on the slender 
thread of her attractive vital person- 
ality, graced by a touch of modest shy- 
ness, and with an entire freedom from 
the star's vice of selfishly playing for 
her own hand. 

That diverting silent grotesque, Mr. 
Johnny Hddoins, won the enthusiastic 
and affectionate reception of the estab- 
lished favourite. He has invented an 
entirely new and mysterious method of 
progression across the floor of the stage 



TO SOOTHE THE NEGRO BREAST. 
A Cmtomer . . . Me. John Rucker. 
Ah Sing Mr. Sydney Perrin, 


which makes it difficult to believe he 
has not ball-bearings in the soles of his 
shoes. As an exhibition of resourceful- 
ness in facial expression and gesture, in 
variations on a simple theme, his hand- 
ling of the part of the husband during 
his wife's endless conversation with one 
Mose would be difficult to beat. 

This sketch, “Who's on the 'Phone? ’* 
is possibly the best revue sketch that 
has ever been presented to us, and one 
is reminded thereby to say that, though 
there is much in this and other num- 
bers that might be called daring and 
made suggestive, the members of the 
company avoided the temptation of 
stressing their points unduly or fur- 
tively. It is not exactly a P.S.A. per- 
formance, but it is not unwholesome in 
the accepted sense of that word. Per- 
haps the well-brought-up might take 
more exception to “Come, Take a Trip 
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to Hades with Me/’ My own sensations 
were chiefly confined to sympathy with 
'Mr. John Pattne, who stood so danger- 
ously in the draught which was working 
the leaping silk flames that formed the 
background of this irreverent modern 
immorality play. Miss Edith Wilson’s 
new song, ^‘Don’t Advertise Your Man,” 
was a masterly little essay in sex philo- 
sophy, and showed that capable com6di- 
enne at her excellent hest. 

The star turn of the Hew show is the 
scene in the Hotsy Totsy Cabaret in 
Harlem, with its admirable grouping, 
its undercurrent of sinister suggestion 
and its surface comedy in the variations 
of the Black Bottom dance, which we 
pray may not succeed the more violent 
forms of Charlestoning, to the further 
disintegration of our dancing manners. 

T. 

BRITISH FILMS. 

Mr. Punch very earnestly supports 
the recent appeal in the Press on behalf 
of the aims of the British Empire Film 
Institute, The recent Beport of the 

J mperial Conference expressed the most 
serious concern that throughout the Brit- 
ish Empire most of the films at present 
exhibited are of alien origin and almost 
invariably take for granted social and 
moral ideals and manners of thought 
which are not identical with our own; 
while some of those which purport to 
j'epresent British life produce (whether 
intentionally or unintentionally) an 
unhappy rendering of it, which does 
harm as well outside as inside the 
Empire. 

The British Empire Film Institute, 
which was inaugurated last year for 
the purpose of attempting to remedy 
this regrettable state of affairs, is carry- 
ing out a constructive policy by seeking 
to create a healthy public opinion on 
the subject of British Films, and by dis- 
seminating information relating thereto 
throughout the Empire; also by con- 
ferring Awards of Merit for films of 
distinctive value. 

The Institute is not a commercial 
enterprise, and for the purpose of carry- 
ing out its educational and propaganda 
work it has issued an appeal for finan- 
cial support from those who feel strongly 
on this most vital matter. 

Subscriptions should be sent to the 
Hon. Director, Mr. J. Aubrey Bees, 
British Empire Film Institute, Abbey 
House, Westminster, S.W. 1. 

From a police-court report : — 

‘ ‘ Arrived at the station he became convinced 
^she was drunk. So were the magistrates, who 
‘fined her Ss.” — West-Countnj Pajper, 

It might have been more, but a fellow- 
feeling, no doubt, made them wondrous 
merciful. 

THE WIRELESS BULLETIN. 

“We don't hear anything about the 
Test Matches now,” said Granny, laying 
down the earphones. “ I don’t think 
the new management is nearly as good 
as it was in the old days. It*s all 
about therms and francs and turnips 
and things.” 

“ Give them a chance,” my son John 
protested peevishly (he is still convales- 
cing after Christmas). “ The cricket 
season was over ages ago.” 

“ Well, perhaps that 's it,” Granny 
conceded reluctantly ; ‘‘ but all the same 
I do think they ought to begin practis- 
ing again soon.” 

We get the football results,” John 
said. “ You can’t have cricket all the 
year round.” ^ 

“Personally I find the agricultural 
;quotations a better substitute,” I volun- 
teered. “They ought to be on about 
inow. There’s more romance about 
the cabbage than I’d ever supposed, 
and as for the ups and downs in the 
private life of the turkey, why, it ’s posi- 
tively thrilling. One day he' lords it 
over all the other birds, only to drop, a 
few weeks later, into a mere commoner 
again.” „ • ^ \ 

/ John winced at^the reference to the 
turkey’s ups and downs; but Granny 
was not to be diverted. 

“ If they don’t start practising again 
soon’ they ’ll never keep those ashes,” 
she said gravely. “ Now I wonder how 
Mr. Hobbs spent his Christmas? ” - 

My only criticism of the new wireless 
oi^ganisation is that they missed an 
opportunity to restore fatherhood to 
the dignity of a calling. They should 
have abolished broadcasting until the 
evening and made it illegal for any 
household to have more than one set of 
headphones. In my youth, when the 
newspaper was the medium through 
which news of the outer world perco- 
lated through to the family, the father, 
in a public-spirited and discriminating 
way, read out the tit-bits which lie 
thought suitable. Nowadays, while he 
is hard at work in the City, his family 
is tapping all manner of sources of in- 
formation to which be himself has no 
access, and in the evening, on his return 
home, he becomes a waste-paper basket 
for all the useless trash they have picked 
up. 

Worse still, with’ the earphones on 
it is impossible for him to be sure that 
they are giving proper attention to the 
things he feels it his duty to repeat to 
them. 

I find that nobody in my family 
takes any interest in the agricultural 
quotations, and there I do get a chance, 
except with my wife, who has, I am 
grieved to say, developed the careless 

habit of listening-in with the ’phones 
disconnected. Ifeel very stronglyabout 
the educational value of the meteorolo- 
gical and agricultural reports myself 
and find their fluctuations more sooth- 
ing, after a busy day, than this inter- 
minable jazz. I left John and his 
grandmother to their argument and 
was soon wafted through an anti- 
cyclone north of Greenland into the 
steadier realms of eggs, butter and 
cheese. 

“This fs interesting,” I said aloud, 
“John, there’s something about you 
on the wireless.” 

“But my birthday isn’t till March,” 
he answered. 

“No, it’s about your health,” I ex- 
plained. “You’re among the distin- 
guished invalids.” 

“ What does it say ? ” inquired John, 
.bursting with pride. 

“It says porkers are easier to-day,” 

I answered. 

THE PAVEMENT-ARTIST. 

Hts pictures as exhibited 

Were just the usual thing : 

A Ijerring with a loaf of bread, 

A sunset and the King. 

Unshaded from the noonday sun 

They covered all his pitch, 

Distinctly labelled, so tliat one 

Might gather which w^as whicli. 

. But still the man did not appear 

To make the business go ; 

In our suburban atmosphere 

The taste in Art is low. 

So then he took the devil's side 

And planned the worst of sins : 

He sprinkled all the pavement wide 
With rank banana skins. 

His object was to fabricate 

(You may have guessed) with these 

An accident and so create 

A claim for damages. 

As I, pedestrian, took the air, 
Immersed in private thought, 

I struck the vegetable snare 

And was distinctly caught. 

When I regained my wandered sense 
And just contrived to stand, 

I poured apologetic pence 

Into his grimy hand ; 

The while he wiped, with dirty rag 
And much officious zest, 

A sunset from my dexter bag, 

A herring off my chest, 

V.VVJ 

while comparatively new children 
are aplr^to. tear the pinafore" just under the 
arm.” — WeeMy Paper, 

We did ourselves, when we were com- 
paratively new. 
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Father. “Now that you ’vjb finished with college, my boy, hadn’t you better be looking out for a job?” 
Son. “Not ok yotjr life, old thing. Let the blighters scramble for me.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

. {By Mr. Bunch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The most significaDt thing about the country near 
Florence is that it is the country near Florence, lit by 
fluctuating lights of Florentine history and accessible to 
the Florentine resident and visitor. One gets to know, say, 
the arcaded minor towns of the Veneto and the campagna 
between the Alps and the Euganean hills, and the compara- 
tively undignified villages and insignificant scenery of the 
Arno valley become tedious. They have, I think, a tedious- 
ness of their own, apart from the fact that they are for the 
most part too well trodden and their traditions too often 
quoted to “ bless us with surprise.” This accidental dis- 
enchantment is, however, only partial. There are still 
tranquil by-ways and legends unstaled by repetition to be 
pursued and recaptured between Falterona and the Pisan 
littoral; and no one could have been better equipped for 
'the task of their presentation than Mr. Edward Hutton. 
His very pleasant volume on The Valley of Arno (Con- 
stable) is not a guide-book, though what itineraries it 
gives are precise enough. It is in the first place a geo- 
graphical study, showing how the six main basins of the 
Arno and their six passes were settled and controlled, and 
how certain settlements — notably Arezzo, Florence and 
Pisa — ^rose into prestige and wealth. This scholarly solici- 
tude for origins makes the subsequent histories of cities, 
villages, castles and monasteries, descriptions of their 
present aspect and of the treasures they contain, excep- 
tionally vivid, and sheds all the new light that, short of 
;pleDary inspiration, can be shed on such outworn themes 
as Oamaldoliy La Verna and Vallombrosa. To the good 
Anglo-Florentine the book should be indispensable. Per- 
sonally r recommend it for its suggestive topography, its 


more recondite sympathies and the severe charm of the 
thirty-two old prints with which it is illustrated. 

Even if its publishers had not suggested that 0 Toyo 
Writes Home (Jenkins) reminded them of Oapek’s Letters 
from Ejiglandi I *m afraid the comparison would have been 
made, and inevitably to the detriment of the last-comer. 
Miss 0, Eomann]6-James has shown considerable ingenuity 
in adopting the outlook and style of a Japanese school-girl 
initiated, by means of a travelling scholarship, into the 
barbarisms of English life ; but her sympathetic assump- 
tion of Oriental standards and reactions is not to be com- 
pared as an animating principle with the first fin'e careless 
raptures (and reprobations) of a real foreigner of genius. 
Having said this, I hasten to add that I found 0 Toyo her- 
self and many of her disquisitions very innocent and pleasant 
company. She is particularly adept at drawing really 
damaging,^ because entirely charitable, pictures of middle- 
aged English women, such as Miss Penelope Hodge, a mis- 
sionary encountered on the voyage, and Miss Smiff, B.A., 
head-mistress of a suburban school. The voyage itself is 
described in detail ; and then 0 Toyo settles down to the 
scholastic mill-round, varied by educational forays to the 
British Museum, the National Gallery and (rather exces- 
sively) Wembley. The houses, country and otherwise, of 
school-friends are also visited, that of a Narikin, or pro- 
fiteer, being responsible for the greatest shocks to 0 Toyo*s 
refinement. Her crowning embarrassment is the sight of a 
portly hostess wearing a kimono crossed from right to left, 
a fashion peculiar to the honoured dead. More attractive 
however than her comments on foreign oddity, or even than 
the characteristic proverbs fortifying her criticism, are the 
accotmts of J apanese customs and festivals won from her 
by her hosts and school-fellows. If we are to meet again — 
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and 0 Toyo*s la^t letter is by no means 
unpromisingly Valedictory — I hope it 
will be in Japan. 

Would you, over the world so wide, 
Angle in seaways blue and warm ? 
And run a boat where the big fins 
glide 

Cutting the clean New Zealand tide. 
And know Leviathan’s fighting form ? 
Follow Zane Geey, with a fine bravado, 
And his Tales of the Angler* s El Dorado, 

And would you go where the Eainbows 
leap — 

Rainbow Trout in their wild pink rose ? 
Then come— andreckonthe Itchencheap 
When monsters take you where Taupo’s 
deep 

Or the weight of the Tongariro goes 
Green and thundering, spray a-shiver ; 
And still Zane Gee y is the permit-giver. 

Here 's the book for a dream’s delight, 
Fair with photos to fit the dream ; 

So come and measure the Marlin’s* 
might, 

So come and see how the Broadbills* 
fight, 

Or come and stand in a racing 
stream, 

The toy-rod bent and a ten-pound Trout 
on. 

The publishers ? Oh, yes, Hodder and 
Stoughton. 


* Swordfish both. 

In Pharisees and Publicans (Hutch- 
inson) Mr. E. F. Benson has for once 
condescended . perilously near to dul- 
ness. The story is one of domestic 
discord. On the one hand is Bonnje 
Everton, squire of Mereton, an amiable 
easy-going creature. On the other is 
Edith j his ** bigoted wife,” as the pub- Unenviable situation op radio fan who, having at last succeeded in listen- 
lisher’s note calls her. Bonnie is backed i^g to Australia, realises that he has nothing left to live for. 
by bis son Michael, one of those perfect ' ^ / a... x,' 7 

schoolboys in whom Mr. Benson has specialised. Edith* s Nevertheless, yrhen Edith finds out about it she decides to 
forces are more formidable. There is Priscilla, her daughter divorce. Then, for quite discreditable reasons, she decides 
and Bomis’s in the flesh, hers only in the spirit, an in- not to. We leave everybody m even more, unsatisfactory 
effable little prig. There is Mr. Hawes, Vicar of Mereton, positions than we found them. ■ In fact it is an unsatis- 
who is altogether in Edith’s pocket.- Finally,, there is the factory story in more senses than one. Mr. Benson meant 
Beverend Lord Arden, Edith' stather.who might he deserihed ns to disUke Edith and her alhes; ; hi^ presumably, he 
in the Theophrastian manner as a prosing parson. These meant ns to sympathise with iJoftMeandKioiei, and 
four are united in a strong bond of sanctimoniousness which is too woak-kneed, Vio^t too shadowy, for sympathy. JNo, 
they call piety, interference which they call good works, and this is not one of Mr. Benson s successes, 

little ecclesiastical jokes which they believe to be the height _ , ' , 

of spiritual humour. Their alliance is too much for Bonnie, Lord Knutseoed is a great stalker of stags and men.: Ke 
who only wants to be allowed to shoot his pheasants in has brought to the finest perfection the of mdncmg his 
peace, ^ey beat him aU along the line. They decide.tbat hypnotised victims to pay a^ not only look but actually 
Lord Arden is to come to live at the manor-house. Bonnie feel, pleasant, while some of his sprabing stones are taU 
does not want him, but lets him come. They decide that .enough to suggest that hm fom-legged quarry was similarlj 
Bonnie’s study is to be turned into a private chapel. The doped. In Black and Wh%te (Abnold), the- history of bis 
master of the house puts up a stiffer .fight over this, but in 'most captivating and often s^nang ad-^tures, vnllgive 
the end be lets them have their way. By this time, how- .you great entertammenfe, -for the author, whether as | 
ever, he has found consolation elsewhere, in Violet Q&rrard, barrister, man of business, or most of aU &3 Chpman of .the 
who has a husband living in a lunatic asylum.- The love London Hospital, has developed ways of giving an unex- 
afifair of these two lonely souls is ou the highest plane, peoted twist to prosaic occasions, of getting into and out of 
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hot water, and of turning an opponent into a friend, more side the x^tlantic with his admirable fantasj% Thunder on the 
happily than any other man you ever heard of. He can Left. The Lofnccny Staiyi {Tccche Rortiande of the wine 
pick you a pocket, literally, as easily as metaphorically ; can lists), which Messrs. Heinemann present in their accom- 
ehtertain a foreign princess or address a crowd of school- plished way, is a running commentary by a wanderer with 
boys with the same facility; and his book does justice to eager eyes, a lover of men (and children), of ships and little 
all his talents. He has delightfully homelike things to say towns, books and strange words— a friendly cosmopolitan, 
about his frequent visits to Sandringham, where he was yet withal a keen and impenitent American. Rather a self- 
equally welcome, it would seem, for his conjuring, his conscious liter’y gent at times, with an odd way of plaiting his 
ventriloquism, his straight shooting and his most admirable words into queer patterns— ^‘Totally from gossamer nothing 
brazen impudence. Into his writing he carries, if not the your effect shall be contrived,” for instance. But these are 
voice of a bull of Bashan, a tone deeper than anyone else’s, experiments in technique, one supposes. He has a noble taste 
which is all he claims for himself as an orator, yet a good for friendship and a power of making casual acquaintance? 
deal too of the speaker’s art, which in fact no one better con- into something very near friends in a short time. He has no 
trols than he does, of bringing smiles and tears near together, racial prejudices, is as much at home in Paris as in London 
since with every page he has a good story and with most an (perhaps his heart is a little more closely bound to London), 
underlying appeal. My unhesitating advice about this book and certainly he is one who can help to remove some of the 
is by no means to miss any of it, but, whatever you do, resist foolish causes of the antagonisms which stand between us 
the temptation to write and tell the author how you like it, and our lively cousins. As for the theme, it embraces any- 
unless you want to be fined for the London Hospital. thing that may occur in the course of work or play or dreams 

to a man of temperament and an omnivorous reader \vho 

The Cabala (Longmans, Green) is a story not, as you has the wit not to be a bore. Mr. Jack Duncan has adorned 
might imagine, about i ~\ the book wuth well- 


might imagine, about 
Jerusalem ere the leg- 
ions levelled her, but 
about the mother of 
legions herself. ' This 
Cabala is, in fact, a 
group of influential 
wire-pullers, Italian and 
other, resident in Rome, 
who, we are told, owe 
their power to force of 
intellect, conservatism 
and a sublime convic- 
tion of their individual 
and collective import- 
ance. The book ' is 
remarkable for three 
reasons. Number one, 
because it is the first 
work of its author, 
Thornton WiUDEB, a 
young American ; num- 
ber two, because it- has 





' “H-h-hold on, old boy — ^I’ll see you through.” 


observed little pen-and- 
ink sketches. 

: The golden - haired 
youth in The Infatu- 
ation of Peter (Collins) 
wanted a sound smack- 
ing. The necessity for 
this ti'eatment will, I 
hope, be admitted by 
the author, Miss Kath- 
arine Tynan. After 
the War, in which he 
had been wounded, 
Peter went back to 
France with the inten- 
tion of learning the 
local language. Arrived 
theVe, he quickly suc- 
cumbed to the coddling 
attentions of his mid- 
dle - aged hostess, a 


a literary finish and style .Sivhich would do credit to many woman with a genius for spoiling young men. Fortun- 
a more proven hand— indeed one rather resents such ex- ately Peter's mother had surrounded her cliild with 
cellence in a beginner since small room is left for im- a barricade of prayers,” a defence of which ho was sorely 

provement , and, lastly, because its character-drawing is in need. But if Madame Patourel had not herself tired of 

almost clever enough to make a silk purse out of a him I doubt whether even the orisons of his expellent 

sow s ear. I don’t mean to say that The Gabala is a mother could have cured him of his folly. Not, to my 

sow s ear— I’ve read it twice and enjoyed the experience mind, one of Miss Tynan’s most successful stories, but still 
each hiifc it lacks plot and movement, and thus one in which her admirers will find many of the qualities 

IS probably foredoomed to failure except with the dis- that have won their allegiance. 

criminating reader. And now what ’s it about ? Well, it is — 

a series of five “books ’’ dealing (to slow music) with cer- The stories in Idylls of Old Hungary (Sheed and Wabd) 
tarn somewhat flat and unexciting episodes as seen by a are as fragrant as their name. “ The Old Htingary of these 
young American _in_ Eome who_ has the entrje (without pages,” Miss M. B. Bbanois teUs us in an introduction, “is 
being of It) to this intimacy of intellect and yiiiesse. The not the Hungary of very ancient times, but Hungary as I 
best of the series is Marcantonio, which relates how this knew it, many years before it became a republic.” Anyhow, 
young American 13 requested by some of the CabaUsts to it was at the time a country of great aristocrats, gipsy music 
b^rdead a profligate but very youthful Italian aristocrat, and wonderful dancing, and lliss Fbancis has cau4t and 
The attempt ends in tragedy. I recommend this clever reproduced its spirit. Of her tales I like especially “The 

Ti U ^ so carried away 

fn? ! r ’ a" gipsies that she danced on and on until 

W 1 1 ? "“.u Siven she was locked out by her father, and in consequence found 

u ^ * V® crownmg mercy of imagin- a husband. “ Pista’s Shirt-Sleeves ” and “ Mariska and the 

• • ■ ■ ,Ga,rden.Boy” are also delightful stories of Hungarian peas- 

^ ^ i ^ . autry. The author’s gentle art has never found a happier 

,■ Mr...CHBisxoyHBBfM oBLBV-ha3 made many friends on this home than in these idyllic surroundings. 
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PUNCH,.. on THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


CHARIVARIA * seems to have been a variety artiste all 

Composers have been asked to write' ^ 
a hymn for Signor Mussolini. We' We understand that the doctor 

cannot do that for the Dues, but if he has put him on a light diet of half-inch 
intends making women wear .the, dress brass screws. . ^ ^ 

he has suggested for them we.promise . * - ' 


to say a little prayer for him. A group of M.P.*s are urging the 

' Chancellor op the Exchequer .to 

If the bishops really ar^ keen on re- impose the Petting Tax ' only upon 
forming the, Prayer Book, one altera.tioja winnings. But are there any ? 


some people would welcome is the in- 
sertion of ‘‘ Alas ! my poor brother,” 
somewhere in the Marriage Service. . 


A Gloucestershire man is said to have shilling, 
held bis breath Jor two minutes. W-e . 


Berlin boasts that it has a twopenny 
cigar. .So have waimthis country, but | 
we don't brag about it, as it costs a j 


are informed that he was a Erothblower 
on furlough. • 


We understand that 
the visit made by Mr. 
Baldwin to the Zoo 
last week was an un- 
official one, the animals 
not being told who he 
really was 

:!: He 
He 

Bethnal Green Coun- 
cil has ordered twenty 
tons of salt for melting 
snow. Locally, this is 
regarded as an indica- 
tion of a mild winter. 


Our opinion about the 
tliree-y ear-old Ameri- 
can girl who w^as the 
first child to talk across ^ 
the Atlantic when she 
called up lier father in 
London is that children 
should be trained not 

to talk across the At- ! 

lantic until they are spoken to 


During bis stay in Madeira two men 
tried in vain to work the confidence 
trick on Lord Birkenhead. It will be 


Husband (departing fer fancy-dress ball), “Eb— perhaps I 

THIS OPPORTUNITY TO GIVE COOK NOTICE.’ 


Qtic until they are spoken to. remembered that the Labour Party had 

‘%i:* no better luck when it tried the no- 

A visitor to London says it is extra- confidence trick on the Government. 


ordinary to see the number of men in 
buses who sit and beam at the otlier 


A Stalybridgo angler has landed a 


passengers. One theory is that they pike, inside which was a smaller pike, 
are ex-B.B.C. uncles whose professional and inside that a duckling. As there 
smile won't come off. was nothing found inside the duckling 

^ '** rrm/»K rsf Kinrt o o or, 


was nothing found inside the duckling 
we don't think much of him as an angler. 

An attempt was made the other day 

to rob the treasury of Sfe. Peter's, in Extra exits are to be provided on the 
Home. It is believed that the thieves ground of a famous London football- 


wanted to pay Paul. ground. This pandering to the whims 

of referees is killing the sporting spirit 
A man who broke into a Winchester of the nation. ' ^ 

house was traced through a duster he '** 

was wearing in place of a hat. All the It is reported that, in view of the 
best burglars wear berets. instructional character of their pro- 


was wearing in place of a hat. All the It is reported that, in view of the 
best burglars wear berets. instructional character of their pro- 

grammes, the B.B.O. will shortly be 
A German variety artiste, on being sending round Government inspectors 
admitted to a Berlin hospital, explained to cane us if we 'i*e inattentive. 


that he bad just swallowed a packet of 
tintacks, powdered glass from twelve 


Mr. Justice McCardie recently said 


lamps, several wire nails, two yards of he thought a new hat acted as a tonic 
brass chain and fifty copper coins. He to a woman. It does; and the trouble 


is that it makes her feel strong enough 
to go out and buy another. 

-li * 

In a recent publication the Ministry 
of Agriculture and Eisheries described 
the conditions under which plaice be- 
come flat ; but even now we don’t know 
how the pleats grow on kippers. 

Ah advertisement offers a skirt that 
will i* suit the modern woman down to 
tlie ground.”. We pass this as being 
too easy a subject. 

A scientist is suggesting that man 
retained his tail some time after he be- 
came intelligent! But then the earliest 
caves never had revolving doors. 

We have been unable to obtain con- 
I firmation of the rumour 

’V that' the subject dis- 
cussed at Mr. Winston 
* Churchill's interview 
with Count VoDPi,.the 
Italian Minister of Fin- 
ance, was the castor-oil 
method of dealing with 
Income-Tax defaulters. 

‘^A foreigner, who 
claims to be the strong- 
est man in the world 
and is expected in this 
country shortly, allows 
•a motor-car containing 
seven passengers to run 
over his head. He re- 
presents the perfect 
pedestrian. 

, * Signor Mussolini in- 

p BETTER TAKE forms the Press that 

he much prefers to have 

liis meals alone. This finally decides 
us not to ask him to tea. 

Hi 

It must be admitted that everything 
is being done for the man in the street. 
The National Community Singing cam- 
paign is teaching him how to sing, and 
it is expected that the Budget will 
make him whistle a bit. 

He jj< 

He 

The report that lynxes are at large 
in Scotland is causing grave anxiety, 
for these creatures, when diiven to des- 
peration by hunger, are known to be 
capable of pulling down and devouring 
a full-grown haggis; 

He ^ He 

“ 1927 is not a leap year,” declares a 
contemporary. Except of course for 
pedestrians, ^ 

A *Mrs. Bone was attacked by a 
friend's dog which she was exercising 
the other day. On behalf of the dog it 
is urged that her name was provocative. 


VOL. ci.xxrr. 
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"SAFETY FIRST.’’ 

Any Pedestrian to Any Motorist. 
Whene’er I go on duty’s beat, 
Trying to dodge with desperate feet 
The frightful perils of the street, 

It is not much I ask of Fate ; 

I do not mind arriving late 
Or even on a different date. 

Simply to one sole end I strive — 
That, if I ever do arrive, 

I may, with luck, be still alive. 

This way and that I twirl my head * 
To find a gap that I can thread 
Before a taxi knocks me dead. • 

Hour after hour rolls on, and I 
Must let the roaring stream go by, 

My object being not to die. 

Often and hard have I rehearsed 
The tortuous code of “ Safety First ” 
That so I might avoid the worst. 

For me, not you, that code was cast ; 
One ruie’you follow— Get There Fast ! 
Speed is your law. Speed First and Last. 

And, if your timmpet gives a sign 
To warn me when I cross your line, , 
It *s not to spare my lieck or spine. 

Not for myseU you bid me heed, 

But merely lest my corpse impede 
Your motor’s joyous turn of speed. 

But I, upon the other hand, 

Never career along the Strand 
With weapons of la lethal brand. 

No one has seen me barge about 
To put a peaceful bus to rout 
Or lay a harmless lorry out. 

Nor need I loose a blasting hoot 
To let you know a ravening hrhte 
Is after you in hot pursuit. 

And yet Lord Montagu will lay 
The blame' oh silly me and’ say 
That I am always in the way. 

He’ll put the death-rate down to fools 
Who fail to get a grasp of rules 
Within the scope of infant schools. 

His book * will tell pedestrians how. 
With half the brain-power of a cow, 
More would survive than do just now. 

If streets where all these lives are lost 
Were scientifically crossed. 

This would reduce the holocaust. 

The facts that I ’ve set forth so 
truly are 

Sufficient proof of how peculiar 
The views of Montagu op Beaulieu . 
are. 0: S. 

*ln. his forthcoming book, Beiuare!, Lord 
Montaq-u of Beaulieu will oflier guidance to 
all those who have a fancy for crossing the 
road on foot. 


A DREAM INTERVIEW. 

By a Listenee-in. 

‘^The chairman?” said a kindly 
official — a banished Uncle for all I 
knew. “ Why, of course. Your crystal 
set won’t get Prague ? Too bad ! The 
chairman will be grieved. If you will 
wait just a moment.” 

He opened the door of a pleasant 
room and I walked in. 

Comfortable armchairs stood invit- 
ingly round a blazing log-fire. On a 
side-table boxes of cigarettes and cho- 
colates with a neatly-printed notice, 

Don’t hesitate to accept a little pre- 
sent from your chairman,” struck a 
pleasant and personal note. A framed 
portrait of the chairman, signed “Yours i 
in willing service,” occupied a place of 
honour on the mantel-piece. I also 
noted writing-pads lettered on the out- 1 
side “ Suggestions.” 

The kindly official came back as I 
was slipping a rubber-band round a box 
of cigarettes and another of chocolates. 

“The chairman is eagerly awaiting 
you/* he said. 

I followed him along a passage and 
into a room, where the chairman rose 
to greet me. 

“Now, this is what I like,” he said 
genially. “Trouble with your crystal 
set, isn’t it ? You haven’t brought it 
with you ? What a pity I ” 

In a minute or two we were chatting 
like old friends. I told him how un- 
gracious my next-door neighbour was 
about my aerial, and how “Balmoral” 
tuould cause fading, and how “ Bonnie 
Doon ” howled. He took copious notes 
all the time, and there was a splendid 
sternness on his face when I mentioned 
how “.The Retreat oscillated during 
the Children’s Hour. 

“ Incredible ! ’/ he said indignantly, 
and he wrote something in red ink on 
a pad and underlined it. “My Flying 
Squad shall look into all these grave 
matters without delay.” 

“Of course it’s only a crystal set,” 

I said apologetically. 

“There are no distinctions in the 
ether,” said the chairman, gently re- 
proachful. “ What make is it ? ” 

I told him. 

“Ah,” he smiled, “a very sound set. 

I know it well.” 

“ You must have a good many 
callers ? ” I suggested. 

“A number of people have written 
to tell me that they intend to do with- 
out winter sports this year,” he laughed. 
“They mean to come and see me in- 
stead.” 

“And letters? ” I ventured. 

“By the thousand,” confessed the 
chairman. * ‘ Of course I welcome them, 

I was considering a suggestion that the 


Dean of St. Paul’s should conduct the 
Children’s Hour when you arrived.” 

There was a knock at the door and 
an official came in to say that the 
chairman’s car was at the door, and to 
receive bis parting instructions. 

“ These complaints must be gone into 
at once,” said the chairman, handing 
over a sheaf of notes. “ I will go through 
the reports the first thing to-morrow 
morning.” 

:!i: *-!; Jlc - * 

I stood at the dooi* and watched him 
Banning a- practised eye over his car 
and then consulting a long list of names. 

“The first is Mrs. Smith, Chats- 
worth, Holly Lane, Tulse Hill,” he 
said to the chauffeur. “Is the sack 
of cat’s-whiskers there ? And the coil 
of wire for aerials ? And the extra 
flex ? ” 

“ All correct,” was the report. 

The sound of trampling feet made me 
look down the hill. 

The great-hearted British public was 
surging up it, each with a wireless sot 
in his or her arms. 

The chairman looked * longingly at 
them. 

It would take so little to content 
their trusting hearts, and he was their 
chairman. Perhaps eighty-five per cent 
of them required new sets which he could 
provide ; the remainder only needed new 
valves or even cat’s-whiskers. Then 
all those downcast faces would brighten. 
And he had to go away and leave them. 

With a look of mingled yearning and 
firmness he stepped into the car and 
gave the order to start. Mrs. Smith of 
Tulse Hill was expecting him, and no 
distraction however seductive should 
tempt him ‘to betray her trust. 


An All-rouiid Effort. 

“ Among the miuor anti-foroign manifesta- 
tions at Hankow has been the theft by a-China- 
man of a German motor-car from an American 
garage in the French concession.” 

Evening Pa^ycr, 

From a 1927 calendar : — 

“January 15 . Saturday. 

Some e-re born great, some achieve greatness, 
and some have greatness thrust upon them. 

Othello.^' 

MalvoUo's best quotation gone. 

“ In the hotels, cabarets, theatres and res- 
taurants, and in many private homes every- 
body was acting on the advice, ‘ Let joy be 
unrefined.’ ” — Canadian Pajper. 

Advice but seldom required, 

“ One theory— advanced by a Dundee man 
—is that the Bard visited Dundee as a member 
of a troupe of strolling players, and there was 
told all he ever knew about the blasted heath, 
the casfcle with a pleasant seat, the unsub- 
stantial dagger, Bamgow’s ghost, and so on.” 

Weekly Paper, 

What about Bamgow’s saxpence ? 






AWAITING TREATMENT. 


Me. Baldwin. “NEXT, PLEASE" 






Nervous Maid [to evil-looking Tramp). “You bun fob youb bifb and let me shut the doob. Quick I I ’eab the Alsatian 

COMING- 1 ” 


WINTER WARFARE. 

Examinations. 

Having touched upon the question of 
Military Lectures it is essential that I 
should deal with Military Examinations, 
for the one would be of no consequence 
without the other. Indeed it is question- 
able which were introduced first, which 
are the cause and which the effect, 
which the hen and which the egg. 

Those who affirm that a written ex- 
amination can be no test of conduct 
under war conditions cannot have 
realised what rapid strides have been 
made recently towards the perfection 
of question-paper technique. To begin 
with, the examiners, a genial but legally- 
minded body of enthusiasts, many of 
whom began life in the Army, have dis- 
covered that the fog of words is just as 
baffling as the fog of war. In fact to 
find one*s way about certain papers it 
is necessary to possess an unerring eye 
for country and a pronounced bump of 
'locsiiity. Many .candidates have been 
found disconsolate at the end of the 
allotted tiine, not because they were un- 
able to answer any of the questions, but 


because they had not yet succeeded in 
finding any questions to answer. Hap- 
pily this deception is seldom practised, 
but other devices calculated to shake 
the candidate’s nerve and so to under- 
mine his moral are in constant use. 
They are : — 

(1) The opening instructions ^ some of 
which are very simple, some complicated 
and some contradictory. A nervous 
candidate can be relied upon to waste 
a great deal of precious time in searching 
for hidden meanings that do not exist. 

(2) The ^^painting of the picture^' 
The object of this, according to the 
examiners (many of whom, I forgot to 
mention, possess a keen but mischievous 
sense of humour), is to enable the can- 
didate to visualise the situation.” In i 
practice it leaves him wondering which 
side he is on and why he ever joined 
the Army. 

(3) The element of surprise (very im- 
portant, and permitted in any sort of 
war) is effected by firing off the actual 
questions suddenly, like stars out of a 
Eoman candle, while a pleasant under- 
current of verbal golden rain dribbles on 
placidly. Further, a question oh, say, 


geography may be followed by one on 
influenza or sandbags, tactics, cost ac- 
counting, modern languages or machine- 
guns. 

(4.) The examination map is a very 
special one. It is considerably larger 
than the allotted desk and is covered 
with names, none of which is ^ men- 
tioned in the paper. (The paper is also 
full of names, none of which is .men- 
tioned on the map.) The scale and 
legend are, or might as well be, in 
Persian or Zulu. 

In addition, 

(5) The judicmcs misprint, and 

(6) The occasional cipher message are 
invaluable fog-producing agents. 

Here is the kind of thing : — 

WAB 

(written). 

Paet Onjb. 

First Paper (a). 

(a) 

A ^/215(Q). Wt 23724-5117A513. 2,000. 11/26. 

Q.P. & Co. Lta. G.S. 42y. W.O. W.D. 

Slide-rules may be used. 

Time dllotceS—One houx. 

Eeference Special Sheei ^‘Wazixu- 
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She. “I CAN’T BEAR IT.” 

He. “My dear, it^s only acting.” 

She. “No — I MEAN THAT PICTURE. WHY DON'T THEY PUT IT STRAIGHT?” 


TANIA ’* (6 sagines to the verst) issued 
vrith this paper. 

Eead these instructions carefully. 
Unless you are not 
“ A person subject to Military Law ” 

do not make any mention of the fact, 
except in the case of service units other 
than regulars and those abroad, unless 
temporarily, less -India and other over- 
sea stations, if not already, serving, 
provided that in all other cases you 
Write your number (if any) in the 

SPACE INDICATED. 

Use both sides op the paper only. 
Do not make blots in the margin. 

Narrative. 

Great Britain and Pinkland are at 
war. An . indecisive fleet action was 
fought in the Sargasso Sea yesterday, 
and our troops were landed on enemy 
territory during the night. The inhabi- 
tants are hostile, but they have no tanks 
or aeroplanes ; these and the rest of the 
army are in full flight. The troops are 
now having breakfast, and the officers 
are settling down to their correspondence 
and returns. Dawn is at 0600 hours 
and Lights Out ” at 2215. The ground 
is flat in places, but is otherwise hilly. 
None of the rivers, railways or bridges 
shown on the map exist. .^‘Xplogm 
BFAKNN OJPZAO.” Who Said this, and 
why ? Discuss the effect of its applica- 
tion to the training of the Dominion 
Forces, illustrating your answer with a 
sketch-map of Canada and a reference 
to the strategy of the second Punic War. 

Narrative (co 7 itinued). 

The undergrowth, if any, is thick, I 
and is more passable for small soldiers | 
than for large ones. The borogroves 
are mimsy after the recent heavy rains. 
Until the fog lifts the visibility is poor. 
At 0430 hours you are at point 431 
with your platoon. It is dark and rain 
is falling. You have just placed your 
Sergeant-Major in close arrest, and your 
Company-Commander has gone absent 
without leave. An orderly brings you 
a message written with copying-pencil 
on thin paper informing you that a 
large force of all arms is massing at ‘the 
second 6 in Hill 1666, and that you are 
to move at once to the valley 400 yards 
due nortli and prepare it for all-round 
defence. The signature, date, place and 
liour have all dissolved. Before you 
have time to question the orderly he 
has an epileptic fit. 

Appreciate th e situation in Cape Dutch 
or Esperanto, giving reasons for your 
opinions, and discuss the use of Boron- 
off’s occipital reaction by a platoon-com- 
mander in cases of local paralytic spas- 
mosis. Mark on the map your position 
at 0930 hours, and write out the message 
you would send to the Adjutant. 


RHYMES OF RECONSTRUCTION. 

[It is stated that Newstead Abbey, Byron’s 
seat, is being converted into flats.] 

The stately homes of England 
Have fail’n on evil days, 

And now not one in twenty 
Among their owners stays 
On his ancestral acres 
Or in his mansion dwells, 

But leaves them to caretakers 
Until he lets or sells. 

Where belted earls and barons 
Once revelled and drank deep, 
Unscared by human footfalls 
Mice from the wainscot creep ; 
No gracious lady’s presence 
Lends blandishment and grace, 
And on the lawn and pleasance 
The rank weeds grow apace. 

True, some are now Asylums 
Or Convalescent Homes, 

Or Country Clubs for golfers, 

Or even “ Picturedromes ” ; 

And some are dedicated 
To the scholastic Muse, 


And some are desecrated^ 

By opulent Yahoos. 

Cobwebs and mould and mildew 
Are dismal,' I agree, 

And yet, I own it boldly, 

Far rather would I see 
The ancient halls demolished, 
That housed historic peers, 
Than smartened up and polished 
For shiny profiteers. 

I am no die-hard, dreading 
All changes in our law? ; 

I am not prone to shedding 
My tears without a cause ; 

But one thing like a babby 
Has made me weep, and that 's 
The news that Newstead Abbey 
Is converted into flats. 


Minor Worries of the British Drama, 

Extract from letter to theatre manager : 

“I attended your matinee yesterday and 
enjoyed it very much. Unfortunately I left 
my programme bebind. Would you enquire 
if this was found, and, if so, kindly forward it 
tome?” 



90 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Jantjary 26, 1927. 



The Anglo-Saxons called the sea the whale’s home, 

STRANDED AT LoWESTOFT. 


was a red-blooded she- woman, and every 
child that leant over the bulwarks was 
a hundred-per-cent Nordic it-child. 

They were the English coming to 
England. 

Would they make Kent before even- 
ing ? That was the thought which exer- 
cised every mind, for the crossing was 
long and tedious, accommodation on the 
shore doubtful, and the night air chilly 
for young children. The rowers at the 
long sweeps kept chanting monoton- 
ously . (( moun ne wat 

The him on foldan facrosfc limpeth 
How io casmcearig isecaldiie sea 
Winter wunade wreccan lastiim 
Behiingon rimoicclum : hail scurum flcag.” 

It was the old community song of 
the English. 

The sound rang out over the water 
as their strong bodies 
rhythmically rose and 
fell. The steersman en- 
couraged them wdth loud 
cries. The seagulls circled 
in the wake of the adven- 
turous mariners. “ Hail 
scurum fleag ! ” sang the 
crew. 

They carried more with 
them, these wanderers, 
than their mere personal 
property and the rough 
accoutrements of war. 
Angles everyone of them, 
or possibly Saxons, or 
even more possibly Jutes, 
they brought from their 
homes a deep and abiding 
^ sense of personal liberty, 
- a belief in loyal friond- 
ship and the groat out- 
doors, a devotion* to 
Dead whale agriculture, a distrust 
on the one hand of high- 
brows and on the other of lounge- 
lizards, a passion for interminable de- 
bates, a fondness for simple sentiment, 
and, above all, a reverence for equity 
and law. Wherever they went they 
took these cherished possessions along 
with them. They kept them in labelled 
packages under the seats. 

Hail scurum fleag 1 sang the crow. 


A DEN OF CONSPIRACY. 

Eecekt events have caused Scotland 
Yard to turn its attention to the Nat- 
ional Liberal Club. It may be remem- 
bered that five young Liberals from that 
insl 3 itution were alleged to have carried 
out an enterprise of great courage and 
high adventure, which involved their 
attacking a famous explorer and his 
friend and removing articles of value 
from their motor-car, which were after- 
wards returned. 

This operation was later explained .to 
be, not an act done with felonious in- 
tent, but a joke. Nevertheless, with the 
many unsolved problems of a criminal 
complexion which confront the Yard 
authorities, it is felt that a centre of 
such stratagem as was carried out in a i 
lonely spot in Surrey 
might well be the home 
and provenance of one or 
other of these mysteries. 

The old lady in the ditch 
who was at death’s dooi 
for three days, the miss- 
ing Old Master, the sap- 
phires removed from a 
Bayswater flat, may of 
course be only expres- 
sions of young Liberal 
humour, but the police 
would none the less like 
to know. * 

Yesterday, writes our 
special correspondent, 
all was quiet at the 
National Liberal Club. 

The marble pillars re- 
mained unshaken; food 
and drink were being 
consumed in the ordin- 
ary manner. Here and 
there the experienced eye 
detected an unmistakable police-officer 
disguised as a Liberal of one kind or 
another, but generally the assembly in 
the smoke-room consisted of the usual 
type. 

As one studied the highly respectable- 
looking members, young and old, it was 
thrilling to think that one might be in 
the very presence of the arch-plotter, 
the master-mind behind a hundred jokes. 
A gentleman in semi-clerical dress, sit- 
ting in a window-seat, attracted my at- 
tention. He was smoking a cigarette 
over a glass of milk and was reading 
The Spectator, Was he, I wondered, 
the man the Yard was wanting? In 
the library sat a solitary journalist, 
writing industriously. Could it be he ? 
In the cloak-room a group was con- 
versing in undertones. What master- 
piece of humour might they not have 
(Conspired to plot — ^possibly financed, 
out of his political funds, by Mr. Lloyd 
George himself ? 


I’LL TELL THE WORLD. 

II. — More About the Origins of 
England, 

On a bright morning in the early 
Spring of 450 a.d. or thereabouts, a 
little curiously-shaped craft might have 
been seen slowly propelled by long oars 
over the waters of what is now known 
as the North Sea and even then had 
very much the same appearance. It was 
covered with waves of various degrees 
of instability. The vessel itself was 
loaded to the brim with flaxen-haired 
men, women and children, their dogs, 
their goods and their chattels. The 
men had boar-shaped helmets on their 
heads, their bodies were covered with 
war-nets of ring-mail, and at their sides 
were jewel-hilted swords. Most of the 


women looked now and then wistfully 
at the expanse of the waters, now and 
then at the faces of the men. All the 
children were sick. 

A tall figure, possibly an eorl or eal- 
dorman, more likely a thegn or thug, 
stood at the prow, one hand to his fore- 
head, gazing earnestly at the horizon. 
Another mailed figure stood at his right 
hand, gazing at the same spot. 

‘‘Eede me a rede of the swan-path, 
Eadgifu,” said the first. ‘‘ Is it likely 
to keep fine ? ” 

*‘Io ne wis,” responded the other. 

Maybe it ’ll come a spot of rain in the 
whale’s home come about evenfall.” 

Both speakers were stalwart men, 
inclined to starkness, with handsome 
features and light-blue eyes. Little 
though they knew it, they belonged to 
th e N ordic breed. They were red-blooded. 
They were hundred per cent. They were 
he-men. Their womenfolk were of the 
same kind. Every woman on the boat 


THE CAEDMON HOTEL, FELIXSTOWE. 

SYNCOPATED ORCHESTBV NIGHTLY. 

A faint rim of white appeared on the 
horizon. 

“ Londe ho ! ” cried the tall figure of 
the thegn or thug standing at the prow. 

It was Broadstairs. The weary pas- 
sengers heaved a long sigh of relief. 
The English had arrived at England. 

No written record remains- of the 
scene which I have so graphically de- 
scribed, nor even of the first impres- 
sions which this island made upon the 
seafarers. The Angles were no scriv- 
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eners. The Saxons were more familiar a dialect which he' does not under- and Alfred the Great betrayed the 
with the sword than the escritoire, stand, he may know that he is in the same love of -accuracy that afterwards 
The Jutes were unacquainted with presence of some direct descendant of made GeorgeWashinoton so renowned, 
journalese. Hundred-per- centers, he: Badgifu or Ealdwold or Aelthelgar. And the mind of the original Anglo- 
men and red-blooded, they left, for all When this man has finished unloos- Saxon moved very, slowly from point 
that, no contemporary chronicle of their ing his word-hoard, the motorist will to point.. Before the Nordic he-man 
earliest reactions to their island home, pass on and try to find a Norman or could acquire the full principles of pep, 
It is a defect which has since been re-, a Odt. These persons may not tell' it was necessaiy for him to come into' 
medied. / ■ - closer contact with the 


medied. _ / ■ 

Thiswedo^know.how- ^ 

An^o-Saxons in driving 
t^hein to^ Wales were ob- 

dual, character, deriving 

some of its features from 

the Eomans and others ^ 

from the Celts The Quaerhl bbtyv^ekn Longshoremen at 'BroAdstairs, whs 

Jiom li lO Kj / T , VESSEL MAY POSSIBLY HAVE LANDED. 

Anglo-Saxons refused to - . , ^ 

listen to them. They liked long sen- him the truth, but they will be quicker, 
tences but they hated long words. They about it. 

refused to occupy the Celto-Roman i 1 


more gifted races of man- 
kind. Evoe. 


towns. They refused to live in the 
Romano-Celtio villas. They could not 
stand hot baths. 

But they settled England. They set- 


a quiet’ and efficient man 
^ your soft tread and 

^^ctive corkscrew, ^ and 

commands respect 
and even^ reverence, for 

folio of anodynes, to take 
the rough, edge from ex- 
"" istence and substitute a 
liiEN Longshoremen AT' BroAdstairs, where a Jutish- " blurring* and comfortin^y 

VESSEL MAY POSSIBLY HAVE LANDED. ‘ ^ gpioothneSS. 

m the truth, but they will be quicker, This being so, I wonder that you are 
)out it. " not more of a comforter than you are ; 

but the unhappy fact remains that you 

HUNDREDS OF MEN OWE Sadly misbaudie your privilege. Eor it 

rHANKs TO BLETCHO WR P^MANENTLV irritating destiny always to have 

— — ‘ to send for you, whereas you should, of 

For the flaxen-haired Anglo- Saxon was course, be on the look-out for any new 


Quarrel bbtvv^een Longshoremen 'at 'BroAdstairs, where a Jutish 

VESSEL MAY POSSIBLY HAVE LANDED. 


HUNDREDS OF MEN OWE 
THANKS TO BLETCHO FOR PERMANENTLY 
LIGHT-DYED HAIR. 


tied it in small hamlets, tuns, and burgs, j without the great gift of salesmanship, | arrival in^ the restaurant and at once 


Settling was in their 

blood. Wherever they 
went they settled things. 
To-day they are settling 
the American Debt. 

Thus did the flaxen- 
haired Anglo-Saxon deal 
with the Celtic fringe, 
and thus did they lay the 
foundations of an Eng- 
land which may be ob- 
served by an indefatig- L ,— 
able and conscientious - 
motorist even in 1927. 

Wherever, on asking 
his way in England, the MjOf 
touring motorist is 
greeted first of all by a 
look of Nordic bewilder- .uH 
ment, secondly by an ex- 31 J 
pression which indicates __ 
deep Nordic thought, 
and thirdly by a long 
and complicated Nordic 
description of localland- 
marks which he has never 
seen before and will not 
recognise when he does 
see 'them, couched in 
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3 * 2 , Acacia Grove, Islington, where a Roman villa burnt by the 
Saxons is supposed to have stood. 

Mrs. Gooch, the present ccccpier. 


smilingly advance to 
know what he would like. 
~ Have you yourself never 
~ been jaded or thirsty 

— that you can wait so long 
~ before performing this 
_ too obvious duty ? Put 
— - yourself in our places, 

— L6oh, and reform. 

— "I am, ' 

^ ' Yours sincerely, 

- E. 'V. K 


I “LEGAL LITERATURE. 

I The English and Empire 
F Digest. 

!' The English and Empire 
S Digest, with complete and 
k exhausting annotations. Vol, 

7 XXX^^Lato Periodical. 

We deprecate these un- 
' seemly frivolities. 

“ Much is being said about 
the merits of the composition 
- ball, while its defects are con- 
veniently overlooked. There ^ 
are two sides to every billiard 
ball.”— Paper. 

More to most. 
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TAXATION IN TIBET. 

{According to a recent report in the Press.) 

The Lama of Tibet, 

Where they milk the hairy yaks, 
Was hunting (with regret) 

Por an article to tax ; 

He had got as far as that, 

But, unlike the Anglo-Saxon, 

Was rather in a hat 

A-s to what to put a tax on, 

Which very much upset- 
The Lama of Tibet. 

Bor in that remote oasis 

They organise their lives^ 

On a plain and meagre basis ; 

The daughters and the wives 

Have little love of dress, 

The men have rather less. 

They have no natural bent 

Bor Paris gloves or scent 

Or things of silk ; what 's more, 

They cheerfully ignore 

Cosmetics for their mugs. 

The Ace of Spades and drugs. 

With us a motor levy 

Is wont to come down heavy, 

But there the mountain passes 

Admit but yaks (and asses). 

They do not feel a flicker 

Of interest in liquor, 

And, as they feed on grain, 

Well, there you are again. 

In short, that hardy folk 
Unfortunately lacks 
(Cigars they never smoke) 

What other peoples tax. 

But still ’ll have them yet,” 

Said the Lama of Tibet. 

The Lama sat and pondered 

With a predatory gaze 

At his people as they wandered 

On their unsuspecting ways, 

And he murmured, “ I Tl be bound 
There *s something that they ’ve got 
If it only could be found 

That is common to the lot.” 

And he W£ptched the homely features 
Of those interesting creatures 

Till an inspiration suddenly arose, 
And “ I ’ve heard,” the Lama said, 

“ Of a tax by poll, or head. 

Bub I ’ll be first to tax the human 
nose.” 

When they knew his little game 

The people cried, Bor shame ! ” 

Bor the tax would catch them all, 
Young and aged, great and small, 
While it offered no occasion 

To the wily for evasion. 

But the Lama heard them grumble 
And with never-failing tact 

He said, ** You fail to tumble 

To an all-important fact. 

The noses you possess, 

Oh my friends, are squat and snub, 
Suggesting a caress, 

In childhood, with a club ; 

But on Sahibs, Pathans or Sikhs, 
Dwellers here of other races. 

There are bridges, there are beaks, 
Which are credits to their faces ; 

In comparison with those 

You have hardly got a nose. 

Now a thing of bone and beauty 

Is a property to prize. 

So I mean to charge this duty, 

As jpro raia, on the size.” 

And they answered, “ It is fruity ; 

Wala, wala, it is wise.” 

And that method of extortion 

They found, when it was done, 
Worked out in a proportion 

Of a dozen odd to one, 

And they bless the genius yet 

Of the Lama of Tibet. Dum-Ddm. 

THE LOG-ROLLER’S LONDON. 

Edited by Viscount Sunexpress. 
Noblesse Oblige. 

When I was first asked to edit this 
page my impulse was to say No. It 
would be rather a bore, and everybody 
might not like it. And then I remem- 
bered that, as Pope says, the proper 
study of mankind is man, and I reflected 
also on the deadly dulness of the Brit- 
ish Sunday, and, well, after all, noblesse 
oblige. Besides, I wasn’t to do it exactly 
for nothing. And now! love the work, be- 
cause it makes everybody so much more 
interesting and life so much more inter- 
esting and dinner-parties particularly 
so much more interesting. The people 
next to me are no longer merely fellow- 
guests; they are sources of revenue. 

^ ^ ^ 

Fellow .^Guests. 

When I w^as a stockbroker I didn’t 
mind who sat next to me at meals, but, 
now that I am a journalist, I am par- 
ticular. If they don’t look promising I 
move heaven and earth to get my seat 
changed. You remember what the poet 
CnosE said: — 

“ A neighbour with an arid skull 

Is unremuneratlve and dull.” 

^ * 

Wells of Wisdom. 

The theory that I have evolved since 
I took to journalism is that every person 
— I mean person public in some way, 
through aristocratic eminence or w^ealbh 
or the stage or politics — has for certain 
oneparagraphinhim. Some have many 
more, such as Mr. Arnold Bennett, 
who is good for one a week, or Mr. H. G. 
Wells, who, for reasons that I need not 
state, it is well to mention pretty often. 
Nor do I mind that, for he is so wonder- 
ful, so marvellous. As a thinker he is 
the goods as a talker at lunch he can 
almost make me forget my food. He 
must have nqiade a fortune by his books, 
and now that he. has entered journalism 
again he will be richer. 

An Attractive American. 

One of the most attractive of my 
recent dinner companions was the 
Comtesse du Chateau Sauv6, who before 
her marriage vras the beautiful Sally 
Dibbs of Chicago, daughter of the Mar- 
garine King. In spite of her husband’s 
devotion she is still enormously rich 
and you would like her. 

^ ^ 

Baron Haussmann. 

The completion of the Boulevard 
Haussman is the great event in Paris 
at the moment, and I was talking about 
it with an influential Brenchman whom 

I met at a City luncheon. M. de Tire- 
jambe is immensely rich and a great 
figure on the Brenoh Turf, where, how- 
ever, no owner seems to be able to 
compete with Captain Jefferson Cohn, 
the diamond millionaire. Since I had 
a nasty toss with the Quorn I have 
taken less interest in horses. What I 
was going to say, however, was that, 
according to my financial neighbour at 
lunch, Baron Haussmann was not only 
a great planner of cities and a practical 
administrator,, but in private life a 
classical scholar and poet, the author 
of two slander volumes of the purest 
diction, but melancholy and even pessi- 
mistic in tone, -concerned chiefly with 
fatalistic love and the guillotine. I 
forget the titles, but the first and more 
famous had the word “gar$on ” in it. 

Nightclubs. * ^ * 

‘‘ Garmon ” in this case does not mean 
waiter, but lad. Speaking however of 
waiters, I should like to say a word for 
these useful and indeed irreplaceable 
members of society, and especially head- 
waiters. I number many head-waiters 
among my friends, not least poor Soso, 
of the Kit-Oat Club, which has been 
getting into hot-water, or rather into 
cold champagne. Personally I adore 
night-clubs. Some of my happiest hours 
have been spent there, just as the poet 
Shenstone’s were spent in an inn. 

^ ^ ^ 

A Good Joke. 

Meeting Mr. Arnold Bennett not 
long since, 1 asked him liow much money 
ho had made by Lord Baingo. A rich 
man before, he must be richer now. 
Oddly enough, he declined to give me the 
figures, but be admitted that he had done 
well, and this is the charming way in 
which he did so. There is always a 
crock of gold,” he said, where the 
Raingo ends.” 

Religious Life in Our Colonies. 

. ‘♦OoLONiAL Church, Lagos. 

Sunday, 26th December. St. Stephen’s Day. 

7 p.m. Evensong and Cards.” 

Notice m Nigerian Paper, 






Attendant at l>u%p^-oom {giving lady a mimbered glass). “Thebe, Mad w— you ’be rtvpv - 
Lady {jocularly). “Ok, I ’m not quite that yet.” sii.rY-E0UB. 

Attendant. “On, no, Mad.am. And if you dbink pdenty of tkese tyondebedl w.atebs you neveb will be.” 


ADDREBS TO PORRIDGE. 

[By an indignant Ijondon Scot on reading 
a r^ort of a lecture by Professor B. A. Peters 
at Oxford, in whicli ho stated that “ it must 
have come as a great shock to Scotsmen that 
of all the offending foods which neutralised the 
effects of vitamins oatmojil was the worst.”] 

Oh, first of meals and foremost, 

^ Plain, homely, but (apart 
hrom whusky) skilled to warm most 
The cockles of my heart, 

Must you then get the go-by 
From this indignant Scot, 

This faithful exile ? No, by 
St. Andrew you shall not. 


Did not these lips, ere squeaking 
Their earliest earthly tune, 
Figuratively speaking, 

Embrace a parritch- spoon ? 

Of you I Ve since partaken 
More times than I can tell, 
Saving thereby my bacon, 

And, dash it! ain’t I well? 

Let funks, at Peters* beck, fast 
Or find a better fare, 

I know not of a breakfast 
That can with you compare, 
Nor ask for choicer dishes 
As substitute, since you 


Are more than eggs or fishes 
And far, far cheaper too. 

Though vitamins may vanish 
Before you in a fright, 

And Scotia’s weaklings banish 
You henceforth from their sight. 
The meal that nerved a nation 
And made her strong and free 
In my poor estimation 
Is good ^enough for me. 

From alist of gramophone records: 

“9161. How to Fly an Aeroplane. (Sir Alan 
Oobham). In Two Parts ” . 

If anybody can do it that way, he can. 
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R/fiQi cTAniM^ r'&Qcro pedantic correlation of promise and per- when he is alleged to have used these 

IVI ibLtAUl iNbi OAbtb. formance as are required of private citi- words : The Lord Chancellor has told 

IX. — False Pketences. ^ens in their business transactions or in us that he stands for all-round poverty,” 

Bex V. Lord Oodle. the answers which they are compelled This charge, however, though much 

At the Old Bailey to-day, before Mr. to make to His Majesty’s Collectors of was made of it in the earlier stages of 
Justice Fbog, the trial was concluded of Taxes, then there is an end of Parlia- the case, has faded almost to insigni- 

Lord Oodle, M.P., who was charged mentary Government as we know it in ficance; indeed it was suggested in 

with obtaining money on false pretences, this country. evidence that such a series of deliberate 

namely, the sum of four hundred pounds, But with these conjectures, however misstatements was common form 
being the salary received by him as well founded, this Court has little or among politicians of a certain kind, and 
Member of Parliament for Pumptown nothing to do. It is not for you to that it would be laughable to attach 
(South). consider how far your decision may importance to it. However that may 

Mb. Justice Prog, in his address to embarrass or exhilarate the six or seven be, a much more serious accusation has 
the jury, said: Gentlemen of the Jury, hundred members of the House of engaged the attention of the Court for 
your decision in the case may have an Commons ; and if by your verdict polit- the past two days, and it is to this that 
enduring effect upon the political life ical candidates are compelled in the I wish you chiefly to address your minds, 
of this country. The prisoner, Lord future to say nothing but what they The charge is that throughout the 
Oodle, is, as you have heard, a Member know to be true it cannot be helped, campaign Lord Oodle pretended and sug- 
of Parliament for Pumptown (South), All that you have to do is to answer gested that he was not of aristocratic 
and this prosecution, which was insti- the simple question, “ Has the prisoner, birth. The evidence is that from the 
gated, rightly or wrongly, by Mr. Blow, or has he not, obtained money by false first he desired his supporters to address 
his unsuccessful rival at the last Elecr pretences, that is, by stating or sug- him not as Lord Oodle but as ‘‘simple 
tion, is based upon the f — ^ Mr. Oodle ” ; that he 


with obtaining money on false pretences, this country, 
namely, the sum of four hundred pounds, But with tl 


statements and behavi- 
our of the prisoner dur- 
ing that campaign. 
Twenty years ago such 
a prosecution would 
have been impossible, 
for the simple reason 
that in those days a 
Member of Parliament 
received no remunera- 
tion for his services to 
the State, and citizens,’ 
if any, who paid such 
serious attention to his 
promises and , under- 
takings as to obserye 
and resent his failure 
to perform them were 
unable to bring their 
complaint to a court 
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Conductor { rep ' ovingly ), “Now, Sir, you 'eard me b/jy ‘Full up.’ 

’AVE Yoh ETDINO ON THE PLATFORM.” 


Mr. Oodle”; that he 
constantly dissociated 
and distinguished him- 
self from his father the 
Earl; that he ostenta- 
tiously travelled in 
trams and omnibuses 
instead of in one of the 
capacious motor-cars 
in his possession; that . 
he was careful to be 
seen in baggy flannel ' 
trousers a little soiled, ' 
wore soft flannel collars, 
and even what is called, 
it seems, a “bowler 
hat;” spoke with a 
markedly plebeian ac- , 
cent, andin his speeches ' 
made use of expres- 
sions and phrases of a 


of law, for it could not be shown gesting something which he knew to be popular and even vulgar character such 
that through those undertakings he had untrue?” It is not denied that he has as no one would expect to hear from 
come by any material gain ; and unless obtained money. Now, what of the the mouth of a nobleman's son. 
iti is* the means of making money or false pretences? It is complained for Now, if these charges are proved, there 

destroying reputations there is no law one thing that on several occasions the is no doubt that they constitute an 
against lying. Now, however, as you prisoner stated before many thousands elaborate scheme of pretence which 
Imow, a Member of Parliament is paid of people that the Lord Chancellor may well have gone to the root of the 
the sum of iom hundred pounds per had said that what he (the Lord Chan- Election. For in public life at the pre- 
annum, and enjoys in addition substan- cellor) w'anted was more poverty. This sent time, it appears, nothing is more 
j advantages in the shape assertion, it is alleged, was based on an discreditable to a man than noble blood, 

of free railway passes. And it is there- inaccurate account of a statement by or the suspicion of culture. It has 
fore argued that in respect of any state- the Lord Chancellor to the effect that, become an axiom of politics that men 
ments and undertakings which he may if business did not improve in the who have laboured from their youth with 
make in the course of .an electoral cam- cotton industry, there would be more their hands will have better brains for 
paign he is now subject to the same poverty in the cotton industry. The the purposes of government than those 
standards of honesty and the same legal Lord Chancellor having denied by who have wasted many years of their 
penalties as are applied to the private telegram, letter and every available Uves on education and the study of his- 
expected to say nothing form of public proclamation that he had tory and economics ; and unless a man 
wnicn he does not mean and to promise ever made the statement attributed to be a plumber or a boiler-maker by occu- 
nothing which he cannot perform where him by the prisoner, it is alleged that pation, or be associated with one or 

Oodle continued to say that the other of the honourable professions of 
^ It has been argued on the other side Lord Chancellor was anxious for more that character, it is useless for him to 

j ithpit such a contention, if sustained, poverty, not only in the cotton industry attempt the intricate business of leds- 
iwouW make public hf® impossible; that but in the mining, railway and many lation or to meddle with the delicate 

« politicians are to be expected to show other industries, working gradually to problems of Toreign and Imperial 
the same accuracy in assertion, the same I a climax on the night before the poll. Affairs. 




Now the prisoner, of course, was well 
acquainted with this tradition. He was 
standing, he tells us, in the interests of 
the Proletariat, a word which will not 
he found in Dr. Johnson’s Dictionary. 
He was cross-examined as to the mean- 
ing of this word, and I will draw your 
particular attention to his answers : — 

<3. Could you tell us what you mean by 
the Proletariat ? 

The Proletariat is the People. 

Q, Does that include his Lordship? 

A. No. 

Q. Does it include barristers ? 

A, Certainly not. 

<5. Plumbers? 

A, Yes. 

Q, Would it be fair to say, Lord Oodle, 
that by ‘*the People” you mean “people 
who work or have worked with their hands ” ? 

A. Yes. 

Q. Then does that include surgeons? 

A. No. 

Q. Sculptors, painters and writers ? 

if. No. They are of the bourgeois. 

< 3 . And you. Lord Oodle, do you work wdth 
your hands ? 

A. No. 

Q. Then you are not a member of the 
Proletariat ? 

A. No. 

Q. You are not oven a member of the 
People? 

T/ie loitneas hesitated and then said) He 
was for the People. 

Members of the Jury, you will draw 
your own conclusions from these 
answers. I confess that I find them 
extremely unsatisfactory. For the evi- 
dence is — and whether it is credible or 
not it is for you to say— that the prisoner 


throughout the campaign did by every 
means in his power hold out and repre- 
sent liimself as ,one of the People, as 
one, that is, having those special' quali- 
fications,for Parliamentary workwhich, 
as we have seen, are the peculiar pro- 
perty of house-’painters,; boilermakers, 
miners, .porters, and other manual 
workers, or are believed to be so by 
the trustful electorate of Pumptown 
(South). 

At any, rate so far as was possible 
he divested himself of the disagreeable 
odour of nobility. In so doing he has 
brought himself into his present situa- 
tion. Por it is the law that a man 
must nob obtain money by saying that 
he is that which he is not. It may be 
that many a poor Pumptownian regis- 
tered his vote for Lord Oodle under the 
impression that he was an honest 
plumber instead of, as he is, the son of 
a peer. And, if you find that, you may 
conclude that a cruel and heartless' 
fraud has been practised, as a result of 
which the prisoner is the richer. In 
that case, gentlemen, there will be no 
doubt of your verdict. 

The Jury, without leaving the box, 
found the prisoner Guilty, and he was 
sentenced to wear a bowler hat for ten 
years. =:=z:,... - „ - =z: A, P, H, 

Our Heavy Babies. 

{See recent newsoaoer correspondence.) 

, ^ “Bieth. 

At the British Hospital to , wife of 

, a ton .” — Egyptian Paper. 


A Bridge Party is to be held at 
Claridge’s Hotel on February 10th from 
1 3 to 6.30 in aid of Mr. Punch’s 
very old 'friend,' the Surgical Supply 
Dep6t.,. Dame Madge Kendal will 
giye away the many attractive prizes. 

Mr. Punch begs to remind his readers 
that this Society makes many kinds of 
surgical appliances for those wounded in 
the War, for Children's Clinics, Hospitals 
and the poor. The Dep6t is not carried 
.on for profit, and much of the work is 
done by unpaid workers. 

Application for tickets for the Bridge 
Party (10/6, including tea) - should be 
addressed, with remittance, to the Hon. 
Secretaries, Surgical Supply Dep6t, 

22, Upper Phillimore Place, Kensington, | 
W.8. 

The Amusements of a Boyal Babe. 

“EVEBYTHING PBEPABED AT 
SANDBINGHAM. 

Selectei) Cows. 

Expected to be Able to Talk Soon.” 

Manchester Paper* 

“Why live laborious days and shun tho 
tangle of Neaera’s knees, asks youth, while 
middle-age fiddles away so merrily? ” 

Evenmg Paper* 

We don’t know the answer to that one. 


“Miss Fry, it is predicted, will make various 
alterations in the life of the college. She is 
, . . keenly interested in prison reform.” 

" Sunday Paper. 

This is about the new Principal of 
Somerville, not Pentonville. 





First Flapper, “ ’Ow does 'e begin ’is letters?” 
Second Ditto. “ Dearest Annie.” 

First Ditto. “Ool Passhin I 


LUCK'S WAY. 


“I ALWAYS try,’- she said, sighing a- 
little, “not 'to he envious of other 
people’s good luck” ’ 

“It' often,” I. agreed, sighing too,' 
“a little hard to 'bear, even for the 
sweetest nature, the noblest character 
— at least, that ’s what I find myself.” 

“Of course,” she observed, brighten- 
ing a little, “ other people have bad 
luck too at times. For example, there ’s 
one woman I know, and two years run- 
ning she ’s had ’flu the day the January 
sales began and got rid of it the day 
they ended.” 

“I think I must know her husband,” 
I remarked. “ They call him Old Lucky 
at his Club now.” 

“What ever for?” she asked, sur- 
prised. 

“I don’t know,” I answered, “though 
it might be because, in spite of business 
being so bad, he *s been able to buy a 
new car. He says himself it ’s all be- 
cause his wife’s been so economical 
these last two years.” 

“ Then there ’s the luck of the woman 


next door,”^ she went on. “Why, if 
that woman buys a hat cheap at the 
'bargain counter because it’s out of 
date, then next 'morning the papers are 
sui'e to have a photograph of some one 
really great and important — some one 
in a revue chorus, perhaps, or getting 
divorced — and she'll be wearing the 
very exact thing. And that woman next 
door will have it to go straight out in 
that very morning.” 

“It doesn’t seem fair,” I admitted. 
“But I’m lucky too sometimes. I 
crossed a street twice in Town yester- 
day, without waiting for a policeman, 
and I wasn’t run over once.” 

“ That wasn’t luck,” she pronounced, 
“that was attempted suicide which 
failed.” 

“ And last week-end,” I went on, de- 
termined to make good my claim, “I 
spent wjth some friends who had just 
bought a loud speaker of unnumbered 
horse-power and appallingfierceness and 
determination.” 

“I don’t call that good luck,” she 
said. “ I call it just sheer madness on 
your part to go near them.” 


“Ah, but my good luck came in,’’ I 
told her triumphantly, “ for all the time , 
I was there it wouldn’t work, and as it 
was the week-end they couldn’t get any 
one in to put it right. Though perhaps,” 

I added thoughtfully, “it was after all 
not so much good luck as coincidence.” 

“ Why coincidence ? ” she asked. 

“Because,” I explained, “they keep 
their set in the library and the library 
is where I happened to be left alone 
for a few minutes before dinner. But 
I was punished,” I sighed, “for as 
there was no wireless we had to play 
bridge, and my luck was atrocious. I 
lost so much I had to borrow a fiver 
from Tom when I saw him Monday 
afternoon.” 

“ Oh 1 ” she cried, enlightened, “ that ’s 
what he meant when he came b^me 
and said he had had such rotten luck 
all day he thought he had better go to 
bed out of harm’s way. And he did, and 
then the hot-water-bottle burst.” 

“Poor Tom!” I exclaimed, really 
sympathetic. . 

“Poor me I” she protested. “He 
used my new Paris over-blouse to mop 
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Mothen “Jack, deak, I see that Betty has the smalleb apple. Did you 

GIVE HER THE CHOICE?” 

JacJc, “Yes, Mums. I told her she could have the small one or none at 

ALL, AND SHE CHOSE THE SMALL ONE.” 


up the mess, and it cost me such a lot 
to buy a new one I haven’t dared show 
him the bill yet,” 

“But he can’t object when it was his 
fault you had to get a new one.” 

“Husbands are sometimes so un- 
reasonable,” she said gently. “'And then 
they happened to put a new pair of 
snake-skin shoes I ’ve been wanting for 
ever so long on the same bill, because 
when you ’re buying one thing you may 
as well buy two, mayn’t you ? It ’s so 
extravagant to use two taxis when one 
would be enough.” 

“ Obviously,” I agreed ; “ but I don’t 
see where your bad luck comes in.” 

“I never said I had back luck,” she 
protested ; “ I think it ’s such bad form, 
and I never do — not even at bridge. “ 1 
merely put the cards down and sayi 
I would rather not play any more. All j 
I told you was that some people have 
such wonderful luck I wondered some- 
times why I couldn’t have a tiny share 
as well. Look at that woman next door. 
Only the other night Tom and I were 
at the ‘Owls and Bats* night-club, and 
the same night she and her husband 
were there too.” 

“That wasn’t bad luck for any of 
you,” I said, severe in my turn. “No 
one who goes to a night-club has any 
right to complain. It's ,their own 
fault.” 

“It wasn’t any of us being there,” 
she explained, “it was what happened. 
There were a lot of people because the 
‘ Owls and Bats * was never very exclu- 
sive, and, when we saw the woman next 
door and her husband, of course we had 
to speak to them, and I happened to say 
how crowded it was and we were just 
going on to the Night Birds,’ which 
really is exclusive, you know, and you 
simply can’t get in if you aren’t a 
member, not even if you’re from Scot- 
land Yard in plain clothes with heaps 
and heaps of the taxpayers’ money to 
spend.” 

“ The ‘ Night Birds,’ ” I said, “ must 
indeed be a proud and haughty race, 
but I don’t see ” 

“Oh,” she said sadly, “we hadn’t 
been gone two minutes when the ‘ Owls 
and Bats ’ was raided and every one’s 
name and address taken.” 

“And you bad just gone?” I cried. 
“You were lucky.” 

“ Lucky ! ” she snapped. “ You call 
that luck? Why, it was in all the 
papers next day, and they called it the 
very most fashionable club in London, 
so as to be able to use bigger headlines, 
and gave a list of everyone who was 
there, and the very first name that of 
the woman next door, heading the list of 
names of the members of the very most 
fashionablenight-clubinLondon. What 
do you think of that for sheer unearned, 


unnatural, drop-in-your-lap-when-you- 
aren’fc-looking luck ? ” 

“At least,” I said, “I hope she’s 
taken her good fortune well.” 

“ She has not,” she snapped. “Her 
head 's turned. Why, she ’s nice to me 
now when we meet, and I used to be 
nice to /ier.”' 

“A pity,” I said sympathetically, 
“ the police didn’t think of raiding the 
‘ Night Birds * too that same evening.” 

“ Oh, but they did,” she told me with 
tears in her eyes. “They did.” 

“Well, then.,.?” I cried. 


“ You see,” she explained, “we weren’t 
there either, because we aren’t members, 
not really, so we had, gone straight 
home. And now the — the creature next- 
door is always asking me if we ’ve had 
our summons yet. Sometimes I think 
she almost suspects— she ’s mean enough 
to, anyhow.” E. E. P. 


From a B.B.O. announcement:— 

“Mr. and Mr. will how sing, ‘Strike, 

strike the Lyre,’ by Cook.” 

Another of these vindictive Communist 
songs ? 




“ You KNOW, Bobby., you 'ee not neably so obedient as you used to be. I wondee why that is.” 

“ Well, MoTHEE, if you ask me, I think PpSENT-DAY FASHIONS MAT HAVE SOMETHING TO DO WITH IT.” 


A RALLY AT JHE R.A. 

[Two thousand five hundred members of the 
National Art Collection Fund attended a 
soiree at Burlington House, on Wednesday last, 
to celebrate the recently-opened Exhibition of 
Flemish and Belgian Art.] 

Not yery often — no, by ^osh ! — 

I Do London’s sfcont policemen stem 
A Piccadilly half a- wash 
With connoisseurs at 9 p.m. 

Not often, four hours after tea, ' 

Do men in massed formation go 
With matrons and with maids to see 
A merely static picture show. 

But thus it was. Who dares to say 
That England’s soul is moribund? 
The answer to that taunt is “Nay, 
Think of the Art Collection Fund.” 

We came on foot, we came in cars— 
Strong knights had laid aside their 
wars, 

And here and there were seen the atars 
That indicate ambassadors. 

The cloakroom was a howling mob ; 

The staircase was a seething scrum ; 
' Grey hairs were mingled with the bob 
Kesemblinga chrysanthemum. 


Like one that wanders through a wood "S’or Memling’s sal^e she came alone; 

I drifted round those spacious halls, The Beueghbls she was there to see; 

Conseifiirs that things superbly good She drags him round . . . with one deep 
Were hanging on the unseen walls. groan 

nn.„ T „.i.- -n At last the victim wrenches free. 

Till “Come,” thought I, “ tis Eng- , „ , i 

land’s task , “He fell, methought, “but must I faint 

To do, to dare. Dear heart, be stout : ^ Where some have wrestled to the end ? 

The Dutch and Belgian art is there ; ^ "will behold this priceless paint 

Be mine to go and dig it out ! ” However far I have to bend. 

Not otherwise, I trow, the scene ^ falter in the strife 

WhenWales and England closely jam; ^ T 

Sir P. P. Eubens inight have been This is the moment of my life- 
A breakaway at Twickenham. I beheld St. Barbara ! 

Only by dint of stress and strain Doing my unbound neckband up, 

The serried phalanx might one pass, Nursingmyforehead,slightlystunnecl, 

Where noses fair and noses plain 1 11 take a glass of claret-cup — 

Were glued conjointly to the glass. Here ’s to the Art Collection Fund 1 

And lo I one bronzed beard was caught . . “ I 

By accident on someone’s beads— 

Behold, protesting and unsought, “Puavee's Leo Beoken and Anotheu 

The stately dame her captive leads. 

Tl^re was no room in that strong press pjanet has been discovered at an 

For him to part his facial fur observatory near Turin by Professor Vosca.” 

From* so unlovely a caress; Evening Paper, 

Crouching he had to follow her. A silly place for it to hide in. 






Hk 




A PIONEER. 

Very Early Beyiile. “ Hullo I That ’s soMETHitra new. PLirarG, eh ? ” 

ANO^LLSf ^ RaIHEB AN AMUSING H>EA. BPOBTING 


IN GOOD SET TERMS. 

Dear Miss Garnish (otherwise Nora), 
You AND I. 

I have pleasure in enclosing for your 
earnest and serious perusal draft articles 
which I have instructed myself to pre- 
pare in the above matter. Kindly re- 
turn the document approved and give 
me the earliest possible appointment 
to complete. 

Yours very truly, 

[Enclosure 1.] Frank Pleadwell. 

These Articles of Betrothal 
are made the day of January 1927 
BETWEEN Nora Garnish of etc. Articled 
Clerk (hereinafter called “ the Darling”) 
of the one part and Frank Plead well of 
etc. Articled Clerk (hereinafter called 
“ the Suppliant ”) of the other part 

Whereas on the 25th day of Nov- 
ember 1926 the Darling appeared upon 
a Summons in Chambers before a 
learned Master of the Chancery Divi- 
sion 'of the High Court of Justice to 
represent the Defendant in the action 
intituled Woggs v. Woggs 

And Whereas on the date aforesaid 
the Suppliant also appeared before the 
said Master to represent the Plaintiff 
in the said action 

And Whereas the Suppliant was so 
amazed bewitched and enchanted at 


and by the beauty charm voice smile 
manner courtesy eloquence winsome- 
ness and utter desirability of the Dar- 
ling that he was rendered wholly in- 
capable of arguing the point of law to 
be decided by the said Master and the 
said Master ordered that the application 
of the Plaintiff be dismissed with costs 
such order being in the submission of 
the Suppliant not in accordance with 
the merits of the said application 
And Whereas certain obiter dicta 
delivered by or attributed to one 
William Shakespeare late of Strat- 
ford-on-Avonin the County of Warwick 
Esquire whereof the purport is that no 
person hath ever conceived a deep 
affection save and except upon first 
observing or beholding the object of 
such affection are held to be true in 
■substance and in fact 

And Whereas the parties hereto 
have met on a subsequent occasion 
and the Darling allowed the Suppliant 
to hold her hand for the space of some 
fifteen seconds but thereafter sur- 
rounded herself with divers frivolous 
and vexatious persons whereby the 
Suppliant was hindered and prevented 
from orally discovering to her the 
subject-matter of these presents 
And Whereas it is intended that 
the Suppliant shall sit for his Final 
Examination in June next but the ador- 


able features of the Darling are con- 
tinually interposed between himself 
and the pages of Professor Westlake's 
treatise upon Private Internatiojial Law 
or as the case may be 
And Whereas it is the considered 
opinion of the Suppliant as hereby 
testified that the Darling is the sweetest 
dearest and loveliest thing that there 
ever was or could be 
And Whereas the Suppliant believes 
himself to possess a faithful and devoted 
heart his appearance demeanour grave 
defects of character and general un- 
worthiness notwithstanding 
Now These Articles of Betrothal 
Witness that in consideration of the 
premises the Darling hereby allows 
herself to become affianced engaged 
and betx-othed to the Suppliant with a 
view to early matrimony 
And the Suppliant hereby covenants 
with the Darling that so far as he the 
Suppliant can ensure it the Darling 
shall neyev regret having assented to 
these presents And Also that the Sup- 
pliant shall and will love protect and 
cherish the Darling throughout his 
whole life and purposes and intends 
to devote his said life to procuring and 
promoting her happiness wherein alone 
he entertains any reasonable or probable 
expectation of finding His own 
In Witness, etc. 
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REWARDS THAT REALLY COUNT. 

(By a Student of Nomenclature), 
Momentous announcements frequently 
pass unnoticed in the hurry and bustle 
of our hectic age. It is ail the more the 
duty of the far-sighted philosopher to 
secure for them the attention they de- 
serve. To descend from generals to 
particulars, let me quote the following 
paragraphs, tucked away at the bottom 
of a column in a recent number of The 
Star, without any special typographical 
prominence: — 

Mr. William Le Queux, who is now 
away in gay Gurnigel, one of the 
brightest of the Swiss resorts, has been 
honoured in a very unusual fashion by 
Mr. Henry H. Weymer, 
a Philadelphia million- 
aire. 

“Mr. Weymer, who is 
one of Mr. Le Queux’s 
most ardent admirers in 
America, has named his 
new steam-yacht after 
the author. A specially- 
taken portrait, signed by 
the novelist , hangs in th e 
saloon, and the library 
contains a specially- 
bound selection of his 
works. 

“At present the Wil- 
liam Le Queux is cruis- 
ing off the Florida coast, 
but in February she will 
make a cruise in the 
Mediterranean, with a 
party of Mr. Weymer’ s 
friends on board.” 

While congratulating 
Mr. Le Queux on this 
signal and original ac- 
knowledgment of his genius, I may ob- 
serve that this brief announcement, 
though satisfactory as far as it goes, omits 
to mention the extraordinary influence 
which the presence of the William Le 
Queiix\xZsS exerted on the “ mystical mon- 
sters marine” which frequent the waters 
in which she (or he) is cruising. For it is 
reported on good authority from Key 
West that quite recently Mr. V/eymbe, 
on entering the saloon, discovered two 
large tarpons and a batfish in an atti- 
tude of abject adoration leaning- up 
against the wall on which the portrait 
of the novelist is hung, and uttering 
strange noises indicative of ecstatic 
rapture. With remarkable presence of 
mind Mr. Weymer presented each of 
the strange visitors with a copy of Mr. 
Lb Queux’s latest novel, which they 
immediately swallowed, and then quietly 
retreated up the companion to the deck 
and plunged into the sea. On com- 


^municating these facts to Mr. Barn- 
borough (formerly Bamberger), the 
famous violinist, I received from him 
the following letter: — 

“ Dear Sir, — The episode you relate 
interests but does not surprise me. On 
the occasion of my first visit to Siam 
in the lifetime of the late Kino Ohula- 
LONGKOEN, his Majesty, after my last 
recital, not only conferred on me the 
Order of the White Elephant, but an- 
nounced his intention of naming his 
own particular sacred white elephant 
after me. I was present at the solemn 
rite, which was carried out with the 
utmost liturgical and social prestige, 
and at the close the intelligent animal 
embraced me with his trunk and 


trumpeted a grateful fanfare. My name- 
sake, I am glad to say, is still alive, 
and a recent letter which has reached 
me from Siam states that he is never 
happier than when listening to his 
mahout translating the Press cuttings 
relating to my concerts, etc., which I 
send to the Court from time to time. 
Great artists have their trials, but such 
tributes as I have mentioned are an 
unfailing solace in their darkest hours. 

“ For another graceful act of recognition 
I am indebted to my friend, the Governor 
of the Andaman Islands, who, in com- 
memoration of my visit and the human- 
ising efiect of my performances on the 
inmates of the convict colony, decided 
to name the principal bell in the settle- 
ment after me. ‘Big Bam,’ as it is 
now entitled, has perpetuated this 
influence with the .happiest results, and 
a notable elevatipn in the moral stan- 
dard of the inhabitants has ensued.” 


It is much to be hoped that the ex- 
ample set by foreign potentates and 
American millionaires will be followed 
in the heart of the Empire. The recog- 
nition of genius, like charity, should 
begin at home, and so far we seem to be 
lamentably lacking in expressing our 
gratitude to our greatest living men. A 
careful study of the official list of streets 
and places in the London postal area 
reveals the painful fact that, with the 
solitary exception of Chesterton Eoad in 
North Kensington and Chesterton Eoad 
and Terrace, Plaistow, and several 
streets, roads and mews rejoicing in the 
title of Wells, none other of our best- 
sellers has hitherto received the honour 
he so richly deserved. You may look in 
vain for Dell or Drinkwater, Hall Caine 
or Hocking, Coward or 
even Le Queux. This 
is a matter which clam- 
ours for’ the attention 
of the London County 
Council. 

But other organisa- 
tions and enterprises 
show a similar disre- 
gard of the opportuni- 
ties they enjoy of en- 
couraging talent and 
achievement. Take for 
example our railway 
companies. The habit of 
namingrailway-engines 
is of old standing, but 
directors and managers 
display a singular lack 
of imagination in their 
choice of titles. I feel 
convinced that thegreat 
majority of passengers 
would travel with a far 
greater sense of confid- 
ence and exhilaration if 
they knew that the train 
was^ being hauled by a locomotive 
bearing the inspiring appellation of, 
say, The Eosita Forbes, The Countess 
of Oxford and Asquith, The Michael 
Arlen, The Bernard Shaw or The Max 
Pemberton. Engines, as any railway 
engineer will testify, have personalities 
and characters. They are not inani- 
mate machines. They respond to con- 
siderate treatment, and if, instead of 
being for the most part called after dead 
worthies, they bore the names of living 
celebrities, their vitality would be en- 
hanced and they would perform their 
duties with an enthusiasm and an 
alacrity which could not fail to assist 
the entire railway system in its severe 
competition with other modes of traffic. 


“Speciality Salesmen Wanted throughout 
the whole United Kingdom calling upon under- 
takers. Must bo live men,” — Morning Baicr, 
Why? 



Indignant Skipper (to Golf - Caddie ), “Nah, look herb 1 I don’t so much 

MIND YOU turnin’ OUT IN A GOLF-JERSEY, BUT DON’T COME ANV OF YER OLD 
BUCK AN’ START WALKIN’ AFTER THE BALL.” 
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BALLADS FOR BROAD-BROWS. 

My Old Hot-Wateb-Bottle. 

No, Mr. Nibbs, I never thought of marriage, 

At least, I never thought of it again ; 

It ’s not the institution I disparage. 

It ’s just the thought of Woman gives me pain. 
Qwe me my dd hot-ivater-hottle, 

And you can keep yoiu^ wives; 

Love comes and goes, as loell I knoivs, 

But this old pal survives; 

A tooman, so the poet sings, 

Can raise the soul to better things ; 

And so she may, but all I say 

Is ** Give me my old hot-icater-bottle.'* 

Early or late, when I come home she ’s waiting ; 

Early or late,.she never says a word ; 

She never doubts the story 1 ’m relating, 

She never even asSs me what occurred. 

Give one my old hot-ioater-bottle; 

Bed flannel o^ound it put, 

♦ And let it lie and gurgle by 
My teoider little foot ; 

That ’s all the coonfort that *s required 
When I coone home a little tired ; 

A loving wife can shape one's Ufe, 

But give me my old hot-ioater-hottle. 

My faithful friend, could you and I be parted ? 
When I am' gone, whose bottle will you be? 


Could I endure to know that you had started 
. . Warming the toes of some detested she ? 

Give one my old hot-water-bottle 
Before 1 make my xoill. 

And let me clasp at my last gasp 
The good oxd flannel still ; 

And 'luhen I reach my long last bed 
Streiv oio sad flowers above my head, 

But, nice and neat, lay at ony feet 

Susan, my old hot-wate'r-bottle, A. P. H. 

Another Impending Apology. 

‘‘A pretty, clam-faced Sister looks after the Chapel, and she sells round 
white cakes made from the dust of, the Grotto .” — Trinidad Paper, 

^ j 

Charming Customs of the Aristocracy. 

‘‘ Chatsworth is another great house that has entertained on a large 
scale latel3^ It is, of course, the neighbour to Haddon Hall, where 
now that it is finished they will hold wassail in the season and fishing ; 
and hollyhocks .” — Somday Paper, 

“ The Duke was wearing naval uniform with a coked hat, and tho 
Duchess a white costume .” — Evening Paper, 

Very trying for the Duchess. 

Prom an article on the City Companies ; — 

“Often, however, Parliament found it necessary to allow .a 
company to engage in more than one trade. Thus the English vint- 
ners, who imported wine from France, were permitted to buy English 
cloth to sell again, while the Gascony wine merchants bringing wine 
•to England were permitted to buy fried, fish from Cornwall and 
Devon ,” — Stmday Paper, 

While the Carpenters, no doubt, supplied the chips. 
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DIE-HARD. 


“The Ministry for the Abolition of 
National Antiquities,” he announced, 


It was the year 2000 or so, a.d. Far and added with an eloquent smile, 
away through the mullioned window “Laughable, your lordship will allow.” 
of Oresswell Gastle Lord Jewel noted “I will see them,” remarked Lord 
a blot in the blue heaven. Jewel with unexpected aplomb. 

“ An aeroplane,” 'he murmured with Accordingly the Minister and^his 


all the insight of his race. Moreover departmental chiefs in the latest Gov- 
it seemed to be heading for his care- ernment clattered into the vast hall of 
fully-cloistered park. The spectacle Oresswell and stared with eager curiosity 
caused him some perturbation. It at the armour, the stone staircase, the 
could not mean relatives, because the vast open fire-places, the naked svrords 
Jewels enjoyed an enviable extinction, on the walls. But they - stared even 
like the Great Auk. It could not be more at Mr. Jupp, who, so far as they 
visitors, because since the last great could judge, had not observed them at 
Clyde Soviet the best people,' being all. In their reading — the more studi- 
intellectually unequal to compulsory ous ones who had been at the Cambridge 
Eussian, had sunk very low indeed. Class for Citizens or Oxford Offices for 
Through the open window 

came the soft drone of an ,, ,|i ^ ^ , j, 

aeroplane dropping gently to ij il 'J' |1 

earth. Lord ^ Jewel bad an l§ 

uneasy intuition tliat a crisis 

was approaching. To a Jewel il ii 

a crisis was* about as much nr i 

use as a cocktail-shaker to . • ‘ 

COD^eiTQiiir.Jopph^^^^ 

his own stomach with a choice .//jy if'J I //'IjiWM \\' iulJ ‘VAni* •' li 
Madeira, He had more than vylil .( 

a strong afi'ection for J^ord jl i V I. j ;■'! 

Jewel. He had grown up 1 !irf^5l''ir 

under him as under a cathe- 3I| ' [-} ' I i.-J |'' ■ 

dral. The mere fact th at Lprd """ 

Jewelneverpddwagesbeauti- . Committee-men. this ^vAS i Peee.' " 

fied theii relations to a degree liardlyj Officials — they had come upon the term I 




• ' *' ■ 
fc’i'r . 


Jl ! ■I..'!.." 




“ ‘ Committee-men, this was a Peer.’ ” 


attained since the early Christians. 

“I thought I heard a noise, Jupp.” 


“butler” far later than those interest- 
ing Hebrew narratives about Joseph, 


“An aeroplane, your lordship. There in fact, only a few centuries ago, in the 
is a person calling himself a Cabinet feudal days of The Morning Post and 
Minister in the servants’ hall.” the reactionary visions of Mr. Cook. 

“ Begging ? ” ^ “ Comrade,” announced the Minister, 

“No, your lordship. He has come a short man with a deliberate falsetto 
wdthadeputationofotherpersonstowait voice— “ comrade, you were once known 
onyou. The other persons* are admiring as. Lord Jewel. Committee-men, this 
the battlementsfrom the moat. I thought was a Peer,” he concluded with the 
it better they should not be left near expert’s pardonable flush of pride. • 
the silver salver on the ball chest.” They all surged a step nearer. 

“Are they Ministers too?”. . “I feel our • intrusion,” said a thin 

“That I cannot state without inquiry.' melancholic official — “I feel our in- 
They have of course no social import- trusion—if one may use such a hypo- 
ance. They handed me this card.” critical old-world term without seeming 
“Bead it, Jxipp.” , . ridiculous— has taken Comrade Jewel! 

Mr. Jupp, who was already familiar unawares. Now, although none of us 
with its rich humour, elaborately wiped grow old as he is old, we have in our 
his spectacles and assumed an aspect research schools learned sufficient of 
of critical profundity, ' the great quantities of carnal food and 


potent liquids which produced such a 
fine specimen of an extinct civilisation 
as we have before us.” 

“Damn you, Sir! ’’remarked Lord Jewel. 
“Authentic,” commented the Minister 
with gusto. 

“ Perhaps,” the official went on, “ our 
comrade does not quite grasp what 
we represent. Under our previous Gov- 
ernment all honours, titles, uniforms, 
superiorities, grouse, Pall Mall clubs, 
service flats and cushioned seats at 
theatres were very properly abolished. 
Curiously enough, in the course of the 
good work, you, Comrade, and your 
progenitors have been overlooked. We 
admit we have thus occasionally been 

startled at the valuable rubbish ” 

“ * * ! ” re- 

marked his lordship, ^ 
“Authentic,” again carolled 
the archaeologist, ‘ - 
‘‘ — which we discover. Un- 
(y j happily in recent years a most 
'alarming reaction is notice- 
amongst certain grades 
IjmHKk of our people. There is a mis-. 
w^JEnH^ chievous section of the com- 
munity who associate with our 
relics of antiquity a nobility 
wmjBKm which, if I may be so personal, 
is quite obviously a laughable 
Ij error. Our Committee has 
wWWm U| accordingly decided to take a 
yUBB u i ^I'jl To throw ridicule 

wUBK I’! ; .upon this retrograde tendency 
j! we propose to display to the 
wBUL j- public a few spooinien relics 
such as you, if you will permit 
WKKm\ a purely technical term, and 
|9ULj 1 you,” turning towards the 
immobile Mr. Jupp. “It will, 
in I . J we are convinced, result in 
. ■ ' ^ j! disillusionment.” 

.“But where do I come in?” 
asked Lord Jewel, quickening 
a good deal. 

“ As a political move, Comrade. The 
past is only perilous when it affects the 
imagination. Our opponents think they 
can play upon the ignorance of the 
people. They think they can con- 
struct a delusion upon inanimate things. 
In the hour of their triumph we will 
act. We will show them the truth,” 

“ The truth ? ” echoed his lordship. 
“You,” confided the Minister suc- 
culently. “ When they see the genuine 
article it will mean another ten years 
for the Government.” 

Lord Jewel, in the haze of their ex- 
uberance, exchanged a prolonged and 
meditative glance with Jupp. 

“This indicates a puWic appear- 
ance?” he inquired. 

The Minister gave a sigh of relief. 
“Comrade Spoof,” lie said briskly, 

“ how will our comrades be attired? ” 

A hirsute expert assembled a husky 
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xue: di av* remember having seen before, played 

AT THE PLAY. Dorinda otherwise than very creditably. 

The Beaux’ Stratagem ” (Lyric, Her languishing airs, her prim modesty, 
Hammersmith). her growing passion (in the eighteenth- 

The wonder is that that re- 
sourceful revivalist, Mr. NigeIi 
Playfair, has not long since set 

before us'this brilliant and divert- ^ 

memory of the Art Theatre's pre- 
sentationlh; 19^19,' had somewhat ^ 

seasoned^with a fine wit; its satire 

characterisation ^is, till towards 

remains a well-knit whole — a 
lively story and a well-managed 

plot. The formal and very proper GIBBET DEFYING lYBURN. 

artificiality of the presentation Bobsell. 

tempts us pleasantly to flatter Px-ArrAin. 

ourselves with the thought that our en- century Hammersmith mode) were all 
lightened and highly moral age cannot well indicated, and she brings beauty as 
show such unscrupulous gallantry, such a pleasant ally of her talent. Miss 
naked cynicism. There is nothing in 
I the tactful production to distress a 
modern maiden aunt. ^ 

It is difficult not to blurb *' a little vL A 

about Miss Edith Evans’s delectably 
roguish Mrs, Sullen, It makes a charm- 
ing companion-picture to her ilfiWa77ia7i^, 

from which it is admirably differenti- jf ^ 0 

ated within the frame of the , exquisite If \^^["^/// 

gay artificiality, of which this talented 

actress - proves herself past-mistress. I 

Her three chief scenes — the first with ^ V 

the reluctant disapproving Dorinda; 

the second with a more understanding % \\ 

Dorinda so swiftly overwhelmed with .fe |P ^ \ 

love for the unknown gallant ; the third !|E < ||^ \ 

in the bedroom scene before and after jU 

the entrance of the unscrupulous .drc/ier j % \ 

— were most delicately or archly or jB 

merrily played as the varying moods de- 

manded. If she seemed rather to sweep mB w B 

the other players oil the stage this uF V 

was not due to any selfish playing for W K tR ^9 

her own clever hand. It was just that M JM ^ _ JB . B 

she has that rare quality of dominat- 

ing personality which makes it diffi- 

cult for less well-trained, less experi- iH^euDer^ 

enced and less resourceful partners to m VINO NON SEMPER YEBITAS, 
^^inaiiitain the exchanges. Not that Scrub . . . Mr. Miles Malleson. 

Mi^S Phyllis Konstam, whom I do not Francis Archer Mr. George Haees: 


[ Winifred Evans gave us a delightfully 
, grav’e and handsome Lady Bountiful; 

, Miss Dorothy Hope made the pert' 
■ conscienceless Cherry a lively intelligent * 
piece of work. I thought that 
both Mr. Carleton Hobbs (Atm- 
ivell) and Mr. George Hayes 
(Archer) failed to rise to the heights 
of their excellent opportunities. 
Something more than a lively 
gaiety — shall we say 'panache '^ — 
was needed. Mr. Hayes made 
L. the better showing, %nd his sing- 
ing was particularly charming, 
fillip Miles Malleson embel- 

[fllllilm Scrub with those well- 

mlM considered strokes of clown’s 
tmm humour for which he is now 
min famous. Mr. Scott Rus- 

Hlf SELL played the attractive old 
Ml scoundrel Boniface with a rich 
rH what a venerable anti- 

NH quity is that still current tag, 
IMpI “as the saying is”! Mr. Nigel 
Playfair’s highwayman was per- 
haps not so unlike M, Jourdain 
as it might have been. But Mr. 
Playfair has his formula, and it 
is not unamusing or ineffective. 

He deserves our warm grati- 
tude for giving us the opportunity 
of seeing this brilliant play. The 
authors of The Country Wife and 
The Way of the World may well 
have felt that, if the young Irish 
captain had lived, he would have 
definitely challenged their supremacy, 
and we may well feel that his sv^’eeter 
wit, his greater sincerity, his more 
human quality, would have given us 
something which the coarse mind of 
the one and the hard brilliance of the 
other could not achieve. 

The scenery by j\Ir. James Whale 
(who played the boorish Squire Sullen) 
and Mr. Victor Hembrow, the dresses 
by Mrs. Lovat Eraser and Miss Polly 
Hill Clark, deserve more than a 
formal woid of commendation. Dorinda, 
Mrs, Sullen axxdiLady Bountiful, always 
composed beautifully in their ballooning 
skirts ; the liighwaymen (by Hogarth 
out of the distinctively Hammersmith 
Wardrobe), were effective. Aimwell and 
Archer seem to have gone to the wrong 
tailors. Entr'acte music at the Lyric 
is always a well-considered feature, and 
better listened to than is customary in 
the chattering West End. T. 

“ Lost Property ” (Duke of York’s). 

When the little girl-baby was left in 
a bundle on the counter of Sol Cohen's 
pawnshop he knew it must be a goy (or 
Christian), because Jews don’t leave 
their offspring on pawnshop counters. 

I believe there is justice in this claim. 
Sol and^ his wife, Bifka, had recently 
lost their little Leah, Soh as deeply 
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hurt as BifJm, sets himself to forget, be- 
cause otherwise one can’t work and 
live. But Bifka is haunted by the plain- 
tive voice of her little one, and the patient 
Sol vainly tries to comfort her. So that 
when that faint cry is heard from the 
shop and the burly kindly Jew brings 
in the tiny bundle it is a foregone con- 
clusion that Bifka will welcome it as a 
gift from heaven, goy or no goy, and 
that Soli after a faint resistance on 
religious, and perhaps a little on busi- 
ness, grounds, will agree to adopt the 
new Leah and take her to Pittsburg, 
whither the devoted couple are pro- 
posing to emigrate on the proceeds of 
the sale of the business which has been 
so successfully concluded that very 
night. 

Twenty years pass, and SoZ, a rich 
man, is installed in Maida Vale, the 
paradise of his type, in a fine house, 
furnished not ignobly, a fit setting for 
his jewel, Leah. The beautiful found- 
ling is idolised by both her adopted 
parents. She knows nothing of her 
counter origin. And here ’s the diffi- 
culty. Soli an honest soul and sincere 
believer, cannot let her marry an ortho- 
dox Jew without telling him the truth ; 
cannot let her marry a Christian with- 
out outraging the religious sentiment 
of his orthodox friends. Leah is wooed 
by two suitors, an overdressed young 
Hebrew with a very offensive technique, 
and a rather colourless but sound goy 
barrisder. Soli favouring the barrister, 
whom Leah loves, contrives a plot to 
give them to each other without either 
betraying the secret of Leah's birth to 
her and to others or losing caste in his 
synagogue. 

A modest piece, full of unexpected 
touches of feeling and enriched with 
much humour. Mr. Ben Landeck is 
no mere prejudiced propagandist. He 
makes play with the fpibles of his race. 
But .he takes a very natural pleasure in 
showing two really lovable people, Sol 
and Bifka : SoZ, with some flair for life, 
carrying his success without undue 
elation, retaining his fundamental sim- 
plicity ; Bifka, never very happy with 
the fine dresses, the motors and the 
servants, and still insisting on spending 
much of her time in her kitchen and 
taking infinite pride in the authentic 
kosherliness of her bouse. Mr. Sam 
Livesey — admirable actor — gave us a 
very well- characterised study of the 
friendly, flamboyant, kindly Sol. Miss 
Joan Pebeira, both in her emotional 
passages and her unforced liumour, 
showed a delicate discretion and a most 
accomplished technique. The part 
might fairly be said to play itself, but 
not so well as it was in fact played by this 
clever lady. Mr. Michael Sherbrooke’s 
rather expansive sketch of the money- 


ciufcchingoldilfc 7 wfeZif 7 / 67 ’Swasamusing, 
and Mr. Egbert Holmes skilfully made 
the son as offensive as the author in- 



THE LOST PROPERTY BABY. 
Bifka Cohen . . . Miss Joan Pebeira. 
Sol Cohen .... Mr. Sam Livesey. 


tended. An entertaining pair. Miss 
Adrianne Allen had a difl&cult task 
with the gentle Leah and acquitted her- 
self well. Mr. Paul Oavanagh played 
the young barrister with an easy tact. 



THE SACRIFICE ON HYMEN’S ALTAR, 
“Vot 1 Only five thousand for this nice 
strong, man ? ” 

George Myers . . Mr. Robert Holmes. 
Mendel Myers . . Mr. Michael Sherbrooke, 


There was a good deal of interpolated 
Yiddish which the mere goy missed, 
but which was enthusiastically received 
by more instructed persons freely dis- 
posed among the audience. There was 
an absence of racial antagonisms and a 
general atmosphere of goodwill which 
pleased everybody. Perhaps there was 
a little overstressing, whether on the 
author’s or the producer’s part it is 
not easy to say, of the broad comedy 
elements. But that is a temptation 
difficult to resist. Liveliness and 
laughter-making are perhaps more essen- 
tialqualitiesthanperfectartisticbalance. 
And certainly they have a higher market 
value. T, 


A SONG OF SAINT GEORGE. 

Saint George the Dragon he did slay, 
As you ’ve a-heard ’em talk, 

Not on' the clay, not on the clay, 

But all upon the chalk ; 

Of many a fell fire-puffing ton, 

The Worm he laid along 
All on our chalk at Uffington, 

So, please you, hear my song. 

Saint Geoege he was a wight o’ might; 

His spear-head winked like sparks ; 
He didn’t dread a dragon’s bite — 

Says he, ** ’Tis beast o* Berks 1 ” 

Old Dragon fell like 'stalk, he did, 

Like stalk in front of scythe ; 

Saint pinned him to the chalk, he did, 
That we might all be blithe. 

Now Saint rode cock-a-horse, o* course, 
And oh, by that and this, 

At Banbury Cross my lady’s horse 
Was ne’er so white as bis ; 

And Saint he sat like gentleman, 

As saddie-fast as wax, 

A mighty ornamental man 
And made for horses’ backs. 

There’s dragon’s blood on Dragon’s Hill 
To prove this song be true, 

And old White Horse he gallops still 
Where nags in Berkshire do, 

While Saint, with Abraham an’ all. 

In Paradise has cheer ; 

So wishing well I am an’ all 
To all in this New Year. P. E. 0. 


Programmes thaf Might Have Been 
More Tactfully Arranged. 

“Address 10 mins. 

Rev. . 

Song— ‘ It is Enough ‘ Elijah ’ 

Handel 8.23.” 


“Thousands Who Want to Sin 
Rush to Join in our Festival. 

Send at -Once for Youjr Tickets. 

But do not Apply Twice.” 

Yorkshire Pa^er. 

Everything has to be done through the 
papers nowadays. 
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SMALL-TALK FOR DANCES. 

OuE grandmothers,” I gasped, sink- 
ing into a chair, may believe in non- 
stop dancing, but for myself I prefer 
to sit out occasionally.” 

^‘Eight- 0 ,” agreed Vivien. ‘‘Let's 
talk.” 

I racked my brains for a subject. . 

“Have you seen^ The Constant 
Nymyh ? ” I began briskly. 

“Try again,” she said. ‘“You've 
played that before.” 

“ Have I ? Sorry. Have you heard 
what Sir Thomas Beecham said about 
wireless ? ” 

“ Many a time,” she replied gloomily. 

“Do you believe that Thingummy 
really wrote The Whu^yering Gallery ? ” 
1 ventured. 

“ I haven't changed my mind since 
you asked me that question two dances 
ago.”' 

“I’ve mentioned the topping floor, 
I believe ? ” 

“Your views on the floor have run 
into five editions. If you consider a 
cheap reprint worth while ” 

“ Hardly. Have you seen the new 
nigger dance ? ” 

“ I have.” 

“ Good. And what do you think 
of it?” 

“Exactly what I said in the traflio 
block near the buffet.” 

“ Talking about buffets ” 

“ We weren’t. But if you like we 
will.” 

“ I was only about to suggest that a 
gyratory system past the buffet would 
be a good idea. One might snatch a 
sandwich every hour or so. What do 
you think of the idea ? ” 

“ Quite a good joke,” she said mor- 
osely, “when it was new.” 

“I don’t think you’re helping the 
score at all,” I protested. “You're 
just sitting on your splice and leaving 
it all to me.” ' 

“ But what is there to say that we 
haven't said heaps of times ?'” 

“Quite. That's the curse of the 
modern practice ’ of dancing-partners. 
Under the old dispensation, if I tad ven- 
tured past the cordon of chaperons ” 

“What were Uiey?” demanded 
Vivien. 

“Before your time, old thing. The 
ancients who now play with balloons. 
In those days they sat - round and 
watched the morals ‘of their young. 
One was expected to choose a different ^ 
partner for each dance. The chapex*ons • 
would have declared a lock-out if I had 
danced with one partner as frequently 
as we have to-night.” 

. “ How quaint ! ” murmured Vivien. 

^ “ It wasn’t so top-hole as the present* 
arrangement, of course.” 


“Brighter for the poor girl,” she 
said. 

“I’m coming to that,” I said severely. 
“ It had conversational advantages.” 

“You told each partner the same 
tale?” 

“ Substantially, One started with 
the same list of subjects, at any rate. 
My remark about the topping floor — it 
wasn't ‘ topping ' then, ‘ ripping ' I 
think it was in those days — frequently 
ran to a fifteenth impression. Then 
the band — we had Blue Hungarians 
who played ‘The Merry Widow’ — 
would run to the same.” 

“ I suppose,” mused Vivien, “ their 
jolly little frocks formed a third sub- 
ject ? ” 

“ Little! ” I echoed. “They swept the 
floor. One apologised for tripping over 
them,” 

“I didn’t know you were as old as 
all that,” said Vivien. “Why, you're 
venerable ! ” 

“ Not nearly so old as the non-stop 
dancers,” I retorted. 

“Go on,” she urged. “There were 
other subjects ? ” 

“ One asked one's partner whether 
the war would be over soon.” 

“ Which war?” 

“There you have me. There was 
always some sort of war. Then one 
said , ‘ Have you been on the Flip-Flap? ’ ” 

“ You 're romancing. Victorians sim- 
ply couldn’t use an expression ” 

“ Bdwardians,” I corrected. “ Surely 
you remember the White City ? ” 

“I've heard grandmother mention it. 
But go on.” 

“And ‘Have you been in a motor 
yet?' And ‘Do you roller-skate?' 
And ‘You cycle, of course?’ One 
hardly ever dried up. Besides, compli- 
ments were done in those days.” 

“ I ’ve noticed the omission,” agreed 
Vivien. 

“ If you would like me to pay you 
an Edwardian compliment ? ” 

“ On your bended, knee,” insisted 
Vivien. 

“I’m sorry. Knees went out in the 
'eighties. If you won’t take it seriously 
I won't pay it.” 

“ Save it until compliments come in 
again. But didn’t you ever say some- 
thing that was not in the phrase- 
book?” 

“ I am not publishing my reminis- 
cences. But one's partners detected a 
hundred nuances in one's small-talk. I 
don't suppose it ’s possible to propose 
during a dance nowadays.” 

“ I’ve known it done.” 

“ An offer made under the influence 
of the 'Saxophone doesn’t count in a 
court oHaw, surely. But, strictly with- 
out prejudice, may I propose- 

Vivien's cheek dimpled. 


“ — another raid on the buffet?” I 
concluded. 

“Now you 're talking,” said Vivien, ris- 
ing with enthusiasm. “ Come along, old 
thing.” ========= 

THE PATERNAL COMMANDER. 

In spite of the frenzy for football 
which now grips this country I fancy 
that not yet are games organised 
between such stately bodies as Bench 
and Bar, Government and Opposition, 
Authors and Artists, and the other 
staid and often elderly antagonists who 
meet sometimes at cricket and oftener 
at golf. In India, however, where the 
standard of age of those who administer 
and interpret and juggle with the Law 
maybe lower, football matches between 
Bench and Bar occasionally have place, 
and there lies befoi’e me a document 
proving with what thoroughness they 
are prepared. I name no names, not 
even of the locality, lest trouble might 
ensue ; bub here are the instructions as 
issued to the members of his team by 
the Captain of the Benchers. They 
strike me as showing the right spirit 
of leadership, particularly perhaps the 
first sentence of Clause 3 ; — 

“ Instructions. 

(1) On 1st October you must be 
dressed in kbarki shorts and white 
shirts. If you do not possess shorts 
get one pair made or borrowed from 
a friend. 

(2) If you play with boots on, well 
and good. But if you are used to 
playing barefooted, you are recom- 
mended to put on light rubber shoes, 

which can be had of Messrs. . 

With those shoes on, your legs will 
be as free as barefooted. You will, 
of course, wear stockings to match. 
My point is that bare feet won't 
make genteel presentation. 

(3) Both on’ 28fcli September and 
1st October you should leave Court 
at 3 T.M., adjourning cases if neces- 
sary without fear of explanation. I 
am sending a copy of this to the 
District Judge and the District Magis- 
trate. Go home, take light refresh- 
ment and come to the play-ground 
refreshed in mind and body. I do 
not want you to come straight from 
Court with your mind fagged out 
with legal proceedings. 

If you have any difficulties, discuss 
personally with me. Do not write. 

, Captain.” 

I wish it were possible to see what 
instructions, if any, were distributed to 
his team by the Captain of the Bar, 
because, in spite of the careful general- 
ship of the Captain of the Bench 
[ team, as displayed above, the Bar won. 

1 E. V. L. 
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THE REAL MRS. GRUNDY. 

In Thrumpton on the river Trent 
As I was walking of a Sunday, 

I passed a rose-red tenement, 

The natal place of Mrs. Grundy, 

Who was, as you may not have heard, 

The dairymaid of GEokaE the Thibd. 

Her pattens and her pans were bright t 
As buttercups, they say, 

She had no goblin dreams by night, 

And so she laughed by day. 

And in the dairy she would sing, 

A-mahing butter for the King. 

She made sweet syllabubs ; she kept ^ 
Her sleeves and apron nonpareil ; tR 
^ The cowmen counted her adept wA 

In telling pasture by the pail ; yM 

' And in all weathers to a turn 
She knew the process of the churn. 

And many another dainty fine 

Was Mrs. Grundy’s care, m 

As damson cheese and cowslip wine, 

And honey in the square, 

And milky curds in rush, to dress , 

With parsley sprigs and watercress. 1 ^'/ ' 

Now, cheerful though the dairymaid, 

And gentle in her mind, 

With chcumspection she surveyed 
The manners of mankind, 

And thought that gentlefolk should be 
As well-behaved as Mrs. G. 

And if the King was not polite, 

Or chamberlams forgot , their places, 

Or if the ladies were too light, 

Or gallants didn’t wash then faces, 

They found their butter short of weight 
And morning milk delivered late ; 

And, what was worse than anything, 

No cream upon the apple -tart, 

TOiich all the comtiers and the King 
T ook very, very much to heart, 

And so they minded P’s and Q’s 
In view of Mrs. Grundy’s views. 

And thus it came about that when 
The King or the Princesses, 

The ladies or the gentlemen. 

Were tempted to excesses, 

They put the idle thought away, 

With “ What will Mrs. Grundy say ? ” ^ 
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Veteran {to heginner'who is jgr ^ iising ), ‘‘ Do you know, Sib, that youE ball neaelt hit mb 7 Wnr didn’t you shout * Dobe ! ’ ? ” 
Beginner . “Oh, but I lid say ^MaindP” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

. {By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

I DO not feel that Mr. Michael Sadleib’s Trollope (Con- 
stable) has reversed Professor Saintsbury’s verdict that 
Trollope reflects his age without transcending it. But" I 
do maintain' that this keen and finely-tempered ** com- 
mentary ” refutes the implication that it is not enough to 
mirror almost flawlessly one aspect of your age. At pre- 
set Barchester bonds are looking up. Trollope is “agree- 
able to a post-war mentality ’* for his “ candour and lack of 
affectation,*' and, if you share Mr. Sadleib’s dislike of more 
highly-spiced or extravagant dishes (his tone over satirists 
and idealists is precisely that of Augustus over the nasty 
soup) you will doubtless share to the full his enthusiasm 
for honest Anthony. Before you know where you are 
you are reconciled, if reconciliation is needed, with Trol- 
LOPB*s age — the midmost of the three Victorian periods — 
and have condoned its outward frumpishness for the sake 
of a standard of individual integrity vastly higher than our 
own. The stage being set, the first act is not Trollope’s, 
but his mother’s, the most lamentable comedy of a “battered 
indomitable ” woman who seconded the crazy schemes of a 
shiftless husband through an extraordinary series of adven- 
tures in England and America, until his death and her 
own literary hackwork opened out a way for herself and 
her children. Fanny Trollope’s portrait is unforgettably 
vivid, and the shambling fourtli son, whom she herself 
described as “idle and plaguing,** takes a long and round- 
about way of establishing himself in life and our affec- 
tions. But, %vhen both these ends are attained and suc- 
cess threatens to become monotonous, Trollope’s career 
takes on the pretty accompaniment of his friendship for 


the young American authoress, Kate Field. Her letters 
from him, now published for the first time, are of rare 
personal and literary interest. 

What I have always admired in Palmerston is his frank 
good-humour, manliness and loyalty to friends and col- 
leagues. Unlike John Russell, he never played a selfish 
game. Free from Gladstone's intellectual subtleties, from 
Derby's pomposity, from Aberdeen’s high-minded but dan- 
gerous hesitations, Pam stood four-square to the many 
storms that raged over Europe during a lifetime that began 
five years before the French Revolution and ended five 
years before Sedan. As befitted a child of the eighteenth 
century, he had no great belief in general principles and a 
wholesome suspicion of doctrinaires like Mettebnich. But 
he was something more than a mere opportunist, for he 
believed that Europe was divided into two hostile camps — 
“one which endeavours to bear sway by the force of public 
opinion; another which endeavours to bear sway by the 
force of physical control.’* In that belief Palmerston 
shaped his policy, and for forty years championed the cause 
of Public Opinion throughout Europe. Of the man no less 
than of the statesman Mr. Guedalla, in his Palmerston 
(Benn), has brilliantly drawn a sympathetic and lifelike 
portrait. A single incident serves to reveal Palmerston 
the man. “A porter ordered bis cigar to be put out in a 
waiting-room, discovered who the unknown smoker was, 
apologised, and was rewarded by, * I took you for an honest 
man, but I find you are only a damned snob.* ” Mr. Punch*s 
opinion of Pam as a sportsman and a statesman is recalled 
by a cartoon, dating from the Crimean War, which depicts 
“Pam, the Downing Street Pet,” about to engage in a 
“set-to** with “The Russian Spider.’* 
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I cannot feel that Miss Susan Eetz 
lias found in the short story anything 
like adequate scope for the individuality 
displayed in her novels. The require- 
ments of the various magazines men- 
tioned on the fly-leaf of her new book as 
the original theatre of its contents have 
been so carefully studied that criticism of 
A 72 d Then Face to Face (Fisher Unwin) 
necessarily resolves itself into criticism 
of what the magazine-reading public 
prefers — or puts up with. Personally I 
think that an inquiry on the lines of 
the late Pood Commission would find 
the public less partial to the fictional 
equivalents of boric acid and formalde- 
hyde than the purveyor credits. At 
any rate it is a pity that fresh talent 
cannot be marketed with the bloom on 
it — and bloom is precisely what most 
of Miss Ertz’s short stories lack. The 
first deals with an unconvincing moral 
degenerate — a Hyde without his Jekyll 
— who almost succeeds, out of gratui- 
tous malice, in forcing his niece to com- 
mit suicide. The second, “ Eelativity 
and Major Eooke,’* is a rather tenta- 
tive essay in the humorous convention 
which “ Henry and the Muse ” brings 
to a more entertaining issue. “ To the 
Satisfaction of AH’* sheds additional 
limelight, but nothing more naturally 
illuminating, on the psychology of 
wealthy ladies and their lovers, a 
theme to which “ Just Little Things ’* is 
(rather less intensely) devoted. “ Hedda 
Speaks” dabbles without sympathy, 
antipathy or intellectual curiosity in the < 
phenomena of spiritualism, and The 
Fatal Woman ” returns to the illogical 
terrors of “ shocker ” number one. Only 
once is MissEuTz’s knowledge of art ^gCnd 
life allowed to have things more orriess 
its own way ; and “ Trumpery,” a Eiviera 
sketch of perception and originality, 
gives reassuring evidence that this 
eclipse of her talent is only temporary. 














Mr. 'Desmond Coke is not one of ^ Ij " ' 

those authors who must turn out their ^ ji I 

one, two or three novels a year, ^ ^ 

whether an idea occurs to them or - / ' 

not. It is therefore rather surprising “Yes, I picked him up the other day at a sale.” 

that he should have engaged himself “Sale of what?” 

with a plot so thin as that of Half- - = ^ ' =” ^ '' • = 

Way (Chapman and Hall), unless indeed he wished to being itself rather futile, and I am^ left with the feeling that 
prove to us on how little nourishment good writing and Mr. Coke has earned my admiration rather than my grati- 
keen observation can survive. The story can be told in tude. I suspect too that this is just what he would wish, 
a very few words. Vera Graham was fond of her husband. At least twice in this book he creates a dramatic situation 
Derek, and fond of her lover, Paul Sagrada, but she gave only to throw it away because life isn’t really like that, 
her heart to neither. In fact she gave nothing to either, And he could easily have made Vera an attractive character 
while taking all she could from both. From her husband by sacrificing something of her devastating truthfulness to 
she took complete liberty of action, a separate establishment type. I think then I must recommend Half-Way, if only 
and a large income, and from pMcI a never-ending succession for a convincing piece of feminine portraiture. ^ But don t 

-.A J.1 J. 1 J.- orv-lii YY1Q if 17 /Ml f.hiTilr if. isVirk s:«.hrmf -nnfhincr’’ 


“Yes, I PICKED HIM UP THE OTHER DAY AT A SALE.” 

“Sale of what?” 


of dinners, theatres, chocolatsakaad bouquets. Derek threat- 
ens Paul with violence ;,-pawmsists that Vera shall run 
away with him , and after a promising wobble or two, 
does precisely nothing, and the story ends where it began. 
Such a recq^d^of futility ean hardly esoapa the charge of 


d bouquets. Derek threat- blame me if you think it “ much ado about nothing." - 

isists that Vera shall run ' . n 

promising wobble or two, Mrs. J. L. Garvin’s collected episodes. Corn tit Egypt 
tory ends where it began. (Methuen), diverse as they are, illustrate a single theme, 
rdlv esoapa the charge of 1 Life, in Mrs. Garvin’s view, is a sojourn in a land of bond- 
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a^e, where the mournful captives pathetically clutch what pretentious Life of Jcjiny Lind (Cassell) none pleases me 
pleasures they may. In the delicately wrought story from more than the account of how the Iron Duke, nearer eighty 
which the title of the book is appropriately taken, a little than seventy, used, in 1817, to take her out riding, with 
girl finds relief from her domestic routine in the kindness a groom as chaperon, to Richmond or Wimbledon Park, 
of the rich maiden lady next-door,^ Not quite so innocent Mrs. Maude’s book is not exactly critical, bub it stops 
are some other consolations of captivity. The wife of far short of idolatry. She frankly admits her mother’s 
Tambour, for instance, had no scruple — but none whatever limitations and prejudices, and she does not lay undue stress 
— in marrying a rich* man in order that, at his expense, on the benevolence which drew the admiration of Ptmch 
herself and her lover might be perfectly comfortable. And in the ’forties. The portraits conclusively prove that in 
one Julian, a too, too popular author, callously availed youth she had remarkable charm. It is a pity, I think, 
himself of the generosity of a sister-artist to build up his that they do not include Count D’Orsay’s painting of her 
reputation; and when,, being bored with him past bearing, in the costume of Norma. 

she went away, Julian discovered sufficient compensation 

in his own ineffable temperament. The girl who, marrying Harold Merefield was secretary to Mr. John Bhode’s cele- 
a great man ” — so he is | 73 ^ 1 Crated Dr. Priestley, and 


described — became the wife 
of an egoist and the step- 
mother of four young wo- 
men, found her consolation 
in the rare moments when 
the great man very kindly 
remembered her existence. 
In the admirable short story, 
“Miss Wickers," the poor 
spinster held her own 
against ingratitude and de- 
feat by virtue of her indom- 
itable faith. * ‘ Laurels an d 
EhodbdendronS'" is a study 
in another mode, in which 
Mrs. Garvin vividly por- 
trays lier memories of the 
great Victorians, suggesting 
that the corn in their Egypt 
was perhaps slightly inferior 
to the kind of graiff which 
nourishes the present gener- 
ation. You may not accept 
Mrs. Garvin’s account of 
life ; you inay even regard 
it as a trifle morbid; but 
you will acknowledge it to 
be the work of an artist, and 
be thankful for t b at. 

Of the thirty operas in 
which Jenny Lind appeared 
in her brief but meteoric 
career on the lyric stage, 
only those of Mozart retain 
abiding vitality, though h aif- 
a-dozen works by Weber, ^ 








“ George, dbai^, how long hoes 

BEFORE HE BECOMES A FULL-BACK ? ” 


Harold Merefield was secretary to Mr. John Bhode’s cele- 

brated Dr. Priestley, and 
telling the story of The 
Oase (Bles) he has* 
. firmly convinced me that to 
act in a subordinate position 
eminent scientist with 
T --\ ^ hobby for solving abstruse 

^ criminal problems is not a 

sinecui'e. In the course of 
'r~ this, “case" the faithful 

^ f'lkv was nearly drowned, 

nearly poisoned (twice) and 
nearly burnt to death. He 
seemed, I admit, to enjoy 
11 * this hazardous existence, 

^ cannot help thinking 
Vl he was a little over- 

w worked. For the rest Mr. 

U' Bhode . has given us yet 

^^^ether tale that is both 
ingeniously worked out and 
vibrant with excitement. I 
naark, by the way, a tendency 
among writers of sensational 
fiction to finish off their 
master- criminals by suicide 
or accident. Let mo recall 
to their notice that the law 
still offers conveniences for 
hanging a murderer who has 
^ reached theond of his tether, 

I ^hat prisons continue 

i - violent male- 

\ factors. A morbid reminder 

but, I think, justifiable. 




abldingVltality, though half- ■ how long hoes a half-back have to play fT 

r. • 1 U BEFORE HE BECOMES A FULL-BACK?” J. flC Jr7 eStuent $ siat 

a-dozen works by Weber, I ^ Imans) introduces us to the 

Meyerbeer, Bossini, Bellini and Donizetti are still to little republic of Andorra, whither Mr. Eobeet Herring- 
be found m the repertory of Continental opera-houses, despatchestwo travellers, invariably referred to as 
in upon by coloratura singers, and Mr. James, on a walking, talking and bathing tour. 

All the three concert-halls in which she sang in London especially a talking tour, for their loquacity is only equaUed 
Hanover Eoorns, Exeter Hall and St. James’s Hall — by their sententiousness. When they were slogging their 
have disappeared, yet her fame is more than a mere way up the Pyrenees, bathing in streams and sunshine or 
radicion, for it was based on personality as well as natural chatting about their travels, I was their glad companion ; 
gifts sedulously cultivated. • She quitted the operatic but when they were trying to be epigrammatic and smart 
stage in 1849, at the age of twenty-nine, in the pleni- I found them really tiresome. Had 1 been Ifr. Elliot I 
tude of her powers, a popular idol and at the same time should have wanted to assault Mr. James, and had I been 
reveren^d and admired by many of the greatest musicians Mr. James 1 should assuredly have finished my hoUday 

Schumann and his wife, and without Mr. Elliot. Apart, however, from these conversa- 
Ohopin. But her speU, to my way of thinking, is even more tional interruptions to enjoyment I am grateful to Mr. 
ponclusively shown by her non-musical friendships, by the Herring for taking me to Andorra ; aL anyone who 

of 'visiting this romantic republic shonl/add The 
T i ^ - Wellington. Of all the President's Hat to his luggage. - The drawings by Mr. 

aa^bmts, related in Mrs. Eavmond Maude’s brief and un- Hubert Williams are deliHitful ^ 
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PHA'RIVARIA wants. A B.B.O.B.O. seems to be It is rumoured that Mr. Winston 

On A' AHl . ^ ^ ^ indicated. ^ ^ ' Churchill has done a picture of Signor 

Attention is drawn to a split infini- - Mussolini in castor oils, 

tive in the National Liberal Federation's The Jaffa newspaper, Falastiu, ex- 

announcement of the acceptance of Mr. horts Arabs to give Lord Beaveebrook The Alsatian which Mr. Lloyd 
Lloyd George’s terms. But surely the warmest of welcomes. The least George has given to the village con- 
one more little split can’t matter much, they can do is to make him a temporary stable at Churt is said to be of a very 

sheikh. ^ mild disposition. It was obviously no 

‘‘ Where is history being made at the * use sending an animal like that to 

present time *? ” asks Mr. H. G. Wells. A motor-car dashed into a garden of Viscount Grey, for instance. 

We rather fancy some of the^ Chinese a Manchester house and partly throuah 

section of it is being made in his library, a window of the drawing-room. We The B.B.C. is said to be seeking a slo- 

think it is only fair that, once a pedes- gan. Why not Uncle me no uncles ” ? 
A doctor notes a tendency to rickets trian has taken cover in his house, he 


It is rumoured that Mr. Winston 
Churchill has done a picture of Signor 
Mussolini in castor oils. i 


which 


Lloyd 


in the younger generation. We seem 1 should not be chased about it. 
to be getting at the cause of 

the Charleston little by little. ; .1 {"• Vi- ’■ 

V " : j'li: .i i ‘ " i ■ 

Scientists have succeeded i' 5 ! /V |i 

in curing rickets in rats by : ' ■' 'hi'.l . .j ' ■ ' 

ultra-violet rays. This is great ^ I 

news for owners of rickety rats, j ‘ *1!! 1 1. ' 

A Bristol man claims to 

have bean bitten three times J',- 

by a fox-terrier. We presume 
he is one of those old-fashioned . \ ^ 

fellows who object to having ^ 

Mr. St. John Ervine, in a T ? 

morning paper, gives the in- : 

formation that Mr. G. B. Shaw W r \ 

often writes his plays in short- || || | 
hand on the tops of buses, jfc 
The matter now rests with the |p • ^ ^ 

The news of the appearance 
of wolves near Naples must 
have turned many a Neapoli- 
tan’s blood to ice-cream. 















Although the hundred-and- \\\\‘V 
tenth anniversary of the night JVVy 
when Pall Mall was firrat 
lighted by gas did not; pa^ss 
unnoticed by the Press last 
week, it was thought that the 
surviving club men who took 

part in the original celebrations 

were not numerous enough to justify a 




A well-known golfer says that lifting 
the right elbow too much is 
the cause of most bad golL 
Especially at the nine^hth 
bole. 

Oafdinal Pipfl, Archbishop 
' of Vienna, denounces short 
'skirts, dancing and small fam- 
ilies. We hasten to state that 
we didn’t gave him his name. 


According to a weekly paper 
there is a boom in -yachts in 
West of England waters. No 
yacht in whatever waters 
should be without a boom. 

s!c ^ 

i'fi 

The detachment of Royal 
Marines which left Portsmouth 
last week for China took with 
them all modern weapons, in- 
cluding Lewis guns and a jazz 
band of saxophones. 

s!« »;c 

The most disquieting news 
of the crisis in China is the 
report that the special reserve 
of plum and apple jam has 
been told to hold itself in readi- 




Wifo {to iraie Jmsbaiid looking at dressmakers^ bills), Well, 

AFTER ALL, JACK DEAR, IT*S REALLY THE ONLY INTEREST 
YOU TAKE IN MY CLOTHES.” 


We gather from a newspaper 
article that a West-End dance- 
instructor has given the 


, Jack dear, it's really the only interest Oharleston six months. We 
CN MY CLOTHES. didn’t give it the 

It is pointed out in a daily paper that I option of a fine. ... ,|, 


every Friday evening during the Parlia- 
mentary session a train leaves Euston 


We are reminded by an explorer that 


According to a fashion note some of taking a load of Scottish politicians back great care is needed in approaching a 
the smartest women in PijLris and Lon- to t-h^r homes. The same railway corn- lion. We had already decided that, if 
don are carrying the handkerchief in pany is under the suspicion of conniving ever we met one of these animals, w6 
the right hand. To carry it in the left at their return to London. would be very kind to it, 

is distinctly suburban. 

\ A Los Angeles cinema actress was It is rumoured that the boots in 

In our opinion the decision oEtfec Span- seen out "walking the other day with one large hotel is demanding a rise of 
ish Government to impose an her husband. It appears that he is a salary because visitors will leave tiieir 

tax based on the British system .this year’s model. ^ two-seaters out on the mat at night to 

trouble for the collectoreadors. ^ cleaned. ,1- 


two-seaters out on the mat at night to 
be cleaned. 


According to The Daily Mail the ^ 

Mr. 0. B. CocECBANha§.oxpressedtiie Scots' only secret of succces is hard Those who allege that the telephone 
opinion th«Ct the 'S^B:'Cv-4>nght to-be work. The reason more men do not service has improved of late should 
under the mana^me&tdf one tnWh'who adopt this method is that they hate bear in mind that many Wrong numbers 
thorou‘7lily,;a1aderstends"w^^ the'pifi> -to take advantage of other men’s secrets, are down with the ’flu. 


thorouglil 
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FEBRUARY FAIR-MAID. 

Last week Angela found a snowdrop 
in the garden . I record this staggering 
and significant fact more in a spirit of 
penance than of triumph, because there 
have been moments when I have looked 
askance at Angela’s garden. It is not 
a thing which I do habitually, because 
for one thing I do not consider that I 
look my best askance, and for another 
I do not like to hurt Angela’s feelings : 
but it has happened. 

There was excuse for it. Angela only 
really discovered the garden last summer, 
and for a long time she did not appear 
i’n regal'd it as a place in which things 
ougfii/- oto ^grow ; she seemed to think 
that to dig nopfaihilly was better than to 
exhibit at the local fio vwer-show. I don’t 
know how many tons earth she 
actually turned over, but for we€iks the 
garden was like a heaving sea; nothftng 
could have lived in it. Nothing did. 

Angela never became discouraged. 
Even when she took her dearest friends 
out to see it, and they asked her in 
horrified tones what ever she was going 
to do, with it, she kept that schoolgirl 
temper and murmured that of course 
most of the things wouldn't show till the 
spring. 

Now J really think that Angela be- 
lieved this. The bulb season had been 
a time of terrific activity in the' garden ; 
not a worm was able to sleep peacefully 
in its bed without waking up to find 
Angela prodding at it with a fork ; and 
emigrating slugs wore a 'regular path 
down the drive and out through the 
front gate. Literally hundreds of bulbs 
looked their last upon the light of day 
before they were buried (twice their 
own depth) in the troubled soil, and 
when at last Angela stood erect, albeit 
creaking a little, the whole garden was 
dotted with optimistically inscribed 
slips of white w-ood. ' There wasn’t 
another garden in tho whole village- 
with a crop anything like ours. 

Game winter, as they say on the films,, 
but Angela’s crop bloomed on. Not a 
stick drooped before the bitter blasts, 
and every day Angela went out and 
scanned the ground eagerly for the first 
signs of the jocund harbingers of spring. 
But somehow spring seemed to be pretty 
far behind this winter; not a single jocund 
harbinger showed up. 

Then, only last week, it happened. 

There 's a snowdrop in the garden,” 
said Angela, coming excitedly into the 
study. 

“Then you'd better take Bip and 
chase it out again,” I said sleepily. 1 
am not at my best when I am disturbed 
at mj work. 

“ It isn’t an animal” said Angela. 

“ I said a snowdrop” 


I sat up. 

“ Not a real snowdrop ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Angela. “ A real snow- 
drop.” 

“ What ? You don’t mean to say 
that a jocund harbinger of spring is 
actually — er — harbinging ? ’* 

“Yes, I do,” said Angela. “Come 
and see it.” 

“You bet I will,” I said, and, stop- 
ping only to put on an overcoat and a 
muffler and seize an umbrella, I stepped 
out into the jocund spring. 

At first I could see nothing of it — 

[ the snowdrop I mean ; the spring was 
' raging all round me. The garden pre- 
sented its customary trim appearance 
— little white sticks with names on 
them are much tidier than flowers, I 
always think — but Angela led me on, 
past the patterned beds, to a tangled 
no-man’s land in the far corner. 

There could bo no doubt about it. 
»Qi!ite definitely it was a snowdrop, a 
real genuine snowdrop. 

^•^jyany, many welcoinc-s 
FoEfi’uary fair-maid,” 

I said with a coteteous bow. 

“ What ’s that ? ” kt§ked Angela. 
“Hush,” I said, is an invoca- 
tion to the harbinger of spring. Very 
difficult.” 

“ Oh,” said Angela. “Poetry>” 

“ Ever as o£ old time, '' 

Solitary firstling,” 

I went on. “ Yes,” I continued, revers- 
ing from the voice which I keep foif 
quotations to my more normal tones. 

“ It is certainly a solitary firstling,” 
“You need not rub it in.” said Angela, 

“ It ’s a flower, anyway.” 

“ Ooming in the cold time.” 

“You’re right about that,” said An- 
gela, shivering. 

' “ Prophet of the gay time, 

Prophet of the May time, 

- Prophet of the roses.” 

“ I don’t know about roses” said An- 
gela; “but if there is anything about 
tulips, I put a good many of those in,” 

I held up n;y hand. 

“ Many, many welcomes, 

February fair-maid ! ” 

I concluded triumphantly. 

“ You said that before,” objected An- 
gela. 

“ It is repeated,” I said with dignity. 

“ Why ? ” said Angela, 

“ I don’t know. Tennyson never told 
me. And now,” I said, “before we re- 
turn to the fire I should like to con- 
gratulate you, Angela, and to withdraw 
any — er — slighting remarks about your 
garden of which I may now and then 
have been guilty.” 

Angela hesitated. 

“There’s just one thing,” she said. 

“ What is that 7” 1 asked kindly. 


“I never planted anything in this 
corner at all,” said Angela. “It has 
just come up.” L. du G. 


THE DEAN’S DILEMMA. 

[Speaking as the guest of the Society of 
Women Journalists on Wednesday last, the 
Dean of St. Paul’s defended his journalistic 
activities, which had been assailed by profes- 
sional writers and by the Anglo- Catholics,*' who 
in sheer malice and misrepresentation took the 
cake.” As to the charge of being rich, “his 
deanery was only worth £1,500 a year, and his 
four children cest him £1,000 a year to 
educate.”] 

Hard is the case of a learned dean 
Whose family’s large and his salary 
lean, 

Driven to writing to boil the pot 
And then, in the sequel, getting it hot 
From angry professional scribes, though 
that ’s 

A trifle, no more than the stings of 
gnats 

Compared to the claws of the Anglo- 
Cats. 

And yet, Mr. Dean, you must admit 
That your mordant pen and your 
caustic wife 

And your habife of thinking freely aloud 
Nob only exasperate the crowd 
And those who are ready to heave half- 
bricks — 

Fools and rivals and fanatics — 

But those who are ready to recognize 
That the root of the matter in you lies. 
Bub in any case ’tis a poor defence 
Of candour to plead the lack of pence. 
It may be true, Fwzc/i doesn’t doubt it, 
But please don’t make a song about it ; 
For the* scutcheon of Truth it soils and 
‘ [Speckles 

When you own that its utterance brings 
in shekels. 

Write, Jvir. Dean, if the spirit move you, 
And Punch will be the last to reprove 
youi- 

But he ’s h,ound to add that he ’d think 
much toove of you 

If you hadn’t dragged in the wolf at the 
door of yon. 


The Sc]l^ioolinaster Abroad. 
“These latter competitors may with perfect 
accuracy describe themselves as Proximo 
Accesseremm, ior the margin between them 
and the prizo-wmners was as narrow as it could 
be.”~ScofiisJi Educational Joxmial, 

Despite the official guarantee of “ per- 
fect accuracy,” we cannot advise them 
to risk it. ‘ 

“A Meat Wave in the Atlantic.” 

Headline in Irish Paper, 

Thi^ may account for the chops in 
the Ghannel. 

“What we oiffar is the very cream of con- 
stant and reliable bJeomers.” 

Dutch Bulb Catalogue, 

It sounds like Mrs, Malap^rop, 
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I SPY! 

It is interesting to observe that in 
spite of artificial sunlight, television, 
winter spojrts and the heebie-jeebie there 
are ‘still some stalwarts who stand by 
the old traditional amusements of the 
English people. The other day I noticed 
a letter in the paper which ran : — 

To the Editor of “ The Daily Eazzle*’ 
Sir, — To-day I saw my first snow- 
drop of the year. It was in the 
meadow adjoining this house and is, 
I am convinced, a record early appear- 
ance for mid-Loamshire. 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 
Yours proudly, 

Theophrastus Pumblechook. 
The Lea^ Little Dasham. 

Poor old Pumblechook 1 Unless he is 
an old and embittered hand at this game 
of I seed it first, Sir, I did,” he will be 
severely dashed by this time. 

Hundreds of savage snowdrop hunters 
will have written in to The Daily 
Bazzle to announceT— 

(a) That their own lawns have 
been littered with snowdrops ever 
since Christmas Eve. 


(b) That the celebrated LiNNiEus 
proved conclusively in 1762 that the 
soil of Loamshire was incapable of 
supporting anything but dock-leaves 
and dandelions. 

(c) That what Mr. Pumblechook 
(referred to, very coldly, as ‘‘ your cor- 
respondent ) saw was an Ethiopian 
snowdrop, which should properly have 
been in full blossom last July. 

I do not say that all these letters will 
have appeared in The Daily Bazzle, 
because its Editor is a ruthless man 
and wants to keep a little space in his 
paper for the trouble in China and the 
Charlie Chaplin divorce suit. But I 
do say that they will have been hastily 
written and posted ; and if they are not 
printed the senders of them will turn 
round and write threatening letters to 
Mr, Pumblechook's private address. I 
know these naturalises. A fiercer body 
of men never fell with fury on an early 
primrose. 

This, I suppose, is- what the poet 
meant by his celebrated reference to 
‘‘Nature, red in tc^th and claw,” for it 
is certain that this game of finding the 
first of anything is provocative of the 


vilest passions among those who are 
addicted to it. Show me a “Nature- 
lover” and I will show you a misan- 
thrope ; the more these people admire 
snowdrops the more they hate anyone 
who claims to have found the first 
exhibit of the year. In fact the printed 
spectacle of naturalists wrangling hor- 
ribly over snowTlrops is the first real 
sign that winter is wearing to its close 
and that better weather is insight with 
the advent of fouler tempers. 

Eor the “ I Spy ” season does not end 
with snowdrops. A really active and 
aggressive naturalist can keep the ball 
rolling practically all the year round. 
After the first snowdrop, the rathe 
primrose. And after that the cuckoo. 
And then the swallow. And then the 
great or crested woozler bird, follow^ed 
by the shy and retiring blossoms of the 
lesser swinewort or pig's-eye daisy, as it 
is so prettily called by the little viila'ge 
children of Ugglesex. 

That takes us well on to midsummer, 
when there should be a chance of spot- 
ting that rare visitor to our shores, the 
golden yafflesnatcher, which has been 
identified by Drachenstein of Buda-pest 
as none other than the cross-tailed 
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zoozoo of Abyssinia. Any enthusiast 
who can catch a glimpse of the golden 
yafflesnatcher is ina veiy strong position 
for starting a first-class row, because 
many have asserted that there is no such 
bird, and that the illustrious Drachen- 
stein dreamt the whole description of it 
after having accidentally chloroformed 
himself while endeavouring to asphyxi- 
ate a magnificent specimen of the pink 
(or post-alcoholic) rat. 

When all the first arrivals have been 
wrangled over, the interest shifts to the 
last survivors ; and much heartburning 
and bitterness may then be evoked by 
a claim to have seen a swallow while 
waiting for the Lord Mayor’s Show, or 
to have decorated the Christmas hearth 
with pear-blossom instead of holly. 

Sometimes these hideous contests (so 
distressing to the milder and more 
civilised inhabitants of our great cities, 
who have difficulty in distinguishing a 
cabbage from a corncrake) are organised 
on a county basis. Thus a retii’ed sea- 
captain in South Devon will write to 
the papers thanking Providence that he 
has been allowed to live in a place where 
it is still possible to hear the mellow 
piping of the blue bumblotit in early 
October. Thousands of people will then 
write derisive or insulting letters (accord- 
in g to taste) from Wigan, "Walton Heath 
and West Bromwich to say that with 
them the blue bumbletit is invariably in 
full song on Guy Fawkes Day. And a great 
hairy ruffian called Angus Macsquirt 
will weigh in with an affidavit swearing 
that he is kept awake all the year round 
by the endless chatter of ultra-blue 
bumble tits as they go bumbling about in 
the scented dusk of the Outer Hebrides. 

It all makes very sad reading for those 
who would like to take a bright view of 
their fellow-creatures. And to my mind 
it throws a sinister light on those not in- 
frequent cases where an unknown body 
is found under the bushes in some silent 
rural recess. A coroner’s jury usually 
plumps for heart failure or the effect of 
lysol on unrequited love. But I know 
what has really happened. Two natural- 
ists have been out for a country walk, 
and they have simultaneously spotted a 
stinkled wurzelwort in flower for the 
first time that year. Dead men tell no 
tales. ' And the weaker of the two has 
died the death. 


“I understand that the meeting revealed 
discon tent. with the S-holes day which the men 
are working .” — Daily Fap.r, 

Yet we know men who do a 36-holes 
day without complaining. 

“Defendant, who did not appear, was fined 
2s. 6d., and the Magistrates’ Clerk murmured, 
‘ ignoratus non excusat lax.* ” — Local Daper, 

Brown minimus would like to be a 
magistrates’ clerk. 


ENTRANCE POEM. 

Submitted on applying for Admission 
TO THE Left Wing Group of Poets. 

The hedonistic avalanche 

Of my umbrageous viscid thought 

Has made my brain a mottled ranch. 
With fiery stars and leopards 
fraught. 

The mizzling reel of plangent mirth 
Forbids my spangled japes to settle ; 

I make a football of the earth 
(My boot is Popocatapetl). 

The squamous whirl of hispid dreams 
Blows round me as I peak and mope, 

Until the moon a bishop seems, 
Swigging some dull infernal dope. 


Cloud-mitred in the skies she glares, 
Intoning loud with hideous din, 

And clattering down the vapid stairs 
Come Pantaloon and Harlequin. 
Wide through Arabian sands I run ; 

Behind me pounds in mood of frolic 
A bear who takes me for a bun ; 

Before me wombats frisk and rollick, 
Nebuchadnezzar from the grass 
,Eises with hoofs and tossing horns. 

I am lost ! Leviathan blocks the pass 
With snakes and bulls and unicorns. 

ISTote . — T his candidate was rejected. It was 
suspected that some sort oi meaning mighfe be 
found in his fourth line. The adjective fiery *’ 
as applied to stars is very bad ; it has been used 
before, and in certain atmospheric conditions 
is not altogether undesoriptive. 




WINTER SPORTING. 

I. 

I HA.VE now attained an altitude qi 
many thousand feet. Contrary to my 
forebodings 1 have not yet experienced 
any distressing sensations about the 
ears or eyes due to the rarity of the 
atmosphere. Even at this height there 
seems enough of it to prevent my burst- 
ing outwards or being otherwise in- 
convenienced. In fact I am in hopes 
that there will be a sufficient atmo- 
sphere not only for me to learn to ski 
with to-morrow morning, but also to 
last out my whole visit. , 

My presence here in Switzerland is 
due to a rash promise I made to Perci- 
val that I would sport with him in the 
winter. He told me it was too glorious 
for words and would be such a change 
from my sedentary occupation. When 
he had definitely secured my promise, 
he told me of a friend of his who adored 
ski-ing, but who had unfortunately 
broken his leg at Murren or Blesne, 
or one of those fashionable resorts, ow- 
ing to practising a “Telemark"’ turn 
too close to the &iok of the hotel. He 


then told me about another friend of 
his who loved skating, but had just 
sprained his ankle while learning to 
Charleston on the ice ; and then about 
another friend who revelled in bob- 
sleighing, but was in hospital at the 
moment owing to his sudden recognition 
of a lady-friend when half-way down the 
bob-sleigh run. 

I asked him what those who survived 
did in the evening and be said they 
mostly played bridge, halma or dom- 
inoes. I hurriedly told him of a friend 
of mine who had twisted his wrist 
through jumping seven pieces in suc- 
cession: at halma. At that he took a 
lot of umbrage and told me to go out and 
buy some ski-ing kit. 

1 thought you pronounced it sliee or 
slcee, but it was not till I had nearly 
been landed with, first, a pair of sea- 
boots and then a pair of Eussian boots, 
that I got what I wanted. The shop- 
man, I discovered, called them sky- 
boots. Then I bought a pair of spiked 
ski-ing sticks. These have a circular 
ring six inches from the spike end. Had 
I asked Percival, I felt sure he would 
have told me that this was to limit any 


accidental wound to a depth of six inches, 
thus preserving one’s ability to play 
dominoes in the evenings. I also bought 
a pair of snovr-proof breeches and a 
black cr^pe arm-band. By to-morrow 
evening I expect we shall have used ' 
both. 

All the way out here in the train 
Percival told me stories of big ski-ing 
runs his friends had done. Apparently, 
quite a good percentage were not fatal. 
He said the great thing was to get 
well up to start with. As I observe 
this evening, our hotel is on the edge 
of a steep valley side two thousand 
feet up, so there should be no diffi- 
culty about this. I shall step out of 
the front-door and let Switzerland 
do the rest. The village in the valley 
below possesses a station with a railway 
to take you up here again.- It also 
possesses a cemetery, in case you mis- 
judge the station entrance. 

I have noticed a pair of crutches in 
the hall of the hotel. The hotel-porter 
has answered quite politely and assured 
me that there are others, but they are 
in use. It appears one can hire them. 

I am not looking forward to my first 
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ski-ing to-morrow. I have been given TF» i tuf wnRl n foible for building enormous 

about sixteen foot of ski and it seems * TEi-L THE WORLD. castles in which to murder each other, 
to me unwieldy. However, there are — The Origins op England. and enormous churches in which to pray, 

consolations in being an obvious be- Ip so much has been said about the whereas the ordinary mind perceives 
ginner. I have asked a fellow-guest dark-headedBritons,orGoidels,orCelts, that both these activities can be carried 
whether one takes them off before get- and so much about tke light-headed on simply and calmly, without so much 
ting into the funicular railway, and he Anglo-Saxons, and if we may be allowed architectural paraphernalia 7 


,,, , T-c, , -TLJcr \hfr\r>i foible for building enormous 

I LL TEi-L THE WORLD. castles in which to murder each other, 
III. — The Origins op England. and enormous churchesin which topray, 

Ip so much has been said about the whereas the ordinary mind perceives 


tells me that one does. I 
have thanked him. 

Everyone to whom I 
speak about skis as shees ^ 
calls them skees, while 
if I speak about skees 
they at once refer to them 
as sheeB. It is very con- 
fusing, but I am calling ^ 
mine my “ woods.” This ^ 
seems to avoid theprob- 
lem quite satisfactorily. ^ 
One poor fellow, covered 
all over with badges, has ^ 
nearly had a fit on over- ^ 
hearing this, so I have 
asked him whether it is 
the thing to put one’s 
skis outside one’s bed- y ]> : 
room door at night to be 
cleaned. I am afraid it 
has finished him ofi*. 
He’ll be no good for 
dominoes this evening. 





s' 




Preparation fob a Norman pzast. 
(Fro7n an llth-ceniury 77msaL) 

I to leave unnoticed the rather irritating I 





■ 


Percival is talking very learnedly to visits of the high-handed Danes, what 
the hotel-porter about the depth of the are we to say of the Normans, with their 
snow here. It seems a waste of time system of feudal tenure — so justly annoy- 
on his part. To-morrow morning we ing to the young student — their habit of 
shall both know everything about it. perspiring on cart-horses in the Holy 
He is now talking about a run down Land, their delight in ceremony and 
to a place nearby called the Half- 
way House, where you take the 

train back to the hotel. The im- - [ 

portant thing, it appears, is not to ~ | |WB 1 

miss the last train or you have to ‘ ^ 

walk back. As, I gather, there is r " 

a final steep slope down to the / ^ L — J 

station I should have said it was 

even mpre important not to hit I 

the train, but then I and my 

woods ” are not experts. ‘ — ‘ 

I am not looking forward to my r=> L== =-^ 
first ski-ing to-morrow. It is, how- " A 
ever, a relief to learn that, like that \ 1 \\ \ 

of the road and the river, there is 

a rule of the snow slope. A ski-er ^ 1 ' m 

descending at speed has to avoid A' u I I ///| 

a ski-er temporarily halted in his f, / I t A ll 

path. That is to say, if you are L J l.|\' 

buried up to your centre of gravity ^ Iftil lin I wJ' % - 

in thick snow, you do not have to ' ^114 1 V §1 i 

get out of the way of an expert 

! who whizzes at you like a bullet, ^ : 

This is a reassuring thought. If he ^ ""j ^ ^\mlm \ \ i 

doesn’t avoid you, Percival tells / 

me, the responsibility is entirely ^ - 

his and your executors can sue ^^ 7 — — =“ 

I am not looking forward to my 

first ski-ing to-morrow, I am not 

certain I shan t make it dominoes Typical country sexton. 

instead. A, A, 


1 “ 

^ X. IT—'* 


Typical country sexton. 


^ One theory is that they 
^ were all mad. 

This hypothesis re- 
% ceives further corrobora- 
p tion from the fact that 
L the Normans tried to 
^ conquer Ireland and 
even Scotland, ludicrous 
^ efforts which have since, 

! after many ambitious un- 
dertakings, been aban- 
doned; and also from 
the magnitude and un- 
wholesome nature of the 
Norman meals, which 
have been the subject of 
■' severe censure both by 
’ Mr. Bernard Shaw and 
Sir William Aebuthnot 
y Lane. 

A typical menu for 
a Norman dinner-party 
is as follows : — 

llcTB d'mLvres. 

12 boars. 

Poissons, 

150 lampreys. 

12 sturgeons. 

2,000 carp. 

Bdtis, 

120 sheep. 

14 salted and 2 fresh oxen. 
140 pigs. 

220 geese. 

7 peacocks, 

36 swans. 

100 dozen pigeons. 

Babbits. Curlews. 
Boars. 

Entremets, 

Marcepaiu. 

Doucettes. 

Croustades. 

Pasties. 


There the Normans stopped. 
Apparently they took no ices or 
savouries, and it would seem as if 
after the first course or two tbej?’ 
even lost count of the number of 
boars consumed. 

GRITTO 

THE IDEAL BREAKFAST POOD 
Provides all the 
Vitamins 

a modern business man requires. 

Can we any of us marvel that 
after a banquet of this type one of 
the most famous of the Norman 
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kings exclaimed suddenly, Who will 
rid me of this turbulent feast? ** For 
drink the ruthless invaders consumed 
such enormous ’ quantities of mulled 
sack instead of the salutary native 
mead that after-dinner speeches were 
practically unknown, and anecdotal 
reminiscences probably ceased before 
the entremets. 

It is impossible at the present time to 
procure a typically Norman meal at any 
hotel in England, partly owing to the 
lack of peacocks and swans, and partly 
owing to the number of knives and 
forks which we now use, but which the 
Normans very rightly disdained. 

In studying the Norman period it is 
therefore necessary for the visitor to 
confine himself in the main to Norman 
architecture, which presents many teas- 
ing ^ problems, especially 
after lunch, being partly 
quasi -Saxon and partly 
pseudo-Ehenisb, and partly 
as it were soi-disant Eo- 
manesque. It is most easily 
recognisable by the round 
arch, which is circular or 
rounded in formation and 
shaped after this manner 


or rateable values which will be found 
hanging in clusters inside the porch. 

In visiting the great cathedrals, largely 
of a later or Gothic type, and often in- 
conveniently situated with regard to the 
nearest garage; the tourist from over- 
seas will notice at once that the height of 
these buildings compares unfavourably 
with specimens of similar ecclesiastical 
architecture in his home town (Ga. or 
Pa.). But it must be remembered that 
in England the clouds are usually lower. 

In visiting what remains of a Norman 
castle his task however is much lighter. 
Many castles will be shown to him suffi- 
ciently indicative of Norman ferocity to 
improve the flavour of a mild cigar with- 
out confusing the mind, and, sitting on 
the stone step of a mediaeval banqueting- 
h all, but taking care to place beneath him 


n 


It is supposed to have sup- 
plied the inspiration i n later 
years not only for the rail- 
way viaduct system, which 
forms so prominent a part 
of the English rural land- 
scape, but also for the early- 
Victorian croquet-hoop. 

So far as ecclesiastical architecture is 
concerned, the ordinary English country 
church will be found by the exasperated 
tourist to consist as a rule of the follow- 
ing complicated features: a partly Saxon 
tower, two semi- Norm an arches (since 
blocked up), a mid-Gothic nave, a Per- 
pendicular family chapel, with an effigy 
of the last squire but fifteen and his 
wives in alabaster, and a chancel of 
1860. The organ and the heating 
apparatus are more recent still. The 
pulpit is Jacobean. The offertory bags 
presented by Lady Gargle. The original 
font was dug up in the Vicar’s garden in 
1897 and removed to a different church. 
The hymn-books in the pews are A. 
and M. The sexton is probably a Jute. 

Visitors who desire to take mementos 
back with them from rustic churches to 
the United States should refrain from 
carving pieces out of the lych-gate or 
the dog-tooth moulding, but 
themselves rather with detach- 
ing^b^^'iof the notices about swine-fever 



LIaetello towee at Pevensey Bay, whehe William I. landed. 

a small inflatable cushion, he will be able 
to ruminate on the mingled pageantry 
and dyspepsia of a Eotarian dinner in 
the ancient days. In visiting Battle 
Abbey he will be shown the exact spot 
where Harold fell, and where many local 
sportsmen still consider that the Nor- 
mansmade a foul charge. Visiting Berke- 
ley Castle he will be able to took down 
into the dark and noisome hole in which 
Edward II. was kept when not re- 
quired, Neither of these places can be 
removed. They are inalienably part 
and parcel of our English heritage. 

The same prohibition applies to such 
an edifice as Eochester Castle or Car- 
narvon. We have the dungeons wdiich 
the Normans gave us for keeps. 

W e owe the h ard-fisted Normans many 
other things. They brought with them 
to England a strong sense of business 
acumen, a contempt for the Channel 
crossing, the rough manuscript notes 6f 
Domesday Booh and Debrelt, and a de- 
cided preference for blondes. Evoe. 


ANOTHER BANK MEETING. 

The First Annual General Meeting 
of the Manor House Savings-Bank was 
held yesterday in the library , Mr. Pater, 
Chairman of the Bank, presiding. There 
were present Mrs. Pater, Deputy Chair- 
man, and shareholders, including Archie, 
Phyllis, Pamela and the Brown Dog. 
The actual savings-bank, a tin model 
of the Tower of London, with a slit in 
it for coins, was exhibited on the table. 

Mr. Pater, in opening the proceedings, 
said th at , unless any ob j ection was raised , 
he would take as read the Secretary’s 
notice convening the meeting, leaving 
the Auditors’ certificate for later. Con- 
tinuing, the Chairman remarked that 
he entirely agreed with the Chairmen 
of the Big Five Banks, whose meetings 
were now taking place, 
that the past year had 
been one of great difficulty 
in the banking world. The 
General Strike and the 
Coal Stoppage had affected 
trade adversely, and it 
would be within the com- 
mon knowledge of the 
meeting that the foreign 
stuff supplied by Mr. 
Bunco, the local contract- 
or, was undeserving of the 
name of coal. By careful 
organisation, however, and 
collecting wood from the 
spinney the crisis had been 
met. 

A Shareholder. I got it 
nearly all. 

Another Shareholder. 
You didn’t, Archie. 

A Thnd Shareholder. 
Anyhow, Dad gave you ex- 
tra pocket-money for it. 

The De;puty*Chairman. Hush, child- 
ren I 

The Chairman trusted that any dis- 
cussions would be reserved until the end 
of bis address. Proceeding, he remarked 
that he was optimistic as to the future. 
He had an inherent belief in the stabil- 
ity of the British working-man, whose 
commonsense had brought him through 
many a crisis in the past. Provided that 
a real feeling of give-and-take existed 
between employers and employed he 
saw no reason why the coming year 
should not be one of unparalleled pros- 
perity, and he would be glad if some of 
the shareholders would stop yawning. 

As they were aware, in their own 
particular case they had adopted the 
co-operative pooling system, by which 
all savings went into a common fund. 
He was an ardent believer in this sys- 
tem. 

Turning to the Profit and Loss Ac- 
count, he said they would notice that 
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POLITENESS (SOHO STYLE). 

Luigi, ‘‘Well-a, my dear Giusep’, *ow are you, is it not?” 
Giuseppe. “Granted.” 


expenses had somewhat increased owing 
to an angnoentation of weekly pocket- 
money due to advancing years. - On the 
other hand, this should have caused an 
additional power of saving, to be noticed, 
he hoped, when he broke’open the actual 
savings-bank in a few moments with a 
sardine tin-opener. 

Without being too academical he 
would like to remind the meeting of the 
principle enunciated by John Stuart 
Mill, that ‘‘luxurious expenditure is 
bad for trade/’ Under this heading he 
would undoubtedly place caramels and 
bulls’-eyes. 

A Shareholder. Bot, Dad I 

The money would indubitably be 
better expended on copies of Every Boy 
His Own Mechanic or, alternative^, 
Needlework for Girls* Finally he would 
like to thank the« Staff for their loyal 
assistance, without which the present 
results could not have been achieved. 
In particular he would mention Brent 
the chauffeur andDoggett the gardener, 
who had picked up in the garage and 


elsewhere many stray coins and returned 
them. Unless there were any questions 
be would now open the bank. 

The Chairman' proceeded to do so. 

A Shareholder. You needn’t use the 
tin-opener, Dad. They’ll shake out 
through the slot. 

The Chairman, So they will, by Jove. 
The slot has been enlarged. Disgrace- 
ful ! And what ’s this ? A threepenny- 
bit, two halfpennies, a rusty nail, a 
trousers button and a pin ! This the 
result of a year’s saving. . . . Come 
back, Archie and Pamela and Phyllis. 

At this point the shareholders left the 
room hurriedly and the meeting broke 
up in obvious confusion. 

The Deputy -Ghamnan [sxoeetly). I ’m 
so glad, dear, you ’re such a believer in 
the Co-operative Pooling system. ' 

The Broxon Dog. 'NooV, 

“German engineer wishes to improve his 
English by giving lessons in his own language.” 

, Advt. in Provincial Paper. 
This must be Irish, surely. 


Our Accomplished Pets. 

“Baby Goat Trims Spring Ooats.” 

Daily Paper. 

“Of the three brigades named for service 
[in China] the 13th and 14th will bo ready 
down to Napoleon’s ‘ garter button,’ it is be- 
lieved, by Thursday Evening Paper. 

We never had any doubts of their 
readiness to keep up their socks. 

“ On morday a large ‘ caravan ’ of American 
tourists arrived here [Menjtone] fiom Marseille. 
The visitors spent wuch time wardering about ■ 
our beautiful town and wo Pope we way have the 
pleasure of welowing them ogain went season 
bat for a wuch lovger stay.” — Nice Paper. 

“A Nice derangement of epitaphs.” 

“Dr. Nansen, as befits the courageous and 
farseeing representative of Sweden in the 
League Assembly, is wisely insistent on the 
need of Governments, by every means and on 
every occasion, strengthening the power an(i 
force of the League, if they really desire to put 
an end to war.” — Daily Paper. 

Norway at any rate has sujShciently 
shown her Iona fides by lending Dr. 
Nansen to Sweden. 







ELIZABETH IN LONDON. 

Elizabeth went up to London to shop 

In her lovely new hat that goes flippety- 
flop, 

And not bin gin London could possibly be 

So smart and so full of importance as 
she. 

Elizabeth spoke to the guard of th e train ; 

He showed her his whistle, which hangs 
on a chain ; 

He waved his green flag before letting 
it drop, 

But he hadn’t a hat that goes flippety- 
flop. 


Elizabeth saw a policeman in blue ; 

He 'd spotless white sleeves and a pocket 
or two, 

And he put up his hand for the buses to 
stop, 

But he hadn’t a bat that goes flippety- 
flop. 

Elizabeth smiled at a soldier, who 
wore 

A coat with brass buttons and medals 
galore ; : 

He’d a big, shiny gun with a point at' 
the top, 

But he hadn’t a hat that goes flippety- 
flop. 


And somebody says that the King told 
the Queen, 

My dear, have you heard the excite- 
ment there’s been ? 

When Elizabeth came up to London to 
shop 

She’d a lovely new hat that went 
flippety-flop I ” 


“Los forces britanniques, dans lesquelles 
sont incorpor^s la deuxi^me brigade des Galf- 
Stream Guards parti rent demain. pour Ohang- 
liai .” — French Faper, 

The inclusion of this famous corps should 
convince the. Chinese of our desire to 
exert a moderating influence. 
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you see Hullo? I'm sorry, Fred, see you, Fred. What time’s your 

LITTLE TALKS. - but Mrs.**' Mortimer's got' a party, you train, !Fred*? No; there’s the wasnmg- 

Tbe Public Oall-Box. see, and Mabel’s got the whooping- up, you see.^ I'd it, n^ by 

Well, I suppose she 's gone to sleep cough or something. I told her about then. No, its good-bye now, Fred, 
in there, that 's all, dear. Some people your sailing in the xnorning, but Mrs. and there ’s no getting away n:om^ it. 

don’t think, do they? What’s the Mortimer said Hullo? What’s How are you, Fred ? Are you looking 

time, dear? Seven already ? They’ll that? Isn’t that Fred Mullins ? Very nice? Are you wearing the blue tie I 
tear me to pieces when I get back, sorry, Sir, I'm sure, but I thought you give you, Fr^. I wi^ I 
Well, I shall count ten aud if she 's not said you was. Well, what d’ you think you, Fred. Hulb? Yes, i! red, of 
out of it by then I ’ll bang on the glass of that ? Lord Barley, if you please, course I love you, Fred, only I can t say 
if I go to prison for it. One — two — three Hullo, Miss? Hullo? You give me much, not here, because Maud s here 

— four— five Oh, snakes! I can’t the wrong number. Yes, I’m sorry with me, you see. ^ ^ 

wait any longer — there! Not so much too. 12856 Paddington it is, and don’t course I love you What? Hullo? 
as a look — didn’t turn round even. Well, put me on to the Prince of Wales Three more minutes? Yes, of course 
you see me give her a look when she because I ’m not dressed for it. ■ My we ’ll have three more minutes, what 
does come out. Heavens! will she never dear, pouring out my heart to a strange d’ you think ? Make it four. What ? 
stop talking? Nobody can’t have all that lord! I’m blushing all over. Spoke Oh! More money, is it ? Quick, Maud, 
to say, not if she 's got ofi with a bishop, very civil too Hullo ? It ’ll be give this blood-sucker two more pennies ! 


and I wouldn’t put it 
past her — well, look at 
the hat, dear. That ’s 
no milk-and-water con- 
versation, I*ll swear. 
Actress, I dare say, and 
running off wifch a Mem- 
ber of Parliament — 
choosing a train to 
Brighton, I shouldn’t 
wonder. W ell, there ’s 
nothing against that if 
she don’t keep respect- 
able people spoiling 
their shoe-leather out- 
side. Glory, she ’s done ! 
You’ll come inside, 
dear, won’t you ? I’m 
a born fool with the 
telephone. Well, would 
you believe it, she’s 
begun again. ‘‘Farewell, 
Portescue, and be sure to 
bring your dress-suit! ” 
That ’s right, don’t 
hurry ; drop your bag, 
and powder your nose, 
and read the notices 
twice over, there's no 








Lady to Connoisseur of Ta^te. “ Do look at the beautiful bus of olu 

CHINA I 'VE HAD PRESENTED TO ME. I WANT YOU TO HELP ME ARRANGE THEM.” 

The Esthete, “ Don't arrange them, dear lady ; don’t arrange them. 
Let them occur.” 


Hullo ? It ’ll be I give this blood-sucker two more pennies ! 
~ One — (you count beau- 

t tiful, Miss)— 'Two. 

Well, here we^are agaiE|. 

.ooK AT THE BEAUTIFUL BUB OF OLD with her in my pocket. 
ilnt you to help me arrange THEM.” Maud doesn’t like you 
I, DEAR lady; don’t ARRANGE THEM. ^red. Oh, you 

knew that, did you? 


one waiting. Here she comes. Now Winston Churchill next, I suppose. Well, well, this time to-morrow you’ll 
see me give her a look. No, Madam, Hullo? No, I will put twopennies be on the briny, I suppose.^ Ob, 
not at all — a pleasure, I’m sure! in; you’ve had my money and you dear! Will you send me a Wireless, 
Well, here we are. Shut the door know' it.’ Yes, I daresay. Hullo? Is Fred, if it don’t cost too much — just 
tight, dear. My dear, the scent ! That that Mrs. Eigby’s?' Is Mr. Mullins “My love is like a red red rose, Fred,” 
woman washes in it. You put the there? Is that you, Fred ? Fred? 1 or something? Well, one word would 
pennies in, dear, and then I ’ll have a say, Fred ? I can’t come out to-night, do, if it 's a good one — I *11 know who 
witness. I don’t trust these things no Fred. Yes, I know, but it’s no good it’s from. What? Elevenpence a 
farther than I can see them, and that ’s swearing, besides they ’ll charge extra, word? Oh, well, if I’m not worth 
not far. Hullo ? Hullo ? 12866 Pad- Well, you see, Mrs. Mortimer’s got a elevenpence there ’s no more to be said, 
dington. Well, I said it clear enough, party, and she says she can’t let me go of course. Hullo? Will there be any 
12856 Paddington, Got the pennies because Mabel’s got the whooping- girls on the ship, Fred? I’m glad of 
ready? Of course if he’s not there I cough, you see. I told her you was that, Fred. D’you know what Maud 
don’t know what ’s going to happen, going to sea in the morning, but she said this afternoon ? She said she saw 
Hold my hand, dear, I 'm all of a dither, says she can’t help that. Well, she ’s you at the pictures Friday with another 
Hullo ? Quick, dear, put Uuo pennies in her rights ; I had last night, you see, girl. I said that would be your sister, 
in and turn the handle. Yes, it and itisn’t my night by rights. ‘Hullo? Fred, but she said this girl had red hair. 
“ One.” Now the other. And that ’s Yes, I know it 's a shame, but there you So I said your sister very often wore a 

Two. Hullo? Hullo? Is that Pad- are, what must be must Hullo? red wig Fridays, because that ’s her day 

dington 12866? Is that Mrs.Eigby’s? No, it’s no good, Fred. She’s a good out. But Maud said this wasn’t a wig, 
Is that you, Fred ? Hullo ? Well, it ’s old soul, really she is, and I can’t leave so then we had words. Who was she, 
like thiSjFred, I can’t come out to-night, her with nobody. Still, I did want to Fred? No, I don’t want to know, not 
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really; I was only teasing; only last 
night you did say I was the only one, 
didn^t you ? and 1 thought perhaps 

I see. It 's all right, Fred, it 's a free 
country, isn't it ? You 've a perfect right 
to go to the pictures. No, I ’m not crying, 
Fred — not so 's you 'd notice. Hullo ? 
How long will you be gone, Fred ? Six 
months? Ob, Fred, it's a long time, 
isn’t it ? You will take care with them 
Australian girls, Fred? They 're an art- 
ful lot, I've always heard, specially 
with sailors. Don’t you have nothing 
to do with them, dear — ^you 've only got 
to say, “I 've blighted my troth to a girl 
called Kate,” and then they’ll leave you 
alone, you see. Oh, well, I must be 
getting back, I suppose. I wish it was 
last night, Fred. You'll think of me 
sometimes, Fred — ^think of me washing 
up the dinner- things and thinking 
of you, and I’ll think pf you lashed 
to the mast and thinking of me, you 
see, and then something’s bound to 
happen. 

Well, good-bye, Fred — you haven't 
said you love me yet. Go on, dear, 
what’s the matter with you? They won’t 
charge anything, I don't believe you 


do, Fred, What about that ginger girl ? 

Golden,” is it? Ob, well, I beg her 
pardon, I’m sure. Well, I love you, 
Fred, and I don’t care who's listening. 
What'll you do to-night, Fred, before, 
the train goes? Go to the pictures, 
will you? Oh? Well, I wouldn’t go 
to the pictures, Fred, if I were you, not 
to-night. I dunno. Well, I wouldn’t 
like to think of you sitting at the pic- 
tures while I'm washing up — ^not on 
your last night. I 'd rather think you 
was moping somewhere— all by your- 
self, Fred. Oh, dear, I did want to see 
you off, Fred. Well, never mind; what 
is six months when all 's said and done? 
You ’ll be back soon, won't you? and then 
we'll get married. Hullo? You are 
going to marry me, aren't you, Fred? 
Hullo ? What ? ■ Three more minutes ? 
Yes, of course. Hullo? Fred, you are 
going to marry me? Well, I haven't 
got two pennies. Can't >you wait a 
minute ? I say, Fred, Maud 's gone off 
with the purse and I ' ve no more coppers. 
You do love me, don’t you, Fred? 
Hullo ? Hullo ? No, I haven’t, and if 
you cut me off, young woman, I '11 tear 
your eyes out ! Fred ? Fred ? Are you 
there, Fred? Good-bye, Fred! You 


are going to marry me, Fred , . . . 
Hullo?. 

Mullo ? 

Here^ what 's the game ? You ’ ve cut 
me off. Hullo ? 

Fred ? Are you there, Fred ? 

Fred? 

Fred ? 

Fred ? 

* . 1 : 

Oh, dear .... A. P. H, 


“Hand Pressing. 

By Experienced Tailors.” 

Notice m Tailo7''s Sho^, 
We call this a liberty* 

“Banana yellows (plural because it repre- 
sents the inside and outside of the fruit) will 
probably lead the pageant of colour.” 

Evening Paper, 

Season's slogan for shopwalkers : — 
“ Yes, Madam, we have both bananas.” 


“ The reduction of the taxi-fares in Calcutta 
from eight to twelve annas a mile, which the 
Government of Bengal has just announced, is 
a much-needed reform and one which the taxi- 
drivers ,themselves will probably whole-heart- 
edly welcome.” — Indian PQLper, 

We think it very likely. 
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CHESS NEWS. 

Momsh, near Norilsk^ Siberia, 

In spite of many difficulties encoun- 
tered on the way I was able to arrive here 
in time for one of the most important 
contests in the local tournament. No 
one who has not actually been present 
at one of these meetings can have any 
idea of the enthusiasm they create 
among the simple peasantry. There is 
none of that silent gloom that so many of 
us have learned to associate with chess. 
In the competition hall there is even a 
musicians' gallery, from which a band 
discourses incessantly upon the national 
guzlis and tam-tams. The noise is tre- 
mendous, and no competitor could pos- 
sibly fall asleep even if he wished to. 
The bet^ting runshigh , and after an im- 


portant match a good deal of village vodka 
changes hands, The umpires have to 
be very alert, for I am sorry to record 
that unfair play is not unheard of. An 
umpire in one of the earlier rounds had 
considerable trouble with one of the 
players, a certain retired professor of 
legerdemain, but was quite unable to 
catch him in flagrante delicto. The un- 
fortunate opponent had noticed things 
going wrong for some time before he 
mad^ his complaint. Both his knights, 
for instance, suddenly vanished, their 
places being taken by pawns in part 
exchange. Whenever he tried to move 
his queen she returned immediately, 
apparently of her own volition, to her 
late square. After the fourth attempt 
he declared the board to be bewitched, 
and demanded that the professor be 


searched for the knights-errant. The 
umpire foolishly agreed to go through 
dihe pi'ofessor's pockets, but merely lost 
his own watch and a book of soup- 
tickets. 

This particular tournament was for 
the title of Champion of Momsk and 
Nomsk/’tbnd with it a purse of thirteen 
thousand roubles (four-and-eightpence), 
the winner to have his prize specially 
printed and delivered in plain vans. The 
morning of the final was frosty but fine, 
and the bo^rd was in splendid condition, 
firm, clean ^jad not too slippery. 

The holder, Tovaresh Tschoff (White) , 
is a notorious believer in the Gambetta 
gambit, and opinion was divided as to 
whether, against a player of Gorbatov- 
ski’s calibre, he would attempt to force 
the Oasabianca sacrifice or the Eohjes- 
ventski debacle. There was quite a sen- 
sation when it became evident that 
he intended to utilise the little-known 
Philidor's Passed Pawn opening. 

By lunch-time the game was in full 
swing with two moves all and no casu- 
alties. 

On resuming. Black immediately 
started to play the old-fashioned Giuoco 
piano, to which White countered with 
the lesser-known Gianni Schicchi. Then 
followed a tense spell of riposte and 
remise, which left the onlookers quite 
breathless, v * 

As the excitement increased a posse 
of burly chess-protectors had to be sum- 
moned to prevent the crowd from break- 
ing into the enclosure. Tempers wore 
rising and some decided opinions were 
expressed. It was an ugly moment when 
White caught the cufi of his jacket 
against the corner of the board and 
shook it badly ; he 'was lucky to escape 
with being bound over not to disturb 
the pieces for seven days or the dura- 
tion of the game. Two occupants of 
the gallery w^ere ejected, but the situa- 
tion was soon in hand and the game 
continued. 

Black at once delivered a strong attack 
with pawns, but White soon regained 
the initiative and slowly but surely 
work-ed himself into a commanding 
position. Keeping his objective well 
before him, he advanced in close column 
of castles with a knight on the exposed 
flank, and established such a marked 
superiorityf at the decisive point that 
Black realised that further resistance 
would be of no avail. In a fit of pique 
he rose from the table, swore in four 
dialects and threw the official alarm- 
clock at his opponent, who was leaning 
back in his arm-chair complacently lis- 
tening to the guzlis. After a few min- 
utes of indescribable disorder White 
was declared the winner on points, and 
I dashed to the local wireless station 
to transmit this exclusive despatch. 




ABSIT OMEN! 


Bolshevist. “TBAE IT UP. IT’S ONLY A SOBAP OP PAPBE.” 

Mb. Chen. » ‘ SCEAP OP PAPBE ’ ? HAVEN’T I HBAED THAT BXPEBSSION SOMEWHEEB 
BEPOEB ? ” 
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Chiron (giving the youthful Asclepiiis a lesson in medical science), “I am sorby, my dear pupil, that, owing to my physical 

DISABILITIES, I AM UNABLE TO GIVE YOU A DEMONSTRATION OE A PERFECT BEDSIDE MANNER.” 


Unhappily other indications are not eldest son and heir of Sir Parry Gor- | 
THE DECLINE OF EULOGY. ^vvanting to show that the reign of wick, Bart., was superannuated at Eton 
[By a Student of SocialJargo7i.) urbanity is likely to be succeeded by one and left Cambridge without taking a 
In the Society column of a well-known of devastating candour. At present we degree, but is not unpopular with his 
London newspaper last week there ap- have only reached the stage of dis- friends in spite of his nickname, due to 
peared a paragraph of such remarkable, paraging euphemism, but the coming his receding chin, of ‘ The Village ldiot.’ 

I might almost say apocalyptic and of a more strident personal note is only He is at present a salesman in the 
cataclysmic, import as to cause the most a question of months, possibly weeks, motor firm of Sprockett pd Sparkler, 
serene and equanimous of observers not It needs little exercise of intelligent and, though alittle^^^tc/ze in his manner, 
merely to sit up but to stagger and anticipation to forecast the appearance shows signs of improvement, 
exclaim, “What are we coming to ?” at any moment of paragraphs such as “It is an open secret that Lady 
The paragraph in question referred to the following : — Pamela would have preferred a wedding 

one of the of the forthcoming “Lady Pamela Pinto, who is to be at St. George’s, but Sir Parry Gorwick, 

season, the daughter of a well-known married at the Marylebone Eegistry who is averse from any needless expense 
and even famous house, and she was Office next week, is a not unattractive or ostentation and has recently joined 
. described as “ a nice-looking girl.” Not girl, with somewhat irregular features, thel.L.P., insisted on the registry office, 
even pretty or handsome, beautiful or and a figure that, without being bad, ‘Marriage in church,’ he remarked, ‘is 
lovely, but simply “nice-looking.” In certainly leaves a good deal to be pure swank nowadays. ^ It is flying 
the course of a long and faithful study desired. in the face of the majority. Besides, 

of these announcements, extending over “ Lady Pamela is not wanting in in- champagne breakfasts are unwholesome 

a period of nearly forty years, I have dustry, and her ambition, unhappily and do not conduce to longevity.’ ” 
never encountered such a phrase before, never gratified after several attempts “Lady Gorwick, it will be remem- 
The principle which has invariably to obtain a higher certificate at school, bered, is the eldest and tallest of the 
guided the social paragraphist hitherto does more credit to her pertinacity than three daughters of Sir Daniel Dumble- 
has been the chivalrous assumption that to her intellect. ^ ^ ton, lately Mayor of Gotl^in, and their 

all women are beautiful and accom- “She is said to stand forty -ninth in appearance at a Charity Ball, which he 
plished, all men good sportsmen, genial order of merit amongst the ukulele gave in his term of office, led to com- 
and popular. The advantages of this players in Mayfair, and frankly avows parisons, in which she did not figure as 
attitude are too obvious to call for de- her preference for light music, as op- Cinderella, Mellowed by age, however, 
fence or explanation. It promotes com- posed to classical. The posthumous she can no longer be described as 
placency and lubricates the whole social quartets of Beethoven, even when pellent, and her recent adoption of the 
machine If love makes the world go played by the L^ner quartet, she pro- Eton crop has lent her an expression of 
round, eulogy, like ball-bearings, ensures nounces to be ‘ perfectly putrid.’ mitigated asperity which, while it chills 

the smoothness of its rotation. Her^a^ 2 c^, Mr. Sandy Gorwick, the familiarity, has ceased to be petrifying. 





130 PUNCH, -OR THE LONDON OHAEIVAEI. [Februaby 2, 1927. 





SOME HOUNDS, 

The Pekinese, to keep him quiet, 
Should have a soporific diet ; 

They say that gorgonzola cheese 
Is fatal to a Pekinese. 

The Griffon will be out to kill us 
If we so much as breathe “Bacillus ” ; 
The word makes all the hair stand stiff on 
The back of every loyal Griffon. 

The Aberdeen, in quitting life, 

Is sometimes said to leave bis wife 
A widow, which, from what I ’ve seen. 
Is generous, for an Aberdeen. 

The Terrier can never stand 
Intruders on his master’s land ; 

I’ve known a blameless boy-blackberrier 
Fearfully mangled by a Terrier. 

The Dachshound finds the noisy brawl 
Intrigues him little, if at all ; 

The melodies of Grieg and Bach sound 
Muchmore attractive to the Dachshound. 

The Sealyham will not refuse 
To share your breakfast if you choose ; 
Yet, swallowed never so genteelly, ham 
Does not agree with every Sealyham. 

The Whippet, lucky little tyke, 
Enjoyed himself throughout the strike; 


Although the country felt the nip, it 
Was most delightful for the Whippet. 

The Mastiff’, normally benignant. 

Is rather rough when he ’s indignant ; 
It ’s best to run extremely fast if 
Pursued by an indignant Mastiff. 

Eetrievers are a noble breed, 

They ’re very courteous indeed ; 

The vulgar game of spotting beavers 
Was not indulged in by Eetrievers. 

The Cocker Spaniel, silly mug. 

Is very like a woolly rug ; 

So rugs, when they emit uncanny yells, 
Are usually Cocker Spaniels. 

a (5oo& Cause. 

For sixty-six years, in a little house 
in Marylebone that was built by 
George III. as a country lodge for his 
children, the Western Ophthalmic Hos- 
pital has been carrying on its brave 
work under very difficult and cramp- 
ing conditions. Its operating theatre 
is about seven feet square, and its two 
wards, with eight beds in each, are no 
bigger than an average bedroom. It is 
without a penny of endowment. 

And now the ceilings are falling down 


and the roof threatens to follow. To 
rebuild the Hospital and provide suit- 
able accommodation and modern im- 
provements in sanitation will cost 
£30,000. For the completion of this 
sum the Committee is making an ur- 
gent appeal. 

Sympathy for the blind is instinctive 
and universal, and such an appeal from 
those whose work it is to prevent 
blindness — every year the Hospital 
treats twelve thousand cases — should 
meet with an eager response. The -in- 
stitution, it should be added, has always 
been conducted as a free hospital. 

Mr. Punch begs that subscriptions 
may be sent to the Hon. Secretary, 
Western Ophthalmic Hospital, Maryle- 
bone Eoad, W.l. 

“Agents Wanted to sell high-class nose 
direct at Manufacturers’ prices; good commis- 
sion .” — Botirnenioiith Paper. 

“ This was the noblest Eoman of them 
all.” 


From “ Situations Vacant ” : — ! 

“ Girl, just leaving school, for boxing gent.’s ! 
ties . ” — Daily Paper. 

Wouldn’t a boxing gent.’s tie be a little 
loud for a young girl ? 
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POETICAL CALENDAR FOR FEBRUARY, 
1927. 

Selected by Myself, 

I AM tired of seeiog these things all 
over the place. None of the quotations 
in them appear to me to have any point 
at all. So I have just made up one of 
my own. If you can get any good or 
comfort for your soul out of it, you are 
welcome. 

February L 

You must not come again 
Because you were away from here too 
long. Catherine Kirsopp, 

February 2, 

I said I must go 

Because my silkworms were hungry. 

Chinese Song, 

February 8, 

Ed is a fruit. 

The tree he comes from 
Did not grow on this continent 
But was transplanted. 

Eugene Jolas. 

February 4, 

When I was almost forty 
I had a daughter whose name was 
- Golden Bells. 

' ' \ ftS: i): ‘Jc 


If I am spared the grief of her dying 
young, 

Then I shall have the trouble of get- 
ting her married. 

My plan for retiring and going back 
to the hills 

Must now be postponed for fifteen 
. years. Po CJm-i, 

February 5, 

Four ducks on a pond 

A grass bank beyond. 

W, Allingham, 

February 6. 

Continually fuddled with drink, 

I fail to satisfy the appetites of the 
soul ; 

But, seeing all men behaving like 
drunkards, 

How can I alone remain sober ? 

Wang Chi, 

February 7, 

A learned man is a tank; a wise man 
is a spring. Alger, 

February 8, 

Sent as a present from Annam 

A pink cockatoo, 

Coloured like the peach-tree blossom, 

Speaking with the speech of men ; 

And they did to it what is always 
done ' 


To the learned and eloquent : 

They took a cage with stout bars 
And shut it up inside. Po Chu4, 

February 9, 

Every blackbeotle is dear to its 
mamma. Spanish Proverb, 

February 10, 

Long ago to a white-haired gentleman 
You made the present of a black 
gauze hat. 

The gauze hat still sits on my head ; 
But you already are gone to the 
Nether Springs. Po Chu4, 

February 11, 

In grey pants now I sit uncoated, 
Having lunched and drunk and said 
Good morning to the landlord and his 
wife. Ernest Walsh, 

February 12, 

If you have two loaves sell one and 
buy a lily. Chinese Proverb, 

February 13, 

No longer I follow a sound, 

No longer a dream I pursue ; 

0 happiness not to be found ! 
Unattainable treasure, adieu I 

William Cowper, 

February 14, 

1 was brought up under the stone 

castle ; 
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My window opened on to the castle 
tower. 

In the castle were beautiful young 
men 

Who waved to me as they went in 
and out. Tsang Chih, 


February 15. 

Nearly all of it to be as a wile has a 
cow, a love story. 

All of it to be as a wife has a cow, all 
of it to be as a wife has a cow, a 
love, story. Gertrude Stein. 


February 16. 

Families, when a child is born. 
Want it to be intelligent. 

I, through intelligence 
Having wrecked my whole life, 
Only hope the baby will prove 
Ignorant and stupid. Su Tung- 200 . 


February 1 7. 

Purr when you are pleased. 

Mrs. Gatty. 


February 18. 

You cannot prevent the birds of sad- 
ness from flying over your head, 
but you can prevent them from 
building nests in your hair, 

Chinese Proverb. 1 


February 19. 
Ha! 


Shakespeare. 


February 20. 

“ Tell me now, what should a man 
want 

But to sit alone, sii)ping his cup of 
wine? 

I should like to have visitors come 
and discuss philosophy, 

And not to have the tax-collector 
coming to collect taxes. 

, Wang Chi. 

Febiniary 21. 

The bell rings, the key clicks, the 
door swings open, 

And the lodge porter scans my face. 
“Good-night!” 

“ Good-night, Sir.” The door clashes, 
and he turns 

Again to his evening paper in his box. 

Wilfred Gibson. 

February 22. 

I went out with the melon-cart 

And just as I was coming home 

The melon-cart turned over ; 

The people who came to help me 
were few, 

But the people who ate the melons 
were many. Anon {Chines^. 

February 28. 

Stand still in the sunshine. 

George Fox. 

February 24. 

Business men boast of their skill and 
cunning. 






Misto’ess [to j^ros^pective ^parlourmaid]. “I suppose you can wait at table? 
P.P. “I can; but I’m not keen on it,” 


Butrin philosophy they are like little 
^children ; 

What should they know of the Master 
of Dark Truth 

Who saw the wide world in a jade 
cup ? Chien Tzu-ang. 


February 25. 
Wait . . 
Blow 


. . . Blow . . . 
Mabel Simpson. 


February 26. 

After lunch — one short nap 
On waking up — ^two cups of tea. 

Po CMi-L 

February 27. 

I received from a friend 

a letter where 

was a portrait of yours 

cut from a paper ; 

and was kinda nostalgic 

the way a man would be 

who *d left a barrel of rotting apples 

uneaten. Emanuel ' Carnevalli. 


February 28. 

In the eastern quarter dawn breaks. 

Anon (Chinese). 

That ought to do for February. 

- ■ Evoe, 

«« IMabshes. 

Trespassers Prosecuted with Gun or Dog.” 

Notice in Irish Paper. 

Much more likely to prove deterrent 
than the usual, ** With all the rigour of 
the law.” 

“ Colonel Lawrence, usually described as the 
‘Uncrowned King of Arabia,' is at present a 
banker in the Air Force.” — Indian Paper. 

There should be a lot of overdraft up 
there. 

“Apart from certain conventions which I 
shall deal with later, the unbridgeable gulf 
which separates English and American bridge 
was the adoption by the latter country of 
Majority Calling, in 1916,”— Paper. 

And not, as you might suppose, the 
Atlantic. 
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tion, Opened by mistake.” Scarcely of asking her to be his mistress (No. 12) ; 

AT THE PLAY . composed this meaningless re- and she lightly bids him a final farewell. 

“Tdppekce Coloured ” (Prince OP mark when she runs straight into what This, which was much the best 
Wales). threatens to be an old stage stunt — moment in the play, may well be its 

* Hell! * said the Countess, who had the Maternal Sacrifice. Her boy John^ ruin. For the British public, dearly as 
hitherto taken no part in the con versa- happily engaged, in his Oxford prime, it loves to see tyranny coi^ounded, loves 
tion.” This famous opening of an to an heiress, enters to announce that still more dearly to see things rounded 
amateur novel was recalled to us by it is oif. His father, it seems, has ar- off with a reconciliation. It insists that 
the language of that tough old cynic, ranged to reduce her father to jQ.nancial an estranged couple, however incom- 
Henrietta^ Countess of Ghannock, who pulp. (How familiar, outside actual patible their temperaments, should kiss 
serves no particular purpose in the play life, these deadly vendettas of the Stock again with tears or, better still, without, 
except to explain to us how her daughter Exchange!) To avert this calamity And, even if it had been content to let 
Susa7i*s rnsjuisige yvith. Simeon Marvilli from her darling's head the noble mother this pair off, there was another lapse 

11 vAbirn tn hfir husband. Diimblv I from tradition which made me nervous 


millionaire, came to be arranged ” for will return to her husband, 
her twenty years before the curtain awaited the worst, 
goes up. During this period 
Siisan had suffered with marked 
forbearance her husband's period- 

ical deviations from the path of f 

virtue. The taking-on of each ... 
new mistress had been signalised 

— with a curious lack of invention ^ mffln i l ffi Till 

— by the gift of a diamond brace- ^ j|| | |i|]M MU 

let to his injured wife. She had ^ il|l||W 

now accumulated ten of these 

tokens of infidelity. Apart from /a | 

the circumstances in which they fl Nnui^lMinl HH 

were given, they were not to her v'i /um j] 

taste, and anyhow she could not iiljlllJmly 

wear the whole series, even at j 4/i///ifvlfi| ill 11^^11111111 IIK 
those public dinners where it has i | ® 

become the unauthorised habit, J 1 

in the absence of Eoyalty, to re- j\ 

quire “ decorations ” to be worn . \| mm I j I ||H|n 
All this we learned from a de- W HflDn 

tailed life-story that recites fiyJ/miWl I iImIu mBI 

in the First Act. Some of it, being 'jMlm I fm\ j Hll 

old ground to the husband, was jUm Bf ] , 

meant for our benefit; but much ^ 

of it was news to him,, revealing / I Wi|| l| 

as it did his wife's penetration of j IUN|| WW | 

facts that he imagined to be con- j / w||K 

cealed from her. These revela- J \ I 

tions were prompted by her recog- \ 

nition of- mistress No. 11 in the 

person of her “best .^friend,” ^ 

Maud Eendicott, whom she had - ^ OP THE LOVE 

encountered on a visit to her hus- MaudKeMt ..... ^ss Sr 

band at a suspiciously late hour UarvUl . . Miss M. 

of the evening. The object of ^ . 

this visit, which had entailed some I But . I was spared it. i 






A BULL OP THE LOVE MARKET. 

Maud Kendicott Miss Sylvia Leslie. 

Sir Simeon Marvill . . Ma. Norm an McKinnel. 
Lady Sicsan Marvill . . Miss Marie Lohb. 


Dumbly I from tradition which made me nervous 
about the play's prospects. The audi- 
ence had been done out of its 
due allowance of ingenuous ro- 
mance, having never been per- 
mitted to set eyes upon the fas- - 
cinatinggirl of John's choice. A 
very daring licence on the part of 
the author. 

Mr. Norman McKinnel as 
*^-41 Suneon was very much at home 
/ with himself. “ His confidence, 

which he made us share, was 
fr 3 X ^1 proved by many signs and notably 
* by his command of the rare art of 
j keeping still. He may not have 
^ ! bad the right air of a philanderer, 

^ * but then you wouldn't expect this 

2§ ' A in a man who was convinced that 
' ‘||i) everybody was for sale. In this 
view he persisted, takingno notice, 
till it was too late, of the author's 
memorable cl'ich^ that “ there 
I were some things you cannot 

Miss Marie Lohb as Susan, 
f in a wavy shingle that did not 
become her any too well, was very 
j I good in her bantering mood and 

I I on her less resonant notes. Miss 

//l^\ Sylvia Leslie (Maud Kendicott) 

^ played intelligently, but did not 

quite impose her quality of mer- 
[ABKBT. cenary siren. Mr. Anthony 

Bushell as John gave an im- 
pression of sincerity which was 
enforced by a certain natural 


of the evening. The object of — enforced by a certain natural 
this visit, which had entailed some But . I was spared it. Attired in a gaucherie to adolescence at Ox- 

rather protracted dialogue, had been glorious robe of sacrifice (a little sur- ford. Miss Clare Harris, the swear- 
to get money out of her lover. Greatly prising, perhaps, after she had assured ing Countess, struck a newish note, 
shocked at her indiscretion in coming us that she was in the habit, under Sbe had a fresh and engaging way of 
alone at such an hour, he had him- stress of .poverty, of frequenting the saying rude things to you, and then 
self committed a worse one in put- bargain-counter for half-yards of rib- some more rude things about you to 
ting his name to a fat cheque for her bon), she so stirred the remnants of herself. One is accustomed to people 
use. He was careful not to cross it, Simeon's passion that, having let off a on the stage who talk aloud — as they 
bub clearly it would have to be cashed gratuitous tirade in the authentic do here — about somebody else who is 
I somewhere. McKinnel manner against his son for present, but it is unusual to hear this 

And now, at the eleventh time of deserting him, he consents to overlook done in the form of soliloquy. Her 
asking, the worm turns and divorces this offence, to take him into busi- statement at the end that her inhuman 
him. After a year, during which Susan ness and to forgo his lifelong purpose cynicism was only a protective bluff de- 
has travelled abroad, Simeon has a of pulverising the father. For signed to conceal a sentimental nature 

iancy, not very comprehensible, for re- the first time in a career of devastating would have disillusioned me if I had 
trieving. her, and sends her a letter to success he admits himself beaten. But believed her, which I didn’t. 

'^isi effect. Content with her freedom this admission does not get him back The manner of the play — ^well acted I 
and happyin the novel experience of be- his Susan, At an earlier stage of the with one exception— was perhaps better 
ingpoor^she returns it with the inscrip- interview he had made the gross error than its matter, which left me indifferent 
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as to the issue. I confess to having which is to make of them not mere down- genital idiot like A/ and we warmly 
been concerned for John and his in- trodden, flivver-driving, cinema-haunt- approved of old barking out his 

visible flapper, but for the rest I didn’t ing wage-slaves, but independent co- passionate opinions on the deficiencies 
care tuppence, plain or coloured, about operators and partners in a self-go vern- of working men in general and drawing 


I ing industrial democracy. 






what happened to anybody, ' ing industrial democracy. ' apathetic contrast between the sorrows | 

I gathered, by the way, that of the hard-driven capitalist, burn- ' 

the title of plain ‘‘Mr. Edward ing the midnight bulb, never know- 

Wilbraham’s ” comedy was sup- where the next hundred-thou- 

posed to apply to the tawdry s^iod dollars are to come from, 

colouring of life in the Marvill ^ and the cushioned ease of the 

menage. As an estimate of the well-paid operative, leisurely stuff- 

value of the play, “tuppence” ing fruit into cans and barging 

would have been too modest. I pictures the instant 

myself would have given more for the whistle blows. One lady in 

it. I would have given S^d. the pit indeed could not refrain 

0. S. from uttering loud cries of 

“Give and Take (Globe). phUippic was at its height. 

Mr. Aaron Hoffman’s idea of Naturally we all felt a little let 

extracting fun out of the dismal down when we learned that the 

science which has caused so much whole of the half-witted workmen 

suffering and boredom is praise- had themselves voted out of their 

worthy and promising. There is own pockets the money required 

a wonderful jargon to make play Industrial Democracy 

with ; there are well-defined stock disaster and were going to 

types with legs ready to be pulled pay their own wages during the 

for our entertainment — ^the bull- uffHk ticklish fortnight in which Baxter 

headed diehard, the sentimental was scouring t^he continent, buy- 

New Jerusalemist, the parrot agi- ing up all the fruit he could see 

tator. And one might be dis- <‘aiVE AND TAKE” on the promise of a long contract 

posed to enjoy the experience of ’ . , ^ -Ti/r " « ’ o made with him by an escaped 

looking at this important corner ; '. : : : £. hTb" “gbeIT" that 

of life through pleasantly-tinted Mr. Hoffman was on the side 

glasses instead of through the bitter and We of the so-called comfortable classes of the Bolshevists after all ? 

dark veil of political passion or private were not surprised that these enlightened To do him justice he was not. The 
apprehension. And for a little while we operatives were promptly converted by Cannery was as little likely to make 
were all inclined to think that Mr. Hoff- the entirely ineffectual Batier, jwnior, a profit or fight a trust under the 
MAN was going to make his tricks; But and chose as their representative a con- wooden-headed Albert and the pudding- 
I am afraid he played his cards headed Bauer, junior, as under 


Daniel Brum 
John Bauer 


‘GIVE AND TAKE.” 

'AIr. Sebastian Smith. 

..... Mr. Harry Green. 


I am afraid he played his cards 
badly enough to lose the odd. 

John Bauer, the bullet-headed, 
has a fruit-canning factory suffici- 
ently prosperous (to our growing 
surprise) to give his name to the 
township that has grown up 
around it — ^Bauerville, in I know 
not which of those United States. 
Thirty years of his life have gone 
to the making of it. He has suc- 
cessfully fought the villain Trust ; 
his workmen all own “flivvers ” ; 
there has never been a strike. And 
pow, just as the Trust is making 
an extra-special effort to squeeze 
him, and he can’t meet a bill of 
a hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars held by his banker, who 
is in the pay of the Trust, his 
young ass of a son, fresh from 
a course of neo-economics at col- 
lege, gets busy preaching the 
latest doctrine of Industrial De- 
mocracy in secret meetings with 
the men. These duly elect, of all 
people, Bauer's trusted friend and 
foreman, his “old reliable” Al- 
bert, to be their spokesman, de- 
manding, under threat of a light- 
ning strike, the new constitution 







A LUNATIC AT LARGE. 

Thomas Craig ...... Mr. Frank Petley. 

Albert Kruger ...... Mr. Edward de Tisne. 


the bullet-headed Bauer, senior, 
The author, in fact, held -the 
scales evenly, however little he 
had pub into each. So far so 
good. 

r What then was amiss? Nothing 

certainly with Mr. Harry Green 
as the tyrannical capitalist. Mr, 
Green has already won the suf- 
frages of our London audiences 
in a former visit. He is a resource- 
f ul comedian who can pass readily 
from laughter to tears, from pas- 
sionate pseudo - seriousness to 
business with a hammer or a billy- 
cock hat. Mr, de Tisne, as the 
rabbit-brained Albert, did indeed 
so disastrously over-play his part 
mf business of any 

decent pretence to such plausi- 
bility as even a farce demands. 
Mr. Leonard Upton struggled 
not too hopefully with the unsatis- 
^ factory young Bauer. Mr. Sebas- 

tian Smith, a very British type 
of American banker, made some- 
thing of the cadging Daniel 
Drum. Mr. Frank Petlbt offered 
3v. us a vigorous lunatic (who of 

Disne. * course was not an authentic 
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lunatic, but the victim of his family, 
which, being of New York State, took 
the only possible view of a man who 
gave money away — this is Mr. Hoff- 
manns idea, not mine). Miss Dorothy 
Seacombe did all that was necessary as 
the secretary of the proprietor, carefully 
omitting any suggestion that she ever 
did any work beyond opening the safe. 

The production was of the kind to 
satisfy grown-up children. The wheels 
really went round, the whistle really 
blew (how it blew!). Everybody was 
tremendously frightened by the lunatic. 
The jokes, good enough in themselves, 
were repeated again and again — to the 
dismay of the perceptive. 

The applause at the end, which was 
generous, was, I imagine, meant as a 
tribute, not undeserved, to Mr. Harry 
GREEN’ spersonal triumph as a comedian. 

The farce-comedy itself was a very 
ingenuous affair and, slowly robbing 
itself of its healthy promise, committed 
felo de se in the last fatal Act. T. 

Twelve Miles Out’* (Strand). 

At the end of the First Act I came 
to the gratifying conclusion that Mr. 
William Anthony McGuire thor- 
oughly knew his job — an opinion I had 
regretful occasion to modify later. He 
had wearied us just a little with the pre- 
sentation in much detail of a Long Island 
domestic, interior, the living-room of 
Lawyer Btirtm, a smug prig and petty 
tyrant of the most dismaying kind. We 
see his charming little wife, JanSt fading 
away to dulness, with not a sale or a 
picture-house in range, sedulously cook- 
ing pie and fetching slippers for her 
master, vainly pleading for tier prodigal 
brother, who has just turned up from 
New York, that he be given some sort 
of welcome, however much his standards 
fall below that of the paragon she has 
so unfortunately married and so toler- 
antly and faithfully serves. When lo I 
a sinister .knock upon the window- 
pane and enter a bootlegger, armed 
proper, handsome, debonair in a 
Bowery way, and two associates, who 
proceed to dump cases of authentic 
British whisky on the floor of the sit- 
ting-room. A Eevenue cutter is prowl- 
ing up and down near the creek, the con- 
traband must; be dumped in temporary 
safety. Of course, if it^s found. by the 
inquisitive Eevenue men, well, then 
. we ’re all in it, aren’t we ? ” 

Meanwhile the prodigal brother, over- 
come by the sight of so much hooch, 
broaches a case, reels into the room and 
out into the night. A shot, or a burst 
tyre, as Burton prefers to think ; another 
knock— and the youngster stumbles in 
';wit]i a bullet in his lung, A third 
-knock. The Eevenue oflicers? Not 
,at all. A gigantic hairy desperado, 


a hi- jacket' or liquor pirate, whose 
living is made by stealing the cargoes 
of the comparatively honourable boot- 
leggers. Corpses of young ne’er-do- 
wells trouble him little, but he thinks 
it advisable to take with him, besides 
the cargo, the five witnesses to the 
murder, not before having appraised 
the comely Jane with a once-aboard- 
the-lugger eye. Unquestionably the 
furious pace of the last few minutes 
of this Act is heightened by the dull 
domesticity of the preceding many. 

Next we see the cabin of The Green 
Parrot, the prisoners duly bestowed 
under guard, and the play suffers a sea- 
change for the worse. The young wife 
h as a cupboard of her own , to make easier 
the sinister designs of Hi- jack McGue, 
who, however, will not take an unwilling 
mate and attempts a rough wooing. I 
Follows a fight between the Hi-jack j 
and the Bootlegger; the lawyer, stupe- 
fied by all this lawlessness and, tem- 
porarily, the most painful of all the 
maladies known to man, cuts a poor 
figure. The young wife recognises her 
destined mate. The mascot parrot laughs 
*‘Ha! ha! ha!” from' her cage. The 
pirate, drawing a knife, is disarmed and 
badly, punctured. It sounds all right 
certainly. 

The victor, who has fought this hand 
to save the loYelj'Jane and has been 
promised his reward, clatters up to the 
deck. • His roars of cynical laughter are 
to express his appreciation of how sold 
she will feel ■when she realises that he 
will not claim her. For he is madly in 
love and madly jealous, and, having 
seen the poor child fluttering in the 
strong arms of Blackboard, naturally 
assumes the worst. 

It only remains for us to ascend to 
the deck — a scene on which stage-car- 
penter and electriciq,n had expended all 
their art to create a most successful 
illusion of a vessel in a mist, first be- 
calmed, then rocking as the wind rises 
and the mist promises to lift for the 
inevitable approach of the rescuing 
Eevenue men. 

What i$ curious is that, with all this 
uproar and blood and passion, we most 
of us remained profoundly unmoved. 
The fact is, that the author forgot that 
the chief rule in this geni'e is to ** get on 
with it,” to avoid giving us time to 
think and to ask questions, such as 
what did the pirate hope to gain by 
carrying his witnesses away, unless he 
was going to dump them into the sea ? 
Better surely to shoot them out of 'hand 
in Act I. The situation was too im- 
possible to be accepted by the critical, 
and to that rather than any failure of 
the players was due the relative lack of 
success of a play which was much 
better in its parts than as, a whole. 


Mr. Lyn Harding always contrives 
to make a character unlike himself 
or any of his former w^ell-remembered 
rogues or heroes. Hi-jack McCue was 
a personage. Mr. Ion Swinley as the 
bootlegger rose to the, for him, rare op- 
portunity of a rollicking part, and used 
his fine voice and his technical skill to 
produce a sound effect. Mr. Denys 
Blakelock gave us an admirably out- 
lined study of the unsatisfactory bro- 
ther; Miss Ehy Darby was so easy 
and assured and varied in the first Act 
that I feel her inability to make us 
distressed about her dreadful fate was 
due rather to the unplausibility of the 
situation than to lack of skill. Mr. 
Milton Eosmbr played the abject 
Burton with his finished technique right 
against the sympathies of the house. 

Twelve Miles Out is marred by its fre- 
quent touches of the sham-sinister, and 
it is interesting to contrast its relative 
powerlessness to thrill, for all its elab- 
orate apparatus of tragedy, with the 
apparently light - hearted Broadtoay, 
which presents so much more plausible 
a picture of the new lawlessness in 
God’s own country. T. 


THE OHAELESTON LIMIT. 

[“ What is it about tho Charleston that has 
laid hold of everyone? The lawyer does it in 
the privacy of his sanctum, the commissionaire 
does it by the hall’fire, and the grocer's assist- 
ant shuffles enthusiastically all the time he is 
doing up our pound of tea .” — Daily Pajgcr,] 

I CONSIDERED it aiDUsing 
When my banker (as I saw) 
Shuffled slightly when refusing 
My request to overdraw, 

And policemen, with seraphic 
Smiles, begin to dip and sway 
While encouraging the traffic 
On its gyroscopic way. 

In the Tube I smiled serenely, 
Though my ankle bore the scar, 
When some novice all too keenly 
Charlestoned further down the car ; 
And the knock-kneed corybantic 
Waiter I forbore to slap 
When some syncopated antic 
Shot the gravy in my lap. 

Bub I ’do desire suppression 
Of these capers of a coon 
Since my dentist fixed a session 
For to-morrow afternoon ; 

It will render life too thrilling 
If the current craze be has, 

And the manner of his drilling 
Shows the influence of jazz. 


“Picture books and story books at greatly 
reduced prices, to clear. Many of them would 
make admirable presents, and the opportunity 
now oflers of obtaining ‘books for the cairn' 
at nominal prices.” 

Advt, in Pi ovincial Pajjer. 

1 It sounds like a burnt-offering. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Punch* s Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

If I were Mr. Stephen McKenna I should take it for 
granted that every reader of the second volume of my 
trilogy had a working acquaintance with the first. If this 
were too much to postulate, I should provide a synopsis of 
arrears for the uninitiated and forgetful. But I should not 
devote to reminiscence anything like the space that The 
Seoi^etary of State (Butteeworth) allots to recollections of 
Saviours of Society ; though I must admit that, once the 
new book gets going, it develops the destinies of its principal 
characters with effect and economy. Ambrose Sheridan, 
Press magnate, is now Lord Sheridan, Colonial Secretary. 
His infatuated wife has pretended to give him cause to 
divorce her, and the youthful Auriol Otway is Atiriol 
Sheridan, AttrioVs faithful Max Hendry is prospering in 
nitrates on the Chilian coast. Here he is visited (chiefly in 
the interests of the uninitiated and forgetful) by the late 
Mrs, Sheridan, Laura Bushfortli, Sheridan* s second mar- 
riage is discussed, and Laura impresses Max with their 
mutual duty to do nothing to compromise its chances. 
Promotion and leave for Max give point to this apparently 
superfluous caution. He returns to England and renews 
relations with Auriol, In treating these and the psychology 
of the two young people — remoulded under the respective 
stresses of sharing a great career and engineering a modest 
one — Mr. McKenna excels himself. He is not so happy, 
I feel, in handling the political and conjugal Sheridan, 
Cabinet intrigue is insinuated ^as5z??J, but the most fortunate 
- t^e novel’s social disquisitions are those on economic 
. rea^l’^trnents in Max's circle. As for Sheridan's domestic 


habits, as represented on the jacket and within it, they 
struck me as a particularly crude concession to a juvenile 
notion of impropriety. 

Both Mr. Ivor Brown and his colleagues appear to stand 
in some awe of Mr. Ivor Brown. “ This granite-minded 
writer,” says Mr. James Agate; “a stiff-necked breed are 
we Caledonians,” says the granite-minded writer himself. 
Certainly there are passages of granite — passages as solid 
and aspiring as Ben Nevis itself — in Masques and Phases 
(Cobdbn-Sanderson). There are also, and these are more 
frequent, the lowland gambols of a critical lamb. Mr. 
Agate, who supplies a preface to both, admires the lamb. 
He explains the gambols as the mask behind which Mr. 
Brown conceals his contempt for the West End theatre. 
If it were not for that “imbecile phantasmagoria” we should 
probably have fewer gambols and more granite. This would 
disappoint Mr. Agate, who reproduces a series of repre- 
sentative curvets in his preface and credits Mr. Brown's 
title-page with a revival of the pun. It would not dis- 
appoint me, because I prefer the dour Scot at his dourest. 

I like to see him wrestling starkly with such men as Hardy 
and Pirandello or such “grievous actualities” as “Our 
Little Impuritans” and the effect of a Public School educa- I 
tion on middle-class taste. I admire his impartial princely 
way of beating down the brawling swords of literary Gayu- 
lets and Montagues — the Georgic and anti-Georgic schools, 
for example, as represented by Mr. G. K. Chesterton and 
Mr. Bernard Gilbert, I appreciate his tenacity of prin- 
ciple, his refusal to be hustled by fashion. Crowds can-,' 
not induce him to fawn on St, Joan or coteries make him 
look favourably on “ period pieces.” He has the rare and 
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admirable art of making a via media 
interesting — an art which, to my mind, 
needs no extenuation and can make 
shift without comic relief. 


Jade Mmmtain is the pretty name 
Of this newyarn thaVs just been spun 
By Edith Wherry, and the same 
Has come to hand from Hutchinson ; 
The scene is China (now I can't 
Deny the call of the East— can you ?) ; 
The hero is Bichard Olliphant ; 

The heroine maid is fair Pao-Chu, 


Whose English mother, Lydia Ward, 
Whose Chinese Qire.PrinceLingFeng 
Ghih, ‘ 

Have not been wed, a fact ignored 
By youthful Michael Moran ; he 
Loves Lydia, though her youth is past, 
While Bichard worships the rosebud 
maid; 

Ling, craftily kidnapping all the cast, 
Conveys the lot to the Hill of Jade. 


There Bichard in a vision sees — 

And tells, for half the book or so — 
How, as Celestial grandees, 

They all have lived long years ago. 
Last, Ling and Michael, clinched to kill. 
Fall fatally down a mountain place. 
Where Lydia follows them (just like 
Jill), 

While Bichard and little Pao-Chu 
embrace. 


The curtain, please ! The play is done ; 

The critic to his verdict gets ; 

He *s found it long and lacking fun, 

Its players merely marionettes ; 

A pity this; Miss Wherry's store 
Of Eastern artistry ought to win ; 
Yet how can her critic but deplore 
Her choice of a stuff to garb it in ? 





The worst that' could ever be said of 
the late Mr. Harold Spender’s journal- 
istic and literary work was that it had 
the defects of great qualities. The book 
he wrote last, The Fire of Life (Hoddbe 
AND Stoughton), is not so much an 
autobiography as a series of comments 
on men and movements of the writer’s INSIDE INFORIVIATION. ‘ 

day and generation, illnstrated by refer- tonsilitis.” 

ences to his own contact with them, Famous Author . “Have I, Doctor? Well, that’ll come in useful for 

Living all his years as vividly as he my next novel.” 

did, ha tended naturally to think and ^ ■■■ ■ ^ ; ■■■= 

write in superlatives, and was perhaps just a little too prone interviews with Lord Cromer in Egypt, for instance, even 
to over-rate his own personal influence on affairs of the though be cannot refrain from suggesting that no journalist 
moment; but in reading this volume one cannot fail to realise but himself quite succeeded in unsealing the lips of that 
that such foibles were no more than, the natural and lovable taciturn statesman; or when he portrays Michael Davitt, 
idiosyncrasies of one in whom youth persistently refused with himself in the picture as the only “ Saxon ” that pug- 
to pass into middle age. Every chapter has the same un- nacious Celt did not abominate. The cumulative effect ol 
affected freshness and enthusiasm, all the issues discussed these chapters is not only to indicate a very wide range of 
being clear-cut in terms of absolute right or wrong, all the personal friendships and living interests, but even more to 
characters sketched in phrases of unhesitating certainty, drive home the conviction that the writer, like the rest of 
Such, writing has a charm of its own, whether the author us, passed through years that were uncommonly mo- 
recalls the days of East End “ Settlements ” under Canon mentous in the making of world history. 

Barnett, or fights over again the Budget campaign of 

1909-10, or looks for future world-peace to the League of Something like a year ago we gave a cordial welcome to 
Nations. The charm is still there %when he tells of his The Toion of Cambridge, an admirable guide-book for those 
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who might wish to find their way about the sights of the (Fabbe and Gwybe) she has, we are told, chosen the social 
old university town. Now we have equal pleasure in plane of the farmer rather than the labburer. ^ Perhaps 
applauding its logical successor, which Mr. Aethue Geat, moving in these higher circles has put her ott her stroke. 
Master of Jesus College, calls simply Cambridge University At any rate I find it hard to believe that this ‘book was 
(Heffer). It is true that the bulk of the book has appeared written by the author wno deserved* aU the nice things 
before under another name, but this earlier issue has been which were said about Winter Wheat. Her language, for 
now for some time out of print, and even those who already one thing, seems entirely unsuited to her theme, buch a 
possess Cambridge and Its Story may be glad to replace it sentence as ‘‘His face whitened as he repreped the flow ot 
with this handsome volume. As an Episodical History— venom that gushed from his wounded spirit ’ surely belongs 
so called by the Master — it makes a really entrancing book to a tale of film-star life at Hollywood rather than' to one of 
for all Cambridge men who have kindly memories (and who yeoman-farmer life on English soil. Miss St. John Adcock 
has not of their old university. Beginning with a chapter lias nice touches in the drawing of character, but her lovers, 
on “ The Wandering Scholars,” the author takes us through Maris Shatlock and Bandle Quantrill, never really become 
the days of Lancastrian Cambridge to Erasmus and the alive, and ^ QMjJiJnZZ, the younger brother, whom illans 
Eeformation. After the theologian and reformer come the marries, is disgustingly half-witted when considered as a 
poets ; and we have in turn pictures of Cambridge in the bridegroom. The love of Bandle and Maris is of the kind 
days of Spenser, Milton, Gray, Coleridge, Wordsworth which begins with bate and, as usual, creates endless com- 
and finally Tennyson, with an interlude treating of those plications, including Ned's disappearance and the flight of 
great sons of Trinity, Newton and Bentley. By way of Maris to the stage of the Coliseum. On the last page, when 
epilogue we have a chapter on Cambridge since the War, the way to respectable, if poverty-stricken, marriage has at 


It is all very fascinating 
reading, andtheillustra- 
tions (mostly from old 
prints by Ackermann 
i and Le Keux) are ex- 
cellent. 

Out of These Things 
(Holder AND Stough- 
ton) is a first novel of 
unusual quality. Its 
author, Mr. James A. 
Morley, describes it 
himself as a “terrible 
jumble.** In a sense 
perhaps it is, yet‘ told 
in a more orthodox 
manner the story would 
have lost its distinction 
and much of its charm. 
(As of course Mr. Mor- 
ley very well knew). 
Dr. Wrench - Barlowe, 
engaged in scientific I’e- 
search, rented an old 
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Gontlemrm on fence. “Well, why did yer give up bein’ an organist?” 
The Other, “ Oh, the monkey died.” 




last opened for them, 
the lovers defy conven- 
tion and fly into each 
other’s arms. Person- 
ally I received the news 
with remarkably little 
emotion. I must con- 
sole myself with the 
hope that in this book 
Miss St. John Adcock 
has been 'sowing some 
belated wild oats, and 
that in her next she will 
return to the better 
seed that produced 
Winter Wheat. 

The name of Mr. 
Claud W. Sykes as 
a writer of impetuous 
fiction was unknown to 
me until I was da/'^zled, 
not to say slightly dazed, 
by The Nine-Pointed 
(Hamilton). Here 


manor-house on the Sussex Downs, in which neighbourhood we have a secret organisation whose aim was “the over- 
his daughter Judith met the fatally attractive and sinister throwal of all governments, which were to be replaced 
Hal Marsham, “with his devils all around him.** Not by a theocracy under the Masters, who would emerge from 
lacking in courage, Judith was quite prepared to take Hal their obscurity and take their places as rulers of the world.** 
as he was, being confident of her ability to exorcise the An ambitious programme, you will admit, and one with 
devils when she got amongst them. But she was not pre- necessarily innumerable ramifications. Opposed to these 
pared for the discovery that he had a living wife and could would-be theocrats was another society bent on saving the 
only offer “guilty splendour,’* As with the girl who sold world from universal anarchy, and to this party Max 
winkles in the Bab Ballad, “that altered quite the state of Prescott, who tells the story, belongs. Mr. Sykes is the 
her emotion.” In fact, poor fled, audit was some servant of too many “Masters’*; he has created nine of 
time before even her family could find her. The story ends them, whereas five would have been enough, but otherwise 
on ail indeterminate note, as is the modem fashion; but I have no complaint to make against his tale. Pursuits, 
HaVs wife, we learn, is afflicted with an incurable disease, shootings, burglaries, spyings, murders are supplied with a 
and there is no harm in hoping. With that impulsiveness profusion that amounts almost to dissipation. In a caption 
which makes their calling such an attractive one, the pub- the publishers ask some questions. “ But what of ‘ P,* the 
lishers of this book predict a “great future** for Mr. Mobley, sinister shadowy head of the star ? Was he swallowed up 
Being temperamentally more cautious, I will content myself by the demon snows, or does he still live to trouble the 
with saying that we shall certainly hear more of him. world ?” I refuse to answer; it is too easy. 

The novelist who specialises in country life as it looks to „ “The constitution of this Indian contingent [for China] is not set- 
vviiv^ xxa wuxxuxjj xaao wo ao service circles there IS a persistent statement that 

. country livers has certainly chosen a hard row to noe. The Ghurhas will certainly bo included, and possibly a battalion of 
',^^rus of praise that greeted Miss St.' John Adcock’s earlier Ghjuts.^'Sunday Paper, 

nufel. suggested that she might become at the very least a If China won’t come to the mountains, the mountains must 
■|pi^^;®uokinghamshire Hardy. In Master Where He Will go to China. 
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CHARiVARIA. 

A West-End firm is offering to give 
lessons in spring-cleaning to young 


asked to declare it open by cutting the An artist has been exhibiting pictures 
first collar. ^ ^ ' painted on both sides of the canvas. 

* Perhaps they re intended for people 

It is estimated that there are nearly who live in glass houses. They would 


housewives. We may be prejudiced, five million persons in America who be some compensation for not being 
but it seems a peculiarly morbid idea, cannot read or write. Most of them allowed to throw stones. 

'‘\^*** seem to be composing songs. - 

The poor display given by Eiccardo A lady-novelist admits that there is 

Bartazzolo, the Italian lieavyweight The fact that Captain 'Wedgwood something to be said for the woman of 
boxing champion, at the Albert Hall is Benn has decided to join the Labour leisure. We agree that it is perhaps 
believed to have been a bitter disap- Party suggests that the door opened just as well that there is somebody 
pointment to those of bis compatriots to Liberal unity a few weeks ago is with time to read the lady-novelists, 
who had put their black shirts on him. functioning as an exit. 

The announcement that a scheme for 

Dr. Serge Voronofp announces that The Portmadoc Players have decided having roads patrolled by qualified 
he has successfully grafted pancreas not to perform Moli^5 re’s members of the St. John’s Ambulance 

glands from monkeys on two Italians, at the Welsh National Eisteddfod next Brigade is nearly completed should be 
It is hoped that experiments of this August. We are sure that ' Moli^re welcomed by those motorists who are 
kind will eventually lead to the perfect never anticipated that. apt to bungle their pedestrians, 

organ-grinder. ^ ^ ^ 

* The peculiar whistle which interfered From a fashion-note we learn that 

It seems that Sir Austen Chamber- with the programmes at 2 L O has now Kasha-tussor is a new material for 


LAIN is the only mem- 
ber of the Cabinet who 
is not musical. This 
of course explains the 
neglect of community 
singing in the lunch- 
hour at the Foreign 
Office. ^ ^ 

No doubt these 
“What to See” signs 
for motorists will prove 
useful, but only if 
they’re placed at the 
entrance to the pre- 
vious village. 

❖ * 

A Munich woman has 
three sons and two 
daughters, and not one 
of them, although ad- 
ults, is more than three 
feet seven inches in 





A.B. (ahit cmcerned), “Ltjmmb, Nobby, you ain’t ’arf submerged I ” 


afternoon Irocks, not a 
premonitory symptom 
of influenza. 

s!< >:c 

■ A well-known music- 
hall comedian has 
taken offence because 
the audience threw pen- 
.nies on to the stage 
when he was perform- 
ing. Well, what did he 
expect? Half-crowns? 

* *4i 

The Eton crop, we 
read, requires no dress- 
ing whatever. Ideas 
have changed, of course, 
since Lady Godiva’s 

time. ,fe ^ 

* 

Park Avenue, New 
York, which is claimed 
to be the richest street 


height. The craze for small families been traced to Moscow. It was not a in the world, is said to contain the 
seems to be on the increase. Froth-blower practising, as was first homes of four thousand millionaires, 

•’* sucTcrpatfid* ... ... but it is nob stated which of them was 


According to a psychologist persons 
with large ears can never expect to get 


into the House of Commons. But a natural death. Fatty degeneration 
surely the doors could be widened, through a surfeit jof buns is not, of An expert German swordsman has 

course, a natural death for an elephant, been severely wounded in a duel by a 
The public is apt to regard the burglar Canadian who had never had a rapier 

as a rather low-down fellow, but there A doctor says that to go to sleep after in his hand before. The unskilled duel- 
are exceptions. A burglar who broke lunch is dangerous. Naturally. It gives list is the greatest peril of the modern 
into a house at Elderslie, upon being the other man a chance to go out and field of honour. ,,, 
found outside by a tramway conductor, leave you to pay the bill. 

went into the bouse with him to search With reference to the newspaper 

for himself. o. Writing on the subject of famous allegation that squash rackets players, 

bachelors, Mr. Shane Leslie points whose heads perspire very freely, are 
An engineer says that it will not be out that women did nok enter the life peculiarly liable to baldness, we can 
long before wireless telephony will be of Sir Isaac Newton. Unlike Adam, only say that a game isn’t worth play- 
as popular as the ordinary telephone he got the apple without female aid. ing that has no risk attached to it. 
now is. But is it ? ^ - - . . ^ 

. Mr. Arnold Bennett has confessed It is now an offence to put colouring 

With reference to a new laundry to his inability to read Henry James’s matter in foodstuffs, but what are we to 
be opened shortly in Manchester it is books. Yet he can write Arnold Ben- do with the girl who insists on making 
reported that the Lord Mayor has been nett’s. a hearty meal off a lipstick ? 


Froth-blower practising, as was first homes of four thousand millionaires, 
suggested. ^ but it is nob stated which of them was 

' the first to put the par and the venu 

A traveller says elephants never die into Park Avenue. 


The public is apt to regard the burglar 
as a rather low-down fellow, but there 


a hearty meal off a lipstick ? 
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WINTER WARFARE. 

The War Game. 

The War Game represents the iiigh- 
water^mark of indoor military achieve- 
ment. It provides scope for initiative, 
rapid decision and imagination, and it 
shows what effect the winter schemes 
and lectures have had upon the victims. 

A War Game is played by two sides, 
assisted (sic) by a Directing Staff. W’e 
may liken it to a game of chess between 
Messrs. Black and White, who sit in 
opposite corners of the room, each with 
his face to the wall, and each with a 
board on which are bis own pieces only. 
A referee, centrally situated, copies all 
moves on to his own board, which there- 
fore represents the true state of the 
game at any moment ; but the players 
are ignorant of the position of each 
other's pieces, except when an occasional 
‘identification is made. For example, 
Black, after considerable thought, moves 
his bishop to a certain square. The 
referee makes the equivalent move on 
his board and 'says, “Takes pawn." 
“Ah, ha ! ” says White to himself, and, 
after profound deliberation, moves a 
knight to' the square from which his 
pawn has just been taken. “Takes 
bishop," says the referee. Messrs. Black 
and White then pause- to lick their 
wounds and to draw such inferences as 
they can regarding each other's dis- 
positions, movements and intentions. 

So it is in a War Ganie, but, instead 
of Black and White, the sides'are known 
as Eedland and Blueland. Very occa- 
sionally a Brownland is introduced, but 
this merely confuses the players, and 
such games arenevercbmpletely success- 
ful. For the chess-boards we now sub- 
stitute maps, and for the pieces toy 
soldiers, toy gu'ns and toy impedimenta 
of every description. 

Come with me into the billiard-room . 
— quietly, so as hot to disturb the ’ 
playefs— where you will see an engage- 
ment in full swing. That little group 
standing by the cue-rack is Headquarters, 
Eedland.* Blue are shivering over ' in 
the far corner, while the dozen or so 
enthusiasts sitting round the fire are ^ 
the Directing Staff. . Look at these 
closely, for among them are some of 
the biggest Brains in the room. The 
short jolly-looking man poring over the 
map with a little flag in his hand is 
perhaps the biggest Brain of all He 
is trying hard to find “ Eoad- junction 
K 3841 " on the map, but is not succeed- 
ing because that sort of thing requires 
a much smaller Brain, Tou might as 
well use the Astronomer-Eoyal to verify 
the number of candles on birthday-cakes 
;-as employ this Brain in the capacity of 
flag-pinner. 

. T^ke a good look at the Directing | 

Staff’s map. The Bed Army, you see, 
is at present in the top left-hand 
corner, while Blue’s forces are all 
down in the south-east. The big- 
idea evidently is that the two should 
meet somewhere near the middle of 
the map. That, I may say, is the 
big idea of every Directing Staff, but 
it is seldom successful. The ground 
on which decisive actions are fought is 
almost always situated at the junction 
of four map-sheets, three of -which are 
out of print or otherwise unobtainable. 

Eed, whose commander has been 
studying the text-books, has begun by 
sending up a reconnoitring aeroplane 
with orders to fly over the whole map 
and to see if Blue is on the move. 
Blueland’s commander, who has played 
a War Game before, has already told 
the Director that all his men and 
vehicles are completely hidden under 
thick hedgerows and in dense forests, 
with the exception of one battalion of 
Tanks and some anti-aircraft guns, 
which are mo-ving on a main road 
straight up the right-hand side of the 
map. The Eed pilot is told about this 
and immediately claims to have annihi- 
lated the whole column by means of 
accurate bombing, but the Director 
decides that the anti-aircraft guns 
would have rendered this course of 
action impracticable. As Blue does 
not claim a direct hit on the aeroplane 
the Eed pilot is allowed to return home 
and make his report. 

No sooner has he gone than Blue 
recalls his decoy" column and starts 
off with his whole army along the 
bottom edge of the map, w^estwards. 
Eed, on receiving the air-report, at once 
sets his troops in motion along the top 
edge, eastwards. 

Both sides are now too much occu- 
pied iu identifying cross-roads, in writ- 
ing orders, in calling for returns and in 
checking map-references to bother any 
more about “the enemy.” There is 
considerable consternation therefore 
when a Eed Field Bakery (which has 
been missing for some time) is reported 
to be having a sharp encounter with 
a Blue Mobile Pigeon Loft (which is 
also absent without leave from the line 
of march). As this skirmish takes place 
very near the centre of the map the 
Directing Staff ceases work for a few 
moments of self-congratulation; but this 
soon turns to dismay when it is realised 
that Eed has now reached the south- 
east corner with his main force (less 
one Field Bakery) and is asking urgently 
for copies of the three adjoining map- 
sheets. On investigation it is found 
that Blue (less one Mobile Pigeon Loft) 
is similarly situated in the north-west, 
and, as there are no more maps avail- 
able and the supply of flags and pins is 

running low, the Director orders the 
“Cease Fire" to be sounded and ad- 
dresses the meeting with a few well- 
chosen words. 

It is not possible, he says, to an- 
nounce the actual winner at such an 
early stage of the operations, but he 
must say that the smoothness and effi- 
ciency with which the various move- 
ments have been carried out reflect the 
greatest credit on all concerned, and 
he hopes that those present will devote 
considerable time and thought to the 
many absorbing tactical and adminis- 
trative problems that have arisen. 

THE LATEST INFERIORITY COMPLEX. 

[It is stated on the authority of The Man- 
chester Guardian that the local authorities of 
Oswaldtwistle, in Lancashire,* are anxious to 
change the name of the township, in conse- 
quence of the derisive criticism to which it 
has long been exposed.] 

Since Lancashire 's the county 

That always sets the pace, 

Eich in her brains and bounty, 

For all the British race, 

The lead of Oswaldtwistle 

Is bound to move, all those 

Who wear the leek, the thistle, 

The shamrock and the rose. 

Names that are unmelodious 

And jar upon the ear, 

Names that are simply odious, 

Are doomed to disappear ; 

For some incite to mocking, 

And some “ do not amuse,” 

And some are simply shocking, 

Like Bleedy Pots or Booze. 

Bugsworthno doubt will banish 

Its name from off* the map ; 
Jemimaville will vanish , . 

And Scrapsgate cease to scrap ; 
And Noddings and Great Snoring 
Will from their slumbers wake, 
And Fakenham a.nd Goring 

Will cease to gore and fake. 

Its odorous enigma • 

Stanks will no more bewail, 

And Ballybutiion’s stigma 
,No longer gall the Gael ; 

And Toller, from Porcorum 

Divorced, in joy will live, 

And Cheshire grant Noctorum 

A proper genitive. 

Yet those who long have jingled 
With names and places too 

With feelings strangely mingled 

The situation view ; 

For if the Oswaldtwistlers 

Are supported in their scheme 

One of our pennywhistlers 

Will lose his favourite theme. 

“Bull Fetches 2,500 Guineas.” 

Headline in Evening Paper. 
Isn't it wonderful what these trained 
animals can do ? 
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-Lady (sIvoioingfAendova- hotm). •‘‘And this is my husb-^nd’s study. He takes ubeat pbide in the fact that it eeaely 

JJOIiS LOOK LIVED-3N,” • ' 


HOW TO WIM A FANCY-DRESS PRIZE. 

Personality I detest fancy-dress 
dances, but this fact had no weight 
with Belinda. My attendance was taken 
for granted, and the question of my 
costume raised at once, 

‘‘What,” she demanded, “will you 
go as ? ” 

“I shall go,” I answered sadly, “ as a 
lamb to the slaughter.” 

“You can't,” she retorted; “it’s a 
Shakespearean dance.”, .And she added 
that she had already modestly chosen 
Cleopatra as her own rdle. It was, 
she assured me, an inexpensive one. 
You could easily run up the dress at| 
home. 

“And these synthetic pearls have 
br';9Ught down the price of her favourite 
drink,” I remarked. “Ill bo Borneo” 

Belinda rerbinded me firmly that 
i?ow€o,and,Eugby football are among 
the things for which a man is too old at 
forty, and suggested that Old Adam in 
ils Ton Like It would be a better 
choice for, me. 

But Old Adam had one serious draw- 
baclf. It might not be easy to identify 
inm at a glance, and, as everyone knows, 
step towards prize- winning in 


fancy-dress is to wear something the 
judges can recognise. 

A doubt as to whether his selection 
was intended for a powder-puff or a pen- 
wiper has led many an honest man to 
award the cut-glass bowl to a Little Bed 
Biding Ilood whose sole claim was 
that she could never be mistaken for a 
pillar-box in these days of slim silhou- 
ettes. 

It was not, however, the silhouette 
but the ease with which the costume 
could be constructed at home tlmb made 
me think of Falstaff, 

^‘Two sofa cushions will just about 
fill out that fancy-waistcoat you knitted 
for me,” I pointed out, and was told that, 
if I was going to say mean things like 
that, I *d better go as Shylock. 

The suggestion was not meant seri- 
ously, but the more I thought of it the 
more it appealed to me. I always feel 
as though nobody loved me at a dance, 
and when the evening arrived the garb 
of PortuCs elderly victim just suited my 
mood. 

When one does not like dancing there 
is of course only one thing to do — take 
the value of the ticket out in refresh- 
ments. At supper I put in some good 
steady work, though possibly, after reach- 


ing double figures, I got a little reckless 
in my disregard of whether the sand- 
wiches were ham or tongue. Nor did 
the fact that one of the judges was 
watching my efforts with obvious in- 
terest deter me from a serious attempt 
to reach the coveted century. 

That the judges possessed a compet- 
ent instinct for the best was proved 
by the fact that they unhesitatingly 
awarded me the first prize. 

Naturally several rival masqueraders 
commented adversely on the decision. 
One Hamlet in particular became such 
a moody Dane that, if only he had 
adopted that pose earlier, the triurnph 
would almost certainly have been his. 

• For it was by entering thoroughly 
into the spirit of my rdle that I had 
caught the judges’ eyes. Of that I had 
no doubt whatever when I recalled the 
interest with which one of them had 
watched my Shylock insisting on his 
pound of fiesh at supper. 

“ A Young Chinese, knowing perfect English 
and Typing, seelis position. Salary no objec- 
tion .” — Chinese laj^er. 

This is one of the few statements re- 
cently emanating from China in which 
we feel perfect confidence. 
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WINTER SPORTING. 

ir. 

Percival and I, together witli tlie 
girl in bine, are now having' lessons in 
ski-ing from a guide. We had onr first 
lesson this morning and are all feelins: 
very tired, particularly the guide. We 
ski more or less independently, I am 
relieved to find. The guide has assured 
me that it is only in mountaineering 
that the party is roped together. 

The guide taught us several things, 
the first being the correct wav to get 
up from the prone position. We have 
practised' this quite a lot. We then 
learnt an operation known as ‘‘stem- 
ming,*' used to reduce speed or to stop. 
Briefly, “ stemming " consists in sliding 
downhill with the points of your skis 
close together and the backs far apart. 
If you can do this at all you are prac- 
tically bound to reduce speed somehow, 
if only by getting the points of your 
skis crossed. Another reason for this 
position, as far as I can make out, is 
that, if you meet a casual tree en route, 
you glance it off to port or starboard, 
whereas, if the points are apart, one ski 
goes on one side of the tree and one on 
the other. Of course you reduce speed 
quite effectively this way too, but it is 
not such a good way. The consensus 
of expert ski-ing opinion is against it ; 
also it is apt to spoil the tree and thus 
annoy the Swiss. 

The best way of reducing speed, how- 
ever, when you descry anything peculiar 
in your path, such as the top of a fence, 
a chalet or even the corpse of your pre- 
decessor, is simply to sit down. I can 
stop in two feet using this method. 
The measurement of course refers to 
depth. You must be careful, by the 
way, not to sit on the back part of your 
skis, or you will notice but little differ- 
ence either in speed or force of impact. 

The next thing the guide taught us 
was what he called a “Telemark” turn. 
To accomplish this you get up speed 
and then sink on to one knee in an atti- 
tude of prayer. Personally I find that 
it is advisable actually to pray. When 
the flying snow has settled you hear the 
guide say, “No, Sir, not like that ; you 
crossed your skis.” He is quite right ; 
you did. This variation is called the 
“Tishymark” turn. 

He also taught us a “lifted star 
turn.” In this the first thing is to lift 
one foot, having, you hope, previously 
transferred your w^eigbt to the other. I 
have not yet learnt exactly what follows ; 
but sometimes you find you have turned, 
and sometimes the doctor says you 
didn’t. 

Later in the morning the guide took 
us for a trial run. We were followed 
for some distance by several people with 



Gentleman in stalls {as pi'ograimiie-seller hands him a small bottle), “ What this?” 
Programme-seller, “Youb cough -syeup. Sib. We give a bottle with every 

PEOGBAMME.” 


cameras. One gentleman, who engaged 
me in conversation after ^n incredibly 
unusual sort of fall on my part, very 
kindly offered to come out with me one 
day and help me ski. I discovered 
afterwards that he was a well-known 
humorous artist. I am still thinking 
this over and shall probably demand a 
royalty. 

When our audience had at last decided 
to scatter lo safety, the guide made us 
take our skis off and climb to the top of 
a mountain. Though most people wish 
they could go up as quickly as they come 
down, I should be quite content if only 
I could be certain of coming down as 
slowly as I go up. 

At the top Percival put on his skis, 
began a sentence and then just disap- 


peared. His voice was heard later from 
a considerable distance and also a con- 
siderable depth, asking what it was he 
had just failed to do, but the guide was 
unable to tell him. 

My method of descent was quite dif- 
ferent. I meekly let myself be - the 
sport of Pate. I lashed my “woods” 
on to my feet, grasped my ski-ing 
sticks, said good-bye all round, and then 
gravity took a hand. I went very fast 
for several yards, then my “woods” 
began to go much faster than I could, 
and I decided to let them win. After 
that the guide came and picked me' up. 
He said it was a remarkably fine fall. 

During the run 1 achieved several 
more remarkably fine falls. In one of 
them I got the back of my right “ wood 
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in my left arm-pit and the point of my , -u p wn R I D 

left “wood” tinder my cliin. This ' WORLD, 

effort puzzled even the guide. He stood IV. — The English: their Phvsiog 
over the debris for a long time tenta- nomy, their Co:s:quests, tiieii 
tively unhooking a limb here and there Character. 

— rather like a spillikins enthusiast in Alas ! that ^Ye cannot pursue witl: 


NOMY, THEIR Co^’QUESTS, 

Character. 


abound. Here and there the intelligent 
.tourist will perceive a man with one 
YsiOG- Anglo-Saxon eye and the other Iberian, 
their child half Gothic and half Roman- 
esque, or a woman with two Scandi- 


— rather like a spillikins enthusiast in Alas ! that we cannot pursue with navian ears, a Teuto-Oeltic nose and 
play, I lay as still as a run-over chicken the minute detail of a psycho-analyst a Norman tilt to the hat-brim. Nor 
and prayed that he wouldn’t consider all the foibles of the Norman and Ange- is that all. The present writer has 
it best to wring my neck and have done vin kings, endeavouring to see in the sometimes amused himself by taking a 
with it. However, he decided it wasn’t fact that he was a tanner’s grandson camp-stool to Victoria Station and, thus 
a hopeless case and eventually pulled on the maternal side the reason why seated in the midst of the variegated 
me to my feet Then as he picked up William the Conqueror loved the wild throng, making a record of some of the 
my ski-ing stick lying nearby I fell over deer as though he were their father, and racial types that pass and re-pass to 
once more. When this had happened tracing in his family emblem of the their different avocations in that busy 
three times he began to mutter to him- broom King John’s aMiction to pulling terminus. Here, in a tabular form, is 
self in Swiss-German. We discovered the beards of the Irish chieftains and one of the lists so compiled: — 
eventually that during my fall I had rolling on theground amongst the straw. 

got the point of my *‘wood” through These are matters for the serious his- (1) Elderly Norman, carrying suit- 
the loop on the handle of my stick, and torian to consider in the ages yet to be. case and copy of Strand Magazine, 
every time he picked the stick up it Enough for our purpose to note that, (2) Massive Goiclel in plus-fours 
pulled my foot away. He thereupon with the coming of these last invaders, and bowler hat. 


spoke feelingly in imtois t |jj|j| 
for several minutes, but I [ || 
was at last called away | |1|! 
to attend to the girl in 
blue whose skis were dis- 
cernible some distaijce off* 
waving feebly about like 
the antennae of a\vounded 
earwig. Then Percival, 

; who was actually stand- |f_/ 
ing triumphantly upright l&L 
at the moment, was over- 
taken by a sudden sneeze 
and went off backward 
down-bill. He hit some- (M 
thing eventually and dis- Imm 
appeared, leaving f |J| 
trace save one ski upright /M 
out of a mound of snow. 

I expected the guide to 
remove his hat with re- ^ 
verence, hang a wreath 
on the ski and leave him ' ’ 













verence, hang a wreath Viking Froth-blowers' Ci.ub. 

on the ski and leave him ' ’ A possibility prevented by the battle op Stamford Bridge. 
there till the spring, but in a moment or the English features and the English (.1 6) £ 

two Percival came to view again swim- character began to be' finally stirred (17) I 


ming strongly. We all spent ten minutes togethei^ and poured into their present Czech. 


^ (3) Celto-Brythonic 

^c? ^Jl j porter with Nordic eyes 
Ifl ^ l^arrot-cage. 

II (4) ? Mongolian ambas- 
sador. 

3L li (6) Lady with pseudo- 

“near” 

Eusso-Greek. 

• (7) Pare Saxon, carry- 
ing sex novel. 

(8) Typical typist. 

(9) Lancashire lad. 

(10) Bradford man. 

(11) Piet. 

(12) Two Men of Kent. 

(13) Assyrians, male : 
and female. 

Wimiain III Baghdad, 

S followed by five Angevin 
porters. 

(15) Four Rod In- 
RiDGK. dians. 

(.1 6) Still more typical typist. 

(17) Alsatian wolf-hound, leading a 


digging in several feet of snow for one honest and homely moulds. 

— j -n T> tj. i. i 


of his ski-sticks, and all Percival said It is a tempting speculation to ask Saxon girl. 


(18) Negro border-baronwitli Anglo- 


was, had any of us seen a fifty-centime 'what would liave occurred if King (19) Aberdonian eating sandwich, 
piece ■which he had dropped from his Haeold had not fallen at Senlae (close (20) ? Mongolian ambassador again, 
pocket. to the site of the large delphinium-bed 

The guide, much to his surprise, got in the southern border) ; still more Much of this vast assortment, how- 
us all safely back to the hotel. He tempting to ask what would have hap- ever, is of modern growth, and it was 
didn’t appear keen on going out with pened if he had been beaten by Haeald a slightly more simple England that 
us again. He seems to think we ought Haedeada, the King of Norway, at first began to fix its character in the 
to take up curling. , Stamford Bridge. Possibly in that case imagination of the world. 

Percival has just suggested that to- England might have remained part of What was that character? 
morrowwemakeasnow-maninthehotel the Scandinavian empire, with a fixed For centuries tlie English have been 
garden. This remark has caused no Nordic physiognomy and a population renowned for their love of adventure, 
small sensation among the ardent of blue-eyed froth-blowers for ever greet- their mild insanity, their commercial 
winter-sporters. A. A. ing each other with the cry of instinct and their sense of fair plav. 


What was that character ? 

For centuries tlie English have been 


wmter-sporters. 


“CAli ACCIDENT CASE. 
UNDERGRADUATE MULCHED IN HEAVY 
DAMAGES.” 

Ileadlws in Channel Islands Va])er. 


But these things were not to be; by More just than the Patagonian, more 
which I mean that they did not occur, self-controlled than the Magyar, with 
^ It is often hard in these times to a flair for treasure-hunting ' hardly 
distinguish precisely the red-blooded exceeded by the Arimaspians, with 


established institu- 


- ueaamesin Channel Islands VaiHr. Saxon or Dane from the blue-blooded a reverence for established institu- 
bome confusion apparently between a Norman, and even from the orange- or tions surpassing that of the Eskimos, 
top-dressing and a dressing down. the green-blooded Celt. Mixed faces they unite to a dour obstinacy unap- 
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preached by the Senegambians a gener- Space and time alike forbid us to deal helping the Earl of Oxpoed to write 
osity as incredible to the Latin as -it with the fascinating theme of repre- Shakespeare’s plays ; of John Pym, 
is repugnant to the Lett. At least I sentative Englishmen who made the whoever hewas; of the Pilgrim Fathers, 
think so.. . name of England known wherever the without whom there would have been 

Out of many conflicting strains, at word ** Englishman was mentioned — no America, or at least not so much of 
any rate, the national temperament Englishmen each different in his nature it; of Oliver Cromwell, who resembled 
arose, and still, in spite Signor Mussolini except 


arose, and still, in spite 
of many conflicting 
strains, it pluckily en- 
deavours to carry on. The 
name of England has 
been taken by the Eng- 
lish to every corner of the 
globe, regardless of the 
fact that the earth is 
round, and many of these 
corners the English have 
occupied. And why not? 
Somebody was certain to 
occupy them, and no- 
body can prove that any- - 
body but the English 
; would have occupied 
them so long or so well. . 

How far the English 
have been wise in hold- 
ing on to* some of these , 
corners and giving up 
others, and if so which, 
and when, will remain 
a problem of imposing 
magnitude for the future 
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Affixing the name op England to a distant corner op the globe. 


historian. Granting that it was good yet each in some way typical of the and the weather. 

policy to abandon our claim to the national type; 

throne of France in 1801, or to evacuate It would be pleasant to speak of The “ Sa 


for a slight stiffness in 
the left leg ; of Egbert 
Blake with his passion 
for beating the Dutch ; of 
Charles II., with his 
fondness for the creation 
of duchies ; and of many 
more. 

And there have not 
been wanting great Eug- 
lishwpmen as- character- 
istic in their characters 
as any of the character- 
istic women of France, 
though none of them 
may have risen to the 
spiritual heights of a 
Jeanne d’Aro or to the 
bodily prowess of a Len- 
glen. All of them were 
united' in this, that they 
loved England with a 
love that was in no way 
diminished by their an- 
noyance about politics* 


Evoe. 


The ** Sanger Circus.’ 


Philadelphia in 1778, was it equally Edward I., who gave tnirteen - pence «« Sunny,’ the heroine of the musical comedy 
judicious to cede Corfu to Greece in in alms every time his new falcons we are to expect in March for the new Empire 


1864, or Heligoland to Germany in [took their first crane; 
1890, or to permit the par- t===-=:== 


'ijet it be remembered that 

American Colonies it was »» 

William Cowper, the well- . 

known poet and lover of ^ - . • ' 

hares, who wrote — 

“True, wo have lost an empire — W <^ v 

True, wo may thank the perfidy \ H 1 

That picked the jewel out of Eng- ^ J H I 

With all the envious cunning of 

yet none the less it was the x 

same -poet who sang 

..-ni l -i.! n XI x li. T William Cowper finding inspiration in his puery 
“England, with all thy faults I .cThb Task.” 

love thee still ! ” 

and well he might, for he had a com- 1 the founder . of the football coupon ; 


Caxton, I Theatre, is a little circus girl. The English 
production of the play coincided 
with that other sensational circus 

. play, ‘The Constant Kymph.* ” 

• Sydney (N'.S.W.) Paper, 



a 






William Cowper finding inspiration in his furry playmate 
FOR his poem “The Task.” 


‘^It was when editing the ‘ Fort- 
nightly* that he [John Morley] 
published his iamous studies on 
the French ^eighteenth -century 
tinkers.” — Manchester Paper. 
Critical as he was in ,his 
judgments of Voltaire, 
Eoussbau and Diderot, he 
never called them that. 

From an article on Biviera 
hotel-keepers : — 

“ The extent to which they may 
be able in a few short weeks to 
feather their own nests for the 
rest of the -year depends now as 
always on the size of the flocks of 
unfoathered bipeds from other 
lands that light upon their shores.” 

Daily Paper, 

We don’t see now where the 
lidteliers get their feathers. 


and well lie might, for he had a com- the founder .of the football coupon ; I “A story containing a spice of humour re- 
fortable stipend, and we were destined ^ Sir Thomas Moke, the prototype of 

to recover from the blow. H. G. Wells ; or bir BiCHARD Gren- g, honsQ at Globe-road took fire and dense 


The end of the Empire has, in fact, vxlle, who ate glass in the intervals of volumes of smoko 
frequently been prophesied by pessi- scouring the Spanish Main; of Bacon,. 
mists, but so far ic has failed to occur, who took bribes in the intervals of Very funny 1‘ 


were omitted.” 


Local Papei\ 
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CARS AND FROCKS. 

I WAS just reading,” she told me, 

that someone is making a new motor- 
car to sell for seventy pounds.” 

‘^It seems,” I ventured, ^^wonderfully 
cheap.” 

And yet,” she said a little bitterly, 
“if I spent even half that much on a 
new frock I know I should feel most 
dreadfully extravagant, whereas a man 
would very likely feel terribly economical 
if he only gave as much as that for his 
new car.” 

“ It seems,” I confessed, “exceedingly 
unjust. Possibly the car might last 
longer than the frocks though.” 

“Cars and frocks,” she informed me, 
“last exactly the same time — until you 
can afford to get another and a better 
in a later style.” 

“But,” I argued — for I would not 
give in too easily — “ I am told that a 
new frock can only be worn three times, 
while a car can always be driven of tener 
than that.” 

“Notalways,” shedeclared. “Blanche’s 
new car could only be driven once ; even 
when they got all the whole pieces out 
of her area there wasn’t one single bit 
she could drive any more — not one, not 
once. And the man who sold it her 
pretended it would stand anything and 
last a lifetime.” 

“But I thought Blanche was such a 
good driver.” 

“ So she is,” she cried ; “and it wasn’t 
one bit her fault. It was all a horrid 
~ woman she knows who chose just that 
very moment to walk by in her new hat, 
and so of course Blanche ” . - 

“Of course,” I said — “of course. That 
goes without saying.” 

“Doesn’t it?” she agreed, pleased. 

“ When you've simply got to notice' a 
quite new thing in hats you can’t he 
expected to notice too which way your 
car *s going, can you ? Luckily Blanche 
is really an awfully good experienced 
driver, so she remembered what the 
papers always say about * Safety First ’ 
and she jumped. And just in time to 
get a really good view of the other 
woman’s hat before she turned the 
corner. And what do you think ? ” 

“What?” 

“It turned out to be only a cheap 
model she must have got at the January 
sales — eighteen-and-six-marked-down- 
from-a-guinea sort of thing. Wasn’t it 
boo bad? And even that wasn’t the 
worst, because Blanche’s cook gave her 
warning on the spot — said it was such 
a shock, a car dropping in like that so 
unexpected like and no chauffeur at all, 
and she would go where she could hope 
for better treatment.” 

, “Sha should have hoped,” I said 
severely, “for better luck next time.” 

“ That ’s what Blanche said ; she said 
another time Cook might be in the area 
herself when it happened. But that 
sort of thing never happens to a new 
frock. And then it isn’t true a frock can 
only be worn three times, not if you 
are careful to remember who 's seen it 
before. Besides, after that you can 
always pub it away till the style has 
changed and it’s fashionable again. 
But you can't do that with a car.” 

“But cars,” I reminded her, “don’t 
change their style quite so often, do 
they ? ” 

.“Why, Major Wilkins,” she cried, 
“ bought a new car with six cylinders 
only ever such a little while ago, and 
now he 's simply heart-broken because 
it seems twelve’s the only wear.” 

“You miss the entire point,” I told 
her tolerantly. “ From six cylinders to 
twelve is scientific evolution, whereas 
from frocks straight as a wireless-pole 
to frocks trying to be crinolines, bub 
letting dare not wait upon I would, is a 
mere freak of fashion.” 

“Then I suppose,” she mused, “from 
six frocks to twelve would be also 
scientific evolution. I must tell Tom.” 

“Do not,” I begged her almost with 
tears, “ wreck a friendship that has more 
than once stood the strain of even a 
bridge post-mortem.” 

“Very well,” she promised graciously, 
“especially as no one wants twelve 
frocks — not all at once — with nowhere 
to keep them now houses are so small. 
Even when there ’s a garage, men are 
almost always too selfish to let you 
make them really useful.” 

“ But to return to our comparison of 
frocks and cars. You must admit that 
when a man buys a car he has, at any 
rate, something to show for his money 
— the higher the price the bigger the 
car; whereas, of course, the smarter 
and more expensive the frock the less 
of it.” 

“ It is another case,” she explained, 

“ of the imponderables counting. Both 
with cars and frocks it 's the trimmings 
that really take the money. Tom’s 
junior partner bought a new racing-car 
the other day so as to be sure of getting 
to the office in time, and then he bought 
so many accessories he had to sell the 
car to pay for them.” 

“At any rate,” I said, “he has the 
accessories all ready for when he can 
afford to buy a car again.” 

“Ob, no,” she said, “he thought it 
was no good waiting so long, so he sold 
them to pay for his new season-ticket. 
Such a nice car, too; Tom bought it 
from him for a present to me.” 

“ How nice of him ! ” I cried. 

“Wasn’t it?” she said. “Only it 
keeps him out rather a lot, besides going 
to the police-courts so often over ex- 

ceeding the speed limit. Still, it was 
nice of him, and so I ’ve bought him 
two new frocks and a fur coat in quite 
the very latest style.” E. R. P. 

ACOMCiSE FLAPPER-ENGLISH GLOSSARY. 

[The following glossary, which does not pur- 
port to be complete, has been compiled for the 
guidance of those of Riper Years whom cir- 
cumstances may bring into contact w'ith Young 
Persons.] 

ADORE, Am not indifferent to. (adore 
PASSIONATELY. Tolerate.) 

BEAN, haven’t GOT A. I am not pre- 
pared to spend any money on that. 
See also egg. 

BRAINY. Dull, tedious, diflicult to carry 
on a conversation with, 

DAMNABLE. Not altogether satisfactory. 
(perfectly DAMNABLE. Displeasing.) 
DEAR, MY. A form of address meaning 
practically nothing. 

DETEST. Am nob attracted by. 

DIVINE. Nob repugnant. (uEUFi-CTLr 
DIVINE . Co mmend able.) 

DUD. One who does not see eye-to-eye 
with the speaker. 

EGG. See FRUIT, 

END, DEEP, GO IN OFF THE. Act Without 
customary apathy, 

FOUL. Uncongenial. 

FRIGHTFUL. Not exactly suited to the 
mood of the moment. (A politer form 
of DAMNABLIiI qA\ and FOUL q,i\) 

FRUIT. See THING. 

LOATHE. Find mildly displeasing. 
MARVELLOUS. Causing momentary in- 
terest. (absolutely marvellous. 
Very interesting.) 

MEANING, WELL-. A term of abuse. 

MIND. The thinking faculty (not gener- 
ally mentioned iu polite society). 
Also in i)hrase don’t hind if x do. 
Am eager to. 

OLD. Used in conjunction with proper 
names. Also with bean, egg, Fiturr, 
THING, TOP, without any implication 
of age or indeed anything else. 

SPOT. An indefinite quantity (esp. of 
liquids). 

SUBURB.\N. Coming from a different sub- 
urb. (Used always in a disparaging 
sense.) 

terribly. Somewhat. 

THING. See TOP. 

TOP. Human being or person of male or 
female sex, usually adult. 

‘‘ The borpeut problem and apartment hoiiHo 
exiiitence appeared to him as the worst phases 
of American social life.”*— York l*apcr. 

We are sorry to hear about these snakes 
in a Prohibition country. 

“Li\ingsto«o Church at Stanford Rivers, 
Essex, was completely destroyed by fire shortly 
before the service began.” 

Birmbigham Paper, 

Very plucky of them to hold the service 
after that. 
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'*! MUST GO NOW — it’s 
YOU KNOW it’s seven 


SOME ROAD-USERS. 

The limousine should make no fuss 
If stymied by a motor-bus; 

A crisp retort removes the sheen 
Completely from the limousine. 

The cabriolet ’s designed to let 
The driver know the weather 's wet ; 

I daren’t repeat what chauffeurs say 
When asked to drive a cabriolet. 

The coupe is exactly right 
For taking damsels out at night ; 

As long as you pay for the souper. 
You won’t lack poupees for the coup6. 


The taxi, when its newness wanes, 
Is very good at missing trains ; 

A thing that London sadly lacks is 
A Home for Sick and Sorry Taxis. 

The charabang shows scant respect 
For others than its own elect; 

It ’s most unlucky to harangue 
The inmates of a charabang. 

The motor-bus, without remorse, 
Unswervingly pursues its course ; 

It ’s quite impossible for us 
To influence the motor-bus. 

Our own two-seater, though it may 
Admit the bus’s earthly sway, 


Yet hopes that finally St, Peter 
Will clear the way for our two-seatei*. 

Pedestrians ai'e apt to frown 
Whenever they ’re at all run down ; 
Quite little things, they tell me, can 
Upset the poor pedestrian. 

From the description of a wanted ” 
man : — 

“He is said to be 36 and to have side whispers. 
He is dressed in plus-fours,” 

Provincial Paper, 

Possibly loud enough to neutralise his 
whispers and give him away. 
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pronouncements have the unalterable outlook of a layman on these affairs, 
MISLEADING CASES. force of a law of nature; and, if we are might rashly suppose that it is equally 

X. — The Lawyers’ Dream. able by taking pains to add a single injurious to say at a public meeting, 
The House of Lords to-day delivered grain of certitude to the shifting sands “ Mr. Chicken is a toad,’ and to write 
judgment in the notorious Gramophone of human affairs, is there anyone who upon a Chicken is a 

Libel Case is prepared pedantically to count the toad. But the unselfish labouis of 

TheLoEDCHANCEELOEsaid: My Lords, cost ? “ It is something,” as Lord Mil- generations of British jurists have dis- 

this case may weU go down to history dew said in Bex v. Badger, “to dot an coveredbetween the two some profound 
as The Lawv4rs’ Dream. From first to ‘ i ’ in perpetuity.” . distinctions ; for example, 

last it has occupied the attention of This is an appeal by one Ham against in order to succeed in an action for slan- 
the Courts for more than four years, a decision of the Court of Appeal sitting der the injured party must prove that 
Two juries have disagi-eed about it and in ludo, reversing a judgment by the he has suffered some a,ctual and special 
one was imprisoned f there have been Divisional Court(AdderJ.andMuddJ.), damage whereas the victim of a written 
two trials of the action in the King’s reversing a decision by, Judge Brewer defamation need not ; so that we have 
Bench and two appeals to the Court of in the Shepherd’s Bush County Court, this curious result, that in practice it is 
Appeal, while for the past fourteen days The facts are these. The man Ham safer to insult a man at a public meet- 
it has monopolised the attention of your made a gramophone record, which con- ing than to msult him on a postcard ; 
Lordships’ House. Twenty-five King’s sisted of a number of uncomplimentary and that which is written in the corner 
Counsel have been from time to time statements, composed and uttered by of a letter is in law more deadly than 
concerned in the case, each of them himself, concerning the private life and that which is shouted from the house- 
H.cmmnanied bv a mem- I — I ^^ps, My Lords, it is 


accompanied by a mem- ' 
ber of .the junior Bar, 
which juniors have re- 
ceived by custom a re- 
muneration equal to two- 
third s of their leaders’ 
fees. These fees have I 
with few exceptions 
been a thousand guineas 
marked on each brief, 
plus a daily payment 
by way of stimulus of 
one hundred guineas or ’ 
more ; and there are pre- 
sent at the moment no 
fewer than eight learned 
counsel who will receive 
between them a sum of 
about six hundred-and- 
fifty pounds for sitting 
quietly in their places 
to-day and listening as 
attentively as they are 
able to your Lordships’ 
learned judgments. 
These judgments are 








Fair Pro. (giving lesson). “ Still too much body swing, Sir. We must 

CURTAIL THE PIROUETTE.” 


not for us to boggle at 
the wisdom of o.ur ances- 
tors, and this is only 
one of a great body 
of juridical refinements 
handed down to us by 
them, without which 
few of our profession 
would be able to keep 
body and soul together. 
Jus varnm^ judex o])u- 
lentus. 

Now in this case it 
was held by the County 
Court judge that Mr. 
Ham ’ s utterance 
through the gramo- 
phone was a verbal 
slander, and that there- 
fore the plaintiff must 
prove that he has suf- 
fered some special and 
material damage. This 
he was unable to do, 
for, on the contrary. 


five in number, and each of these there- personal appearance of Mr. Ebenezer his friends had visited him with even : 
fore, lasting an hour or less, will cost Chicken, the head and father of the greater persistency, and as a result of 
somebody about one hundred-and-fifty well-known multiple stores. This record the publicity which the case received 
pounds, a figure for which it is possible he sent as a Christmas present to Mr. the business of Chicken’s Stores was 
to engage the most expensive variety Chicken, who, at a gathering of his actually augmented. Mr. Chicken there- 
artiste for a whole week. friends and relations, put the record on fore appealed to the Divisional Court, 

It is not therefore astonishing that his own gramophone, when there issued w^hich held that^ the utterance com- 
the costs of this case are’ estimated from the instrument, to the astonish- plained of was libel and not slander; 
already at a figure between two and men,t, horror and satisfaction of the but the Court of Appeal by a majority 
three hundred thousand pounds. But company, a series of defamatory and reversed his decision and held that it 
it would be very wrong to suppose that abusive expressions directed unmis- waSslanderandnotlibel;but,forreasons 
this sum has not been expended for the takably against the head of the house- which I am wholly unable to follow, a 
benefit of the community. The point hold. Mr. Chicken therefore brought new trial was ordered, and Mr. Chicken 
which your Lordships are required to a suit for defamation against Mr. Ham. added a new wing to his Head Stores, 
decide has never been decided before, Now, my Lords, you are aware that by With the proceedings of the next two 
and, if your Lordships are able to decide the mysterious provisions of the English years we need not concern ourselves 
it now, it need never be decided again, law a defamatory statement may be in detail ; they culminated in a second 
nor can it be decided otherwise. It is either a slander or a libel, a slander hearing by the Court of Appeal, which 
never likely to arise again; but that being, shortly, a defamation by word held on this occasion that Mr. Ham’s 
is another matter. Your Lordships* of mouth, and a libel by the written or action was libel and not slander, Mr. 
House is almost the only authority in the printed word ; and the legal con- Ham appealed. Mr. Chicken added an- 
this mortal world whose word on -any sequences are in the two cases very other wing to his Head Stores, and -a 
subject is the last word for ever. Your different. A layman, with the narrow large new issue of capital was made. 
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Now-, my Lords, we are called upon 
to decide whether the words complained 
of, which are without doubt defamatory, 
and have so been found, ar-e in the 
nature of a libel or a slander. I have 
myself no doubt as to the answer.^ The 
law is that the spoken word, if defam- 
atory, is a slander, and I do not follow 
the Master of the Bolls when he says 
that by spoken" we are to understand 
“spoken” in the sense in which the 
word was understood at the date when 
“ spoken ” became the essential element 
in the definition of slander, that is, 
spoken by the vocal organs of the 
human frame without the intervention 
or assistance of a machine. -It is clear 
that these words were spoken by Mr. 
Ham through this instrument, and the 
absurdity of any suggestion that they 
were not is apparent if we accept the 
only other alternative and say that 
they were writte^i through the gramo- 
phone. The law is clear. The appeal 
must be allowed. 

Lord Lick said : I do not agree. This 
is a libel and not a slander. The law is 
clear. Poits v. The Metropolitan Water 
Board shows that the distinction in 
law is not between the spoken and the 


written insult, but between that which 
is uttered once, and once only, and that 
which is uttered in such a form that it 
is capable of indefinite repetition or 
publication at the will of others than 
the original utterer. A statue is not a 
slander, neither is it written {Fish v. 
Mulliga7i). There- is nothing absurd in 
speaking of writing on a gramophone. 
Indeed, the first half of the word is de- 
rived from a Greek .word meaning ‘‘ I 
write.” In Marrotofat v. The Stepney 
Gkiardia^is a man trained a parrot to say 
three times after meals, ‘^Councillor 
Wart has not washed to-day.” It was 
held that this was a libel. The appeal 
must be dismissed. 

Lord Arrowroot said: I do not 
agree. The law is clear. The appeal 
must be allowed. 

Lord Sheep said: I do not agree. 
In my judgment this case has been from 
the first a brilliant and elaborate adver- 
tising manoeuvre for the advancement 
of Mr. Chicken’s Stores, which this year, 
I notice, declared a dividend of fifty-six 
per cent. It is clear to me that the man 
Ham is in this case the tool and ser- 
vant of the man Chicken ; that the de- 
‘ famatory utterances of Ham 'were made 


at Chicken’s own instigation and in a 
manner ingeniously calculated to pro- 
voke prolonged discussion and disagree- 
ment among His Majesty’s Judges; 
that, this object having been attained, 
to the great notoriety and advantage of 
Mr: Chicken’s business, Mr. Chicken in 
any event will cheerfully pay the costs 
of the entire proceedings ; and that your 
Lordships* House has for the first time 
been employed as an advertising agent 
for multiple stores. But as to the point 
ostensibly at issue, I concur with my 
learned brother, Lord Lick. The law 
is clear. This is a libel and the appeal 
must be dismissed. 

Lord Goat said: The law is clear. 
At this point, however, his Lordship 
suffered a heart attack and succumbed. 

The Lord Chancellor said: Our 
learned brother’s unexpected demise is 
particularly unfortunate at the present 
time, two of your Lordships having 
held for the appellant and two for the re- 
spondent. Opinion therefore is equally 
divided, and this House is unable to say 
whether the words complained of are 
a libel or a slander, and the judgment 
of the Court of Appeal must stand. * ^ 

The House then adjourned. A. P. H. 
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LYDIA. 

It is Qi terrible thing to go about with 
a person who is a magnet for dogs. I 
told you all about Lampo, and now 
W’e have had the adventure of Lydia. 
Rosalie and 1 were staying last summer 
in a delightful little Swiss town, and on 
a Sunday morning we went for a walk 
in the public gardens, wdiich were very 
neat and trim and all decorated with 
notices saying that dogs must be kept 
on a short lead, on pain of a PoUzei- 
hiisze. We were glad that our dogs 
were not with us, because our dogs 
don't like having us on short leads. 

Just as we had agreed on this, up 
came a.mgsti .remgj,rkable dog, with no 
lead and no owner, and frisked around 
us. This dog .was constructed,. generally 
speaking, on the lines of a dachshund, 
but she had been influenced by other 
considerations, as it were. She was 
picked out in a liver- 
coloured design on a 
white ground; her ears 
were the ears of a cocker 
spaniel, and her tail was 
like a feather duster. 

The distance between 
her fore and hind legs 
was unreasonable ; she 
made one think of a 


round to see if there were no policemen 
in sight. One old lady picked her dog 
up indignantly and carried him out 
of our contaminating neighbourhood. 
Lydia didn't care; she had us to fall 
back on. I had a wild desire to make 
an immense placard and write on it : 

This dog is not ours and we have two 
pedigree dogs at home which are better 
than yours.” 

. Finally, when Lydia, in an absurd 
chase after a bird, got herself stuck in 
a box hedge, breaking down about a 
yard of it, I felt that I could stand the 
strain no longer. “ We cannot go much 
further without being arrested,” I said 
to Rosalie.' ‘‘You found it; what do 
you suggest ? ” 

“I suggest,” said Rosalie, who has 
bright ideas sometimes, “ that we should 
go into a cafe and leave her outside. 
She may then go home.” 

We carried out our part of the pro- 






- 


sagging suspensi 9 ,n 
bridge. Her legs and 
underneath were plas- 
tered with mud. 

“Oh, you darling!” 
cooed Rosalie' as this 
object, with infallible 
instinct, came writhing 
and squirming up to 
her; “I'm sure your 
name must bg Lydia.” And before I 
could prevent her she had stooped down 
and made the amiable creature's ac- 
quaintance, caressing her spaniel head 
and patting her ‘ dachshund spine. I 
groaned, for I knew that from then on 
Lydia was ours. 

Sure enough, as we walked on, that 
terrible dog ran round and round us, 
emitting little yaps and yelps of satis- 
faction, dabbing at us with her muddy 
paws and generally making believe very 
successfully that she was ours. From 
time to time she would make a short 
joyous dash on the grass, rolling on the 
flower-beds and bursting through the 
neat little box hedges, scurrying back 
happily to us after every excursion with 
a mildly inexorable look of Mrs. Micaw- 
bar about her. Once or twice she tried 
to get acquainted with other dogs, but 
they were all respectable law-abiding 
dogs on short leads, and they turned 
their heads haughtily away and passed 
on.* Their owners glared incredulpusly 
at Lydia and then at ,us, and looked 



Injured Wife. ‘‘My husband his uesertex) me. I don’t so much: mind 

THAT, BUT he’s TAKEN THE EARPHONES WITH HIM.’* 


gramme, but Lydia didn't play up. 
When I had had a vermouth I looked 
through the glass door of the caf6’ and 
she was there. I had another vermouth 
and she was still there. I had a third 
vermouth and she had not moved. Just 
as I was beginning not to care, Rosalie 
stopped me. “This caf^ may have a 
back-door,” she said. It had. We went 
out through it, and before we had 
gone twenty yards Lydia was with us 
again. 

“It’s no good,” said Rosalie, “we 
must take her to her home. I know 
this sort of dog ; she 11 never leave us.” 

“That's a good idea,” I said with 
heavy sarcasm. “Just ask her where 
she lives, will you ? ” 

“I'll look on her collar,” replied 
Rosalie, “since it has not occurred to 
the brainy member of the firm to do so.” 

“ Restaurant Bratgliggeli,” she read 
out. 

Of our pilgrimage to the Restaurant 
Bratgliggeli I need only say that it was 
a very long way, that it was raining 


hard and that we had not the courage 
to take a taxi because Lydia had done 
a lot of rolling and was plastered with 
slimy dripping mud, and the taxis, like 
everything else in the town, were spot- 
less. So we walked the interminable 
length of the Bahnhofstrasse and the 
Hauptstrasse, now and then gasping 
feebly to a passer-by, “ Restaurant 
Bratgliggeli ? ” and being waved on- 
wards, ever onwards. As we hobbled 
and staggered along I cursed Lydia to 
myself, using words which I had not 
thought of since the War. 

When we did finally see a little place 
with the words “ Restaurant Brat- 
giiggeli ” in gold letters on the window, 
I refused to believe it. It was a mirage, 
I thought, of the kind that lures travellers 
on to destruction in the desert. The 
door, however, was real. When I 
opened it Lydia dashed in, and we, 
following her, came face to face with a 
stout lady carrying two 
plates of soup. 

Mitzief said 
this lady without any 
particular emotion, 
schlimmes Hundelein.’' 

“ Madam,” I said 
sternly, quoting from 
my German grammar, 
“ ist dies Ihr Smid ? ” 
Without a word she 
waved us compellingly 
to a clean and glittering 
table, and an attendant 
handmaid put down a 
plate of soup before 
each of us. W e did the 
natural thing, being- 
very hungry after oiu* 
long pilgrimage, 


When we asked for the bill the sfcoui 
lady came up to us. 

“ I am sorry you have had so much 
trouble .with Mitjzie,” she said after hear- 
ing a brief and by-food-and-drink-much- 
milder-rendered (as, one would say in 
German) account of our experiences. 
“ You see, we have lend her just lately 
to my brother, who lives in the Bahnhof- 
strasse, and he is so careless, he let her 
stray sometimes. Sometimes before 
now people have brought her back, and 
then in the evening he comes here to 
eat, and he takes her home with him. 
She is a bad dog” — looking affection- 
ately at Lydia-Mrs.-Micawber-Mitzie. 

As the waitress helped me on with 
my coat I asked her casually, “ Is 
Madame's brother interested in this 
restaurant ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, Sir,” said the young lady; 
“ he is the proprietor. Madame is the 
Direktorinj' 

I haye a profpund admiration for the 
Swiss. It is a race with a wonderful 
instinct for business. 





THE PEPvFEOT PANACEA. 

I UPLIFT my voice in praise 
Of the ultra-violet rays, 

The perfect panacea for our countless 
human ills ; 

Beneficially actinic 
(So they teH us at the clinic), 
They are surely superseding potions, 
boluses and pdls. 

Many medicos extol ’em 
For a convex spinal column, 

For T.B., rickets, megrim, wens, arth- 
ritis, mumps and croup,- 


For pneumonia, bronchial wheezes, 
And all manner of diseases 
In the pulmonary, glandular or any 
other group. 

They are^ spoken of by germs 
In the most affecting terms; 

If a streptococcus sees them tears will 
gather in his eyes ; 

When they tackle a microbe in 
What is termed yoiir haemoglobin 
He rolls over with a shudder, turns his 
tootsies up and dies. 

Then, no matter what the germ is 
That may penetrate your dermis, 


Do not worry, do not flurry, but adopt | 
the better way 
,And avail yourself at leisure 
Of this therapeutic pleasure, 

The remedial vibrations of the ultra- 
violet ray. 

"Plague of Mice in Calieoenia. 

]\Ir. S. E. Piper, an extermination expert, 
with a corps of assistants, after a fortnight’s I 
survey of the terrain, hopes in a month to have i 
delivered Kern County from its plague.” 

Daily Paper*, 

A relative, no doubt, of our old pied 
friend from Hamelin. 
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Traveller (by iraij of conversation). “I hlpi'O.^u you^vi: .v 

'jicKKTfi IN vorri a'l.ME?” 

Collector. ‘'Ant I shouldn't jjkm to kay 'u\v many 1 * AVi . ctjppi-id,*' 
'Traveller. **V7HLn, I most kav you con* thkm kathaohdinaihly wr.u, *' 


GIVE A DOG A BAD NAME . . . 

Wir^r? nobody lefe sleeping Alsatians 
lie? 

Why must ^ve provoke Ihoin to 
wrath ? 

All over England now men appear to 
bo fighting to the death in upland farms 
with tlie fangs of fierce Alsatian wolf- 
hounds fixed in their throats. Herds of 
ravening Alsatians pursue tho traveller 
over lonely moors. At Kouth Norwood 
m Alsatian wolfhound hoarded an 


omnibus and held up tho panseiigcra 
and the conductor until he was given 
a piece of meat. Another interrupted 
the community - singing service at 
Nether Wallop, and a third entered the 
village school at Pocklington and Int a 
large hole in the Union Jack. 

And yet until a few months ago no 
one had heard of an Alsatian wolfhound 
doing any of these things. 

There is too much of this mass 
psychology aboyt. Let a theory lie 
started tliat the rabbit is an untrust- 


worthy playmate, or that the peck of 
the canary carries poison, and instantly 
we shall have to read of hundreds of 
cases where children have been savaged 
by the peb Angora whilst they were 
putting lettuces into the hutch, or of 
unhappy ladies done brutally to death 
with a piece of groundsel in their 
hands. 

The matic^r does not end with the 
more livd'y of our dumb companions. 
Camembert cheese may he said at any 
moment, quite siiddcnlj% in tho popular 
Press, to induce lualdncs.s, and a mass 
of corroborative evidence will ))c pro- 
duced. INIcn will be found who have 
only to touch it and a lock of hair falls 
out upon the plate. Sardines are stated 
to induce nervous depression, and no 
nuiijher of cocktails is sufficient to carry 
even tho strongest of us successfully 
through the hor.s cVeenvres. 

So far us the dogs are concerned I 
have a .suspicion that the whole affair 
is political. Alsace was ceded to F runco 
after tho (Ireat War, and, during ihu 
long period when we took our hats off 
to Frances Alsatian wolfhounds \vt*re so 
dtanestmaled that f hey woukl leapiiito 
a river to save a kitten from drowning. 
As soon as we hegjui to gel anxious ahoutf 
the payment of ilte French debt Alsatian 
wolfhomuls uHsunied a sinister tone. 
Tho Htrife of the peace affected tlteii 
womL Fairly quiet under M. PotKOAUi';, 
and dangerouH to noliody except hurg» 
larn and agents for vaciiunoeleaners, 
tlicy grew rrstivo in the days of *M. 
IfiunuoT, juhI with if. BuniNO in power 
they turner! upon their ownern and ati* 
the dinner that was meant for the cat. 
.'\Iready I iioiicetliatoneortwo<iachs- 
hinidH,\vhich hud hiianamling Hince 
Ihlf. have begun to take tlie ah* ami 
walk briskly aiimnd. In u numth or 
iwo I expect to bear that no kind of 
dcjg h gentle with chiltiren, affectiaaude 
a« a pet, easily tramed to the bouHC, 
faithful unto death and incapable of 
t.nrking at the ptLstmum except tlie 
fjonihardy pointer, the liulinn grey- 
hound or the Apemiino cuirn. 

An obnerver without iinuginaii<at 
might hold that dogsed the same breed 
(littered in character, the dilferenre^n 
being due partly to training and partly 
to certain iiiHiifficiently phyclio-analysed 
complexes in the pra-eonscioim dog-ego 
or canine b/: that one fox-terrier tead-^ 
a nolile and hiainelesH life, wheieas an* 
oiherpiirHUCHandharaHs(*.^everyc!iieken 
that It meoth: that one Seiityhaiii, if 
left in a room, will keep watch over u 
fallen glove, whilst another will cut out 
the inside of a sofa, 

Jlut this ta to forget Clio siivmg 
nationalist iostinet in dogs, which 
bmaks out the nionioiit that their breed 
i« attacked in the Press, transforming 
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A YEEY SPECIAL CONSTABLE. 

llrvAE Chinese Dragons {distracted pom their hostilities). “WHAT ARE YOU DOING THERE IN 
THAT ARMOUR? IT MIGHT LEAD TO A BREACH OE THE PEACE.” 

John Bulb. “ IT ’S PURELY DEFENSIVE." 

The Dragons. “BUT WE’RE THE POLICE— YOUR NATURAL PROTECTORS.” 

John Bull. “ OH THEN I ’LL HELP YOU. THERE ARE NO POLICE LIKE TEE ENGLISH.” 
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the quietest of Great Danes instantly 
into a berserk Viking. There are many 
careful old ladies who muzzle their 
Irish terriers on the anniversaiy of the 
Battle of the Boyne. 

My purpose in writing this article is 
to warn all owners of Pekinese dogs 
not to discuss in front of them without 
care the present crisis in China. No- 
body knows on which side the diddumses 
are — presumably on that of the northern 
war-lords ; but they may, some of them, 
be in sympathy with the south. In 
any case they may be infected with the 
itch for immediate self-determination, 
which is causing such changes in the 
world ; and the last thing I want to 
hear is that any Pekinese of my ac- 
quaintance lias maltreated a police- 
man, or has sprang at the throat of 
the footman who was bringing him his 
IhU6 cle foie gras, Bvob. 

“JACK HOBBS, 

‘The Geoikje CHALnuNoit of England,’ 

CIXVKS A DESCRIPTIVE ACCOUNT O'P HIS 
CUrCKET RECORD.” 

West Indian Pa^er. 

Who is this chap Hobbs ? Batsman, we 
gather. 

From a sale catalogue : — 

“ Cami-Bockers adder-proof Bayon.” 
We always wear them when in snake- 
infested regions. 


NOW. YOU CHEAP SKATES! 

(A Chicago poet holds that the Im- 
mortals need re-ioriting to su'd modern 
conditions) 

Shakespeare. 

Friends, Hlinoisians, hicks ! Say, li s ten 1 
My job here is underbaking, nob boost- 
ing. 

Double-cross work survives demise ; 
Uplift often peters out when folks are 
way down under. 

Cflosar is one case in point. 

If Csesar was a four-flusher, 

He sure flivvered some 
And gob lead-piped according. 

Waal, with a ticket from the Brutus 
interest, 

I come to orate at the sepulchral par- 
lors, 

Though well known to be fanning for 
Oaesar ; 

For Brutus is the oil ; 

Ditto the rest of the bunch, all dyed in 
the wool. 

Wordsworth. 

When I lie down like a hayseed, 
Nothing doing or kinda bughouse, 

I just intuit, 

Like any lonesome care-free guy does. 
Ge^ 1 I feel good. 

My 1 them yaller flowers tickle me to 
death. 


Keats. 

0 you Bird, your number will never 
go up ; 

Time has nothing on you. 

In the old days I reckon 
President and bar-tender listoned-in to 
the same dope 
As me now. 

Maybe the same chin-music as flattened 
out Ruth 

That time she pined for the home-town, 
weeping on the foreign prairie ; 
Maybe the same as put the hoodoo on 
windows 

Looking out on a Great Lakes tempest 
In a medicine-man dry territory. 

OoLERIDaE. 

In Xanabu (Wash.) Boss Kubla 
Fixed a kinda Luna Park, 

And right there Alfred 

(That was the joss river’s first name) 

Beat it, I T1 tell the world, 

Through caves no guy could pass a chain 
over, 

Down to an ocean 

Where the spotlight was down to nix. 

E. P. W, 

From a list of hunting fi,xtures : — 
“Kent, East. — M., Ham, near Sandwich.” 

Daily Pa])er, 

There should be no difficulty then 
about luncheon. 
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ccitAun TUASIPUTC AUA YuiBA aiicl in Tags. WouM the kind Udj Lclp ? “ Our first steps had been brisk, but 

StCOND THOUGHTS AND THIRD. asked. Her mother was very ill after a few yards the child’s feet began 

A SUBSCRIPTION list, for a very hard and there was no food in tiie house. to lag and her general air was marked 


and deserving case was being passed 
round the table and my neighbour pro- 
duced her half-crown. “ Although,” 


she said, “if I bad any aptitude for pital? 


learning lessons I shouldn't give a 
penny.” 

i asked her to explain. 

“ Well,” she said, “it had always been 


my habit, unless I was in a dreadful when I remembered my responsibilities 
Imrry, to find something for beggars, as a citizen, my position as a member 
1 hn so sorry for them. Until the other of the social family, 
evening there came to dine at our house 

a famous organiser, who upset all my _ „ , 


d there vras no food in tiie house. to lag and her general air was marked 
“Where was her father? by irresolution. A few moments later 

“ Dead. she stopped altogether. 

“ Why wasn’t her mother in a hos- “ ‘ Well/ I said, ‘ what is it ? ’ 
al ? “ She hesitated and looked down. 

‘ She was too ill to be moved. “ ‘ Tell me,’ I said encouragingly, 

‘What was the complaint ? taking her hand, for I felt miserably 

‘ PneuDionia. sorry for her, so young and so dowri- 

‘ I was just about to open my purse and -out. 

en I remembered my responsibilities “ * Please, Ma'am, liave you any cbii- 


“ She was too ill to be moved. 
“ What was the complaint ? 

“ PneuDionia. 


easy impulses. 

“The conversation turned naturally on 
charity; it was a theme with whicli 
' bis name was associated — as naturally 
, as ” 

“Beau:mo:;t with Fletciiku,”! sug- 
gested. 

“Yes,” she said gratefully. 

“Or tare with tret.” 

“ Yes. Thank you. So tho whole 
question of charity came up — charity 
in all its branches; so many branches 
that one almost lost sight of tho thing 
itself among the leaves.” 

“Very good,” I said. 

“Was I being funny?” she asked. 
“I hope not X hate women who are 
funny,” 

“ Merely apt,” I assured her. “ But 
do go on.” 

“ Well,” she resumed, “we all talked 
charity, and gradually the great organ- 
iser convinced those of us who were in 
the habit of finding sixpences and 
shillings' for mendicants that wo were, 
if not actual criminals, enomics of 
society. There is no such mischief, he 
assured us, as indiscriminalo giving of 
alms. The truly deserving suffer at tho 
hands of the impostors. Every appeal 
should bo investigated first And so 
on. You no doubt have hoard it too?” 

“Often,” 1 said. “But life isn't 
long enough. Let those wlio have no- 
thing else to do pursue the necessary 
inquiries,” ; 

“Yes,” she ’replied, “that is what I 






as a citizen, my position as a member dren? ' she asked. 

of the social family. “ ‘ Yes,' 1 said, ‘ three little girls. But 

” ‘ 1 was thinking before coming home 

_ you ought to know what mother's other 

disease is,* she said. 

r?" “ ‘ Other disease ! ' I exclaimed. * lias 

^ Ijot something then besides pneu- | 

‘‘ ‘^Oh, yes/ the child replied ; * small- | 

^ naturally unsuspicious ami ' 
/ ;// j ^ , / believe what 1 hear; but at this point 1 ; 

/ ' be(^amc doubtful. j 

/ / // ’ . “*Ob,' I said brightly, * that's all ' 

/ /'// ■ "V rf ^ ^^on't iniml about smuU-pox a . 

/ yy- “ Hhe stopped and lotdced at me ; 

^ ' // // I with dilated eyes, 1 had broken the ! 

\ game* I saw her think- | 

JonoB, who has ' 
\ • room next to ours/ she resumed | 

l^\W \ breathlessly — ‘ Jones said this ; 

, — ^ morning, Mahim, that she thought! 

iilfj fifiPl !^^<ither was sickening for the yellow ! 
IP; Wrfet too— yes, and chohn-a/ * 

^ *Ah!' * 

^ said, *111 that ease 1 think 1 woi/i ' 
come any farther witii you.' Wo were * 
THE STOHY OP PXYIXO BENN. opposite a pastrycook's. *it’s ter- ; 

What a wind I Oh, how it whistles rible for you/ I continuetl. * Come in 

Through tho trpc-i and llowcrs and thistles ! here and choose the kind tilings you ! 

Kow it's caught his red like tho best;' and I left her with a 

Look at him, poor littb fellah i : I t i i ^ 

^ . * sausage-roll m one hand atid a custard j 

V . . f / n 4 *11 * * cornucopia in the other/* i 

No one ever yet cuukl toll A . « . ; 

Where ho stopped or where ho fell ; p very unmoral of you, i 

Only this one thing is plain, * said. “ i ou were encouraging both i 

Bzxx won’t play with (lEoiinn again ! mendacity utid nieiulicity at one blow.” * 

(«4>7r«tt*a»«fKh*r,’»adapUsi.) » At any rate/’ slie replied, “the! 

- ^ mother didn’t get it.” E, V. U 

“ ‘ Where does your mother live ? ' 1 — — ~ 

sked, and learned that it was in a Our ISrudite Contemporaries. 

“ptfn 1 -if correspondence column 




THE STOHY OF hXYINO BENN. 
What a wind I Oh, how it whistles 
Through tho ttpc-i and tlowers and thistles ! 
Now it’s caught his red umbrella; 

Look at him, poor little fellah I 

* » * • fc * 

No one ever yet could toll 
Where ho stopped or where ho fell ; 

Only this one thing is plain, 

Bzxx won’t play with (lEoiKm again ! 

(“ hirutvwdpeUr^** adapUni.) 

“ ‘ Where does your mother live ? ' 1 


think now. But I must admit that asked, and learned that it was in a Our Erudite Cwatemuorarie* 


occurred to mo that the child did 


T ^ \mcmm they wore adoptcl at a ti*n« when 

duty that I determined to try. I would the way. Latin was the written languag*^ ol nil wdiakrs 

no longer bo impulsive. I would insti- “ It occurred to me that the child did noono in authority ban tlnnight it ncccs. 

tute inquiries (1 am using his words) ; not receive this very handsome offer tramlata them. On u halLcmwn. Uh 

^ enthusiasm ; in fact iior sad -Hm 

As it chanced, I had an opportunity little face grew sadder, with a shade ‘gratia,’ * Brittamirmn * ami *c»m*n»rum’ iv- 
oL behaving like a scientific Samaritan of alarm swiftly crossing it: but I was 8pectivdy.*’--ir#T;;i|/iv#/#o% 


almost at once, for only a day 


too well pleased with myself for think- 


afterwards, just as I turned out of Not- ing of my duty to pay very much aiten- 

^ R later that the full signifi- 

by the most wistful and forlorn cance of her expression struck me* 
^m^Wiurelhafeeverseen, A child “‘Lead on/ I said, making what 


mmgcH and tuioke once weekly ; 

We approve this limitation. It is 


kWw^^XhaVe ever seen. A child “‘Lead on/ I said, making what annoying to find a fag-end in one* 
i^m^ore than thirteen, pale, tearful conversation I could as wo walkal. Sunday breakfast. ^ 



THE COLOUR QUESTION. 

By PiioFESSOJR BiiANOO Whiting. 

I REGRET to see that; a correspondent 
of The TimoH has written to protest 
against the improper use of ties and 
otlier garments manufactured in club 
and regimental colours. “Go where 
you may, individuals are to be mot 
wearing colours to which they are obvi- 
ously not entitled ... Is it not time 
that some effective restrictions were 
imposed 'regulating the sale of club 
colours, in order that club members 
may have the protection in this con- 
nection to which they are justly en- 
titled?^’ 

The underlying assumption of this 
strange appeal cannot be too vigorously 
combated. It breathes the spirit of 
monopoly, protection, the repression 
of the individual — in fine of all the in- 
fluences antagonistic to reform and 
progress. It is enough to make Free- 
dom shriek oven more loudly than she 
did when Kosoiusssko fell. In a free 
country there must be free trade in 
colours. The claims of once fashion- 
able clubs, of the public schools and 
the older universities to preferential 
treatment in this matter are only the 
last gasp of a system which has been 
exposed in all its futility by the fearless 


pen of Mr. Charles Masteiuman. Those 
who live in mediaeval backwaters can- 
not be expected to know what is going 
on in the mid-stream of the great river 
of democratic urge. For the I Zingari, 
or the Guards, or the Oxford Harlequins 
to complain because their colours have 
been appropriated by , the Tooting 
Orient, or the Baling Emus, or the 
Clacton Cassowaries is only a modern 
instance of Mrs. Partington and her 
mop. You cannot set bounds to the 
march of natural forces. You might 
as well argue that any one buying a 
paint-box or planting carnations ought 
to be obliged to take out a licence. 

And yet, while admitting that colour 
has its place in our social system and 
in the world of art, I do nob deny that 
its use as an emblem, a badge or a 
slogan is attended by serious draw- 
backs and disad vantages. To begin with, 
its lavish display is alien to the essential 
attributes of the Nordic race to which 
we belong. It is a signof tropical luxuri- 
ance and exuberance. It is only inter- 
mittently found in our landscape. The 
normal restraint and moderation of the 
average Briton incline him to favour 
subfusc rather than kaleidoscopic 
raiment. Yet extremes meet, and when 
once the Briton abandons the precept, 
0 formose puer nimium ne crede colori, 


he falls a victim to the Itfre of a chame- 
leonic and carnivalesque extravagance, 
and soeks to jump to glory in a rain- 
bow jumper. - • 

■The remedy for this confused and 
chaotic cult of colour is to be found not in 
granting monopolies to favoured clubs, 
but in the abolition of all club colours, 
and in the establishment of a perfect 
equality of opportunity for all classes* 
The Leucophil League, of which I, have 
the honour to be President, and which 
ha, s, been founded in. furtherance of this 
aim, has issued a manifesto in whieli 
the impossibility of attaching specific 
ethical or political values to any colour 
is convincingly shown by an examina- 
tion of its traditional attributes. 

• Eed is not only regarded the 
colour of extremes and of revolution; 
it is also Love’s rosy hue and, accord- 
ing to one proverb, the colour of wisdom. 

Blue stands for depression, bub also 
for loyalty. 

Green is the colour of jealousy and 
■fickleness, bub also of childlike sim- 
plicity. 

I Pink represents health, courtesy, per- 
fection, but also bashfulness and painful 
surprise (cf. “ Strike me pink! ”). 

; Brown is /‘trusty” in the proverb; 
it is associated with study, but, per 
}contra, “ to do a person brown” is no 





compliment either to the doer oi’ the 
done. 

yellow is distiifctly to bo avoided. 
It stands for jealousy, falsehood and 
peril. 

Black in ono proverb is said to be 
'‘lusty*’; otherwise all its traditional 
associations are unpleasing, including 
pride, gi'ief and piratical propensities. 

White* Here alone there is no con- 
flicting testimony. All the traditional 
attributes are not only favoui'able but 
honorific* 

The scrutiny ot the spectrum there- 
fore lends powerful support to the argu- 
ments of the Leucophil League, to say 
nothing of the proverbial amiability of 
Albinos and the popularity of White 
Sales. - 

From a fashion article : — 

One bride this month brought a fur note 
to her woddiiig .” — Daily Papers 

Then it is to be hoped that the bride- 
groom brought plenty of Treasury notes* 

** Tie liked to think of men’s excollence*; and 
opportuxxitieija'% men, and as Canadian citizens, 
nd quoted from Bums: ‘The greatest study 
^^nkind is man.’ '^-^Qanadian Paper. 


gp^’observes, ** A man *s a man 



MUSICAL FEATURES* 

[The Press h.is given murii pnldir ity to a 
statemeut by a Ifcturer that ‘HilfTferimt. 
make different nomes and it is iwsssiblo to dis- 
tinguish one funo from another by it-t Houud.” 
The following linos are inspired by a confident 
belief that the B*B*0. cannot long refrain from i 
exploiting the poHsibUitics of this intcreHting| 
discovery,] I 

1 :sKVEn was a handsome man, ! 

My features lack a settled plan, I 

And, what is worse, I must admit 
The pieces do not oven fit, 

But overlap and seem to stray 
And got in one another’s way. 

Indeed my dial, mug or clock 
Would give a timid man a shock. 

And horses have been known to shy 
When I was merely walking by — 

A state ot things, you must agree, 
That *B most discouraging to me* 

But blighted hopes now bloom anew, 
The future wears a rosier hue, 

For learned men proceed to bint 
That soon — *ve seen their words in 
print — 

Our features, be they fair or odious, 
May be expressed in terms melodious. 
Who then dares venture to deny 
That mine, thoxigh painful to the eye, 
May yet, dissolved to music, win 
Applause from millions listening-in, 


While couples scramblo for the chance 
Of jaxxing to my coiuitenanco ? 

Tims r, who long have felt my face 
To ho a family <lisgrace, 

A blot, a hlmub*r and a blight, 

Await with ill-concealed doliglit 
The day when iiU may come to own 
The i^erfeet timbre of its tone. 

My stock may rise by leaps and houndH 
When handsome is m luuulsomo 
y^oumls. 

'‘Ai.n lUMhui:, 

TuAiuuiPH iJNfiH iiuia.v imx/* 

Hcmllineh m Fmnmmi Paiuu\ 

It looks like a special effort by the 
Order of Froth-b!o\vers. 

“ SYhy thes Britijih CUawnmc'iU nit with 
foldcsd arms allowing U»&lf to bo kickmUlaily?” 

ikiilp Pajiwr. 

A sedentary position is in the circum- 
stances perhaps tlie safest* 

^Olina — was in vtvitciouK mo«l ; sho was 
wearing a charming gown in mauvo luid pink ; 
the mail VO georgette skirl mm noollopcKl at foot, 
ami at each point was a finely gauged pink 
ribbon motif; at the waiKt wMatmmphoro**’ 
Prcmineial Paper. 

It IS not so much the clothes the m^era 
girl wears as the air with which she 
wears them. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

Interperenge ” (St. James’s), 

Everything went so softly and 
smoothly (the only person who was at 
all noisy became perfectly quiet about 
half-time, after being murdered) that 
one almost mistook for a comedy, or 
tragedy, of actual life what was just 
ingenious melodrama. There was, it is 
true, one case of character influenced 
by circumstance — the case of Philip 
Voaze, whose subsequent outlook on 
life was modified by the news that his 
days were numbered ; but what might 
have been a true figure of drama was 
spoilt by the absence, of intelligible 
motive for actions on which the whole 
play turned. 

Perhaps I had better give a brief 
dossier of this gentleman. Before we 
meet him he had discarded a mistress, 
Deborah Kane, had lived with another 
woman, Faith (I don't know what she 
was oide), and then married her; had 
gone to the War and been reported-miss- 
ing; had, for some motive that escaped 
me, remained missing, and so long that 
Faith married again, this time a dis- 
tinguished physician. Sir John Marlay. 
Meanwhile he had handed over to liis 
old mistress a batch of Faith's passion- 
ate love-letters. One might not have 
worried about a plausible motive for 
this astonishing action if these letters, 
which Deborah was using to blackmail 
her detested supplanter, had not been 
essential to the plot. And the only 
motive that the authors could invent 
was the desire of this man to shake off 
the persistent attentions of Deborah by 
showing her how much nobler the love 
of his wife, as proved by these letters, 
had been than anything that she 
{Deborah) was capable of offering him. 

This then was Voaze's record when 
we meet him. By a rather useful co- 
incidence he comes, under an assumed 
name, to consult Sir John Marlay zhout 
his health, in ignorance of the fact that 
the doctor has married Faith. In the 
absence of Sir J ohn, his wife receives him 
(this seldom happens to me when my doc- 
tor is out). There is, not unnaturally, 
some mutual surprise. His old affection 
revives, but witlioiit being returned. 
He finds her so desperate about her 
love-letters and the blackmail business 
that she is carrying on her person a 
bottle of poison. Tins he snatches 
from her and pockets it. 

In the subsequent interview with the 
doctor he learns that he has only a little 
while to live. As nothing now matters 
much, he exposes to Sir John the facts 
of his marriage to Faith, of the love- 
letters and the blackmail. The doctor, 
being Sir Gerald du Maubier, doesn’t 
turn a hair. 



Everybody now proceeds separately 
to Deborah's flat — Faith on a futile 
mission to buy back the letters; Sir 
John, still unruffled, to threaten her 
with instant death by hypodermic 
syringe or other medium, unless she 
hands them over; Voaze, lonely and 
unloved, to throw himself upon her 
faithful affection for his few remaining 
days. She welcomes him, in black satin 
pyjama- trousers, with open arms. It 
may have been her leg -gear or his 
feeble condition (he was also maudlin 
with drink), but anyhow there is a faint 
flicker of his old passion — until he lays 
his hand on Faith's love-letters and be- 
gin^ to refresh his memory of them. 
Their beautiful tone produces in him a 
sudden dislike for the inferior quality of 
the vamp’s love, and he calls her a slut 
and says other very rude things. It is 


a great shock to her, and she flings her- 
self on a divan. 

At this juncture he has a bright 
brain-wave. He recalls the bottle in 
his pocket. Why shouldn’t he mix the 
poison (prussic acid) with some brandy 
and get her to drink it as a loving-cup 
in token of reconciliation? No sooner 
conceived than done. A brief contor- 
tion or two and she lies dead, and ho 
goes off content with a neat piece of 
unrehearsed work and carelessly leaving 
us to grope about for a motive. 

He might have had a good one. lie 
might have done it to make things safe 
for Faith by clearing Deborah out of 
the way. But there was no sign of 
this. His own casual explanation, made 
the next morning, was that she had 
“ offended his sense of refinement.” 

I have spent too much time tracing 
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the steps which led up to this motive- 
less murder, and cannot linger over the 
clever mechanism by which the doctor 
and his wife are led to suspect one an- 
other, quite nicely, of the crime ; but 
1 must refer to the latch-key episode as 
another, though minor, instance of the 
lack of motive. When Sir John Marlay 
threatens Deborah with the hypodermic 
syringe he offers to return later in the 
evening (he is dining, by another happy 
coincidence, in the same building) for 
a further discussion of this project, 
“ Certainly,'* says the vamp ; “ and here 
is my latch-key.** It was most desirable 
that the doctor should have this means 
of ingress, because Deborah would bo| 



A BKAHDY AND PRUSSIC*. ' 
Philip Voaza, . HKUimnT irAUSiui.n. 
Deborah Kme . Miss Hilda I^loonn, 

precluded from opening tlie door to him 
by the fact that she had been murdered 
hi the meantime. But she couldn’t have 
foreseen this unless she was utilising 
the knowledge picked up at rehearsals, 
wliich wouldn’t havebeenfair; sown wore 
left without reasonable motive for this 
offer of a latch-key to an aI)soIu testranger, 
when there was every prospect of her be- 
ing in a position to open the door herself. 

Let me just add that the general 
want of motive on which I havo so 
tediously insisted seemed to bo shared 
by the Olympian gods when they came 
so near ruining the doctor in his hour 
of success (he had just discovered a 
new serum). He was taking his sudden 
very modestly, showing none of 
Greek hubris which commonly 
Gtmk phihonos. 


Sir Gerald du Maueier, in a delight- 
ful performance, faced the most trying 
ordeal with his habitual aplomb. When 
ho proposed to the vamp a great variety 
of sudden deaths at his hand — a prac- 
tice unusual with our leading physicians 
— he behaved with the best bedside | 
manner. When he came upon her 
corpse be retained his superb control, 
merely registering the very slightest 
spasm of surprised interest. When he 
became convinced that his wife had 
done the deed, he covered up her traces 
and reconstructed a suicide as if he 
were dealing with nothing deadlier 
than a case of mumps. And then, 
with the police all around him, hot on 
the scent of crime, he accepted a sudden 
call to a consultation in the suburbs 
which took him all the night, W'e were 
not privileged to assist at it, but it does 
me good to picture the scene. Wo are 
apt to ignore the private side of a doc- 
tor’s life. In future, when my medical 
practitioner wears an air of abstraction 
while affecting to diagnose my com- 
plaint, I shall mako allowances for him. 

I shall say, “ Poor fellow, he may well 
have domestic trouble; ho may ho 
worried by the thought that his wife 
has poisoned somebody, and that at 
tins very moment the sleuths of the law 
are stealthily advancing on her trail.^* 
As Philip Voaze Mr, Hkrbhut 
SHAL x/s performance was an even 
groaicr accomplishment lie had no 
familiar typo to follow' ; ho ha<t to 
realise for us a charactor to whom the 
usual code of honour and morality had 
meant little all his life and meant Btill 
loss now that ho knew liimself a doomed 
mam A hopeless decadent — and a cynic 
at that — he yet contrived to mako the 
man sympathetic, not only by the piti- 
fulness of imminent death but by force 
of something that appealed in bis own 
personality with its faint traces of a 
better nature. 

Missl^FoYNA Macoill played sincerely 
enough, but did not reveal any qualities 
from which one %vould havo suspocted 
her of tho authorship of that remark- 
able series of love-letters. 

If Miss IIirmA Moork had any chanco 
of pretending that this was not melo- 
drama, she scorned to uso it. Even 
for a viunp I found her rather lugldy- 
coloured. But slio has specialised in 
this sort of wprk and dul it easily. 
Nothing, however, in her life became 
her hotter than her conduct after death. 
As a corpse her immobility was beyond 
praise. 

Mr. IIkubeet Wakiko, on the oilier 
band, owed nothing to experience in lus 
handling of the part of Chief Inspector 
Eaines, Coming fresh to it. he man- 
aged ve^ cleverly to eiudo the trammels 
of tradition in this kind. Mr. Basil 


Loder had a rather colourless task as 
a Press stunt-merchant. His engage- 
ment to Barbara, the doctor’s niece 
(charmingly played by Miss Betty 
Moore), gave him the run of the house. 
Between his loyalty to the family and 
the temptation to utilise his privileges 
for the purpose of a coiip his dear mind 
was terribly divided. After all, not 
every journalist is lucky enough to have 
0 , fiancee mixed up in a murder thrill. 

We got some incidental laughter from 
Sir John's lighter mood, but for sus- 
tained humour tho conditions were 
discouraging. It had to be introduced 
violently, in rather grim surroundings. 
Thus IMr. SPKXCRii Trkvoh, as a Divi- 



INFKltKNCK AND INTKltPKHKNCK. I 

' Hm (:wui.l> BU SfAflllKIt, AB Hiu huin ' 
il.iKi..n, covKHB ui» niii: •tu.vcKH oi’ a cuimb 
IX BTUOSd sn.BSCR. , j 

aional Police-Surgeon — prosunittbly a ' 
bardeiiod class — was very funny in tho | 
iuuiiwliufce {ircBenco of tho corpse. Ho I 
was Miss M.viwouy ChKm, as Sir John’s j 
futile sister, at an oxtrentoly poignant 
inonient when evidence was required of 
the hour at which Faith had dined with 
her on the fatal evening. 

Tlte first-night audience simply loved 
it all— every word of it. They cared 
nothing almut motives and probahii- 
itios. Those things are tho concern i 
of tlie critics; and oven they, for all 
their pedantry, must have been human 
enough to get some simple pleasure out 
of so oxeellont an entertainment. My 
best congralulntifm,s to Mr. Punch’s 
“ Personality ” of last week on finding 
another winner, O. B. 

“Tub Despkkate Trovers ’* (Comedy). 

It seems to me that injustice has 
been done to ^fr. Sutso by the judging 
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of his Desiderate Lovers as a comedy and despise china, and Bassopp and if the truth must be told, much heavy- 
when it was so obviously intended to be the Baroness are furnitiirephobos and footed movement and counter-move- 


the most wildly preposterous and 
overwhelmingly symmetrical of 
farces. 

The Baroness della Bocca (Miss 
Irene Vanbrugh), relict of an Ital- 
ian gentleman who had had some 
reason to be suspicious of his wife 
in the matter of a certain journey 
of hers, from Eome to Devonshire 
and back, in the company of a 
Captain Golding, to fetch some of 
the delectable cream of that lus- 
cious county, is quartered upon her 
hennaed sister, Mrs. Bailey-Parker 
(Miss Helen Have), much to this 
wealthy but parsimonious lady’s 
chagrin. The lively Baroness an- 
nounces in her violent pink-and- 
green boudoir that she is to re- 
ceive a proposal in a few minutes 
from a wealthy gentleman with 
whom slie has just lunched. And 
when the absent-minded Alexander 
Dmniny (Mr, Allan Ayneswoeth) 
arrives and begins by saying that 
he has just been lunching with a 
perfectly charming lady, and has 
to be reminded by the Baroness 
that she is that very lady, and by 








A DESPERATE PROPOSAL. 


a notice on the piano that he has Barone^ della Bocca .. business with his ultra- 

come to propose, one feels that • ♦ • • • Mb. Allan Ayneswoeth. decorations. The pro- 

here is a pleasant and promising enough delight in old china, a rearrangement ducer certainly seems to have made no 
opening, in the comedy vein, pointed of partners is effected, not without, attempt to pull the, tearn together into 


mont. Why Mr. Sutro’s passion 
for symmetry should have made it 
necessary for both the ladies to 
have received from the same mil- 
lionaire offers of pensions for 
favours to be received is not quite 
clear to me. 

Mr. Allan Ayneswoeth blandly 
and skilfully attempted to develop 
his not unpromising Diidiiiny as if 
he were playing in another The hn- 
2)ortance of Being Earnest. Mr. 
Scott Sunderland gave himself 
over, and with much success, to a 
boisterous farcical technique. Miss 
Irene Vanbrugh seemed unable 
to believe in her Baroness, though 
there were occasional touches of 
her*old skill. Miss Marda Vanne 
wont her own quite pleasant way 
as the ex-suffragette; Miss Eileen 
B ELDON invented an excellent pro- 
cedure of her own for the highbrow 
sister of Bassopp, and Mr, Eew- 
LAss Llewellyn bravely concealed 
bis discomfort as the fatuous law- 
yer; while Mr. Paul Shelving, the 
Birmingham Repertory’s designer, 
apparently cocked a snook at the 
whole business with his ultra- 
modernist decorations. The pro- 


with the usual exchange of light 
(or reasonably light) epigrams. 

Thereupon the key changed, and 
we were plunged into the most 
complicated of farcical plots, de- 
pendent on the too eccentric will 
of the late Mrs. Dmniny, formerly 
Mrs, Bassopp. Dummy's five thou- 
sand a year becomes a beggarly five 
hundred if he marries without the 
consent of his sfcep-son, Everard 
Bassopp (Mr. Scott Sundeuland), 
and Bassopp' s five thousand also 
becomes five hundred if he marries 
without the consent of his step- 
father. Consent is not to be with- 
held unreasonably, and the arbiter 
in any dispute is the sanctimonious 
solicitor, Seed, who gets a hundred 
guineas for every arbitration and 
; thrives on tlie arrangement. The 
egregious Bassopp, a Member of 
Parliament with a bee in his bon- 
net about babies and perambu- 
lators and very properly concerned 
to uphold the sanctity of the British 
home, wishes to marry Lady Eu- 
lalia Havers (iMiss Marda Vanne). 
Dnminy objects to Lady Enlalie 
because she has once been a mili- 
tant suffragette; Bassopp to the 
Baroness because of the cream epi- 



But as 


both Lady EidaHe 


A DESPERATE SOLICITOR AND A 
DESPERATE LOVER. 

^ei Mr. Pewlass Llewellyn. 


and Dummy are old-furniture fans 


Bassopp . 


Mr, Scott Sunderland. 


any sort of unity of method, and I 
can’t help feeling that if this had 
been done the* joke would not have 
fallen so flat ; for there was much 
that was amusing both in the idea 
and its execution. But the pace 
of farce must be swifter and„ the 
texture more homogeneous if it; is 
not to betray whatever weaknesses 
it contains. 

I have, however, little doubt that 
our author was unwise to abandon 
liis old technique of the social 
comedy for the boisterous and ap- 
parently easier but in reality quite as 
exacting adventure of farce^making. 
And the Devil tempts me to sum up: 
Ne Stiiro ultra crepidam. T. 

More Wireless Wonders* 

From a broadcasting programme: 

“ ‘ Moby Dick,’ road by Hermann Iilel- 
villo .” — Daily Taper, 

Why does not the having 

made a start on this line, engage 
William Shakespeare to recite 
the scene between Hamlet and 
PoloniuB ? 

From a football-report : — 

“ Low-lying fox spoiled the game.’* 
Midland Paper, 

Couldn’t the referee get hold of a 
terrier to dislodge it ? 
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TO MY CAMERA. 

CoMK, Cyclops, I would gratify 

Some grudges Lbafe I owe you 

For bligliting with your baleful eye 
The pleasing sights I show you ; 
Only a Symbolist who squints 

Would recognise them from my prints. 

So sit you here, Just opposite 

My snapshot-mausoleum, 

The while I turn the leaves of it, 
Pausing to let you see 'em — 

The messes you have made, I mean, 
With solar rays and gelatine. 

Do you recall Hiatus and 

The pastures wliicb enfold it ? 

That lovely bit of Switzerland 
Confronts you now ; behold it ! 

The title that my friends preler 

Is “ Night in murky Manchester.” 

Nor would I have you overlook 

The Leaning Tower of Pisa, 

The only scene my picture-book 

Can boast wborein one sees a 
Building equipped with 'walls that are 
Exactly perpendicular. 

A final sample. Here wo reach 

A znarkot scone in .Devon ; 

The men, you note, have three logs 
each, 

The livestock six or seven. 

T say no more. You shall not fail 

The A’^icar for bis jumble-sale* 

THE SONG-SCENA, 

FaoM early youth I have been in- 
trigued by tboso musical compositions 
usually known as descriptive pieces.** 
In effect they are a most entertaining 
form of sound puzzle, the game being 
to listen to the various noises as they 
arc made and then fit them to the book 
of words which is supplied on the pro- 
gramme. I hadmany startlingftuccesaos, 
and could oven forecast when a storm 
was approaching or the Harmonious 
Blacksmith was about to Icnock sparks 
out of a piece of iron. I don't mind 
admitting now that this last was just a 
trick. I used to watch the man who 
works the fancy gadgets in an orchestra, 
and when he stealthily edged towards 
the chimes I would say, *^Thcy are 
goin^ to shoe a liorso in a minute, 
Auntie.** And sui*e enough in a few 
moments there would be the chimes, 
and everyone would refer to the words 
and find : He commences hisday's work 
(Sdo Chimes : Bandsman Bloggs)/’ 1 
gained much prestige in this way. 

Although, as I say, this particular 
instance was merely a trick on my part, 
possible by perfectly fair means to 
: quite a lot of sense out of the col- 

J of noises made by oboes, violins, 

bassoons, cornets and other 

wheedling or bloompliing instruments 
that are blown, banged or scraped for 
the purposes of a Sozig-Scena. The 
metiiod I myself use is to decide early 
on what the whole thing is about and 
then see whether the subsequent de- 
velopments fit in. if they don’t there ’s 
nothing for it but to ask the orchestra 
to begin again or, alternatively, to come 
again yourself the next night. Person- 
ally I Jiave never had the pluck to do 
the former and should never dream of 
doing the latter. I mention it, however, 
as there undoubtedly are people who 
wouldand even ciO go twice to such things. 

Actually there is little risk of any 
such danger, as these Song-Scenas al- 
most invariably fall into two classes;— 

(a) Pastoral, (b) Eastern. 

The theme of all Pastorals is as 
follows ; — 

Da7m : A thin sort of tweedling noise 
is made by the oboe. The Sun Biscs 
above the Mountains: violins join in 
and make wobbly effects. As the sun gets 
stronger 'cellos also come into action, 
and then of course Birds berjin to Simj. 
This is a very popular item and is done 
by the Noises-off Man, who secretly 
blows bubbles through a clay-pipe into 
a bloater-pasto tin filled with water. 
The Shepncjxl now appears jcith his 
Floch (loud braying from the bassoon). 
A Lamb Gambols (two bandsmen play 
knuokledowm). And so on — you know 
the rest. The Shepherd plays a tune— 
on tlio flute.' A storm approaclms. 
The sheep rusli for shelter. Jiaiji and 
thunder. Thunder and rain. Then 
the storm dies away, the .sun hurst-^ out 
through tlie oboe, birds begin to bubble 
again and all is well. You can go home. 

Eastern themes tiro more difficult. 
There is almost sure to bo a desorb and 
very likely some wild horsemen. Jf 
anyone in the orchestra begins furiously 
hitting the triangle, it is oven money 
that a Pr/«c€.SNS is Approaching, I don’t 
know why. And then of course there 
are Bazaars, Beggars, Caravans, Danc- 
ing Girls, Muezzins and a crowd of 
other tilings which all go to make 
Eastern themes more complicated and 
difficult than your bucolic stuff. 

I remember an Eastern descriptive 
Bong-Scona that started full of promise. 
Without a glance at the programme I 
recognised The Bazaar with U$ Busy 
Throng of Merchants. Here were the 
little gutter-urchins squealing througlz 
the piccolo, and then sure enough came 
a Bevy of Beautiful JJancingANrls, 
clashingcymbalsandswayingsinuously. 
Then came a smart tapping of castanets, 
with a background of bloomphing from 
the bass-horns. 

I expected,** said I to myself. 
“Here comes the Lovely Princess 
seated on a Camel.*' 

Suddenly a horrible catastrophe oc- 
curred. I saw it before it actually 
happened. There was the timpano 
player stealthily lifting his bangers. 
My scalp moved. Bonka 1 1 

The Princess had fallen off the camel ! 
Scarcely had the adoring crowd time to 
murmur its sympathy (wood -wind and 
'cellos) wlien “Bonka ! ” she had fallen 
off again. In all she fell off five times. 
Then loud bleating on the bassoon told 
me tliat, not unreasonably, the camel 
had got the bump and run off. I w^as 
aghast. This \vas against all known 
rules of Eastern Bong-Scenas. I could 
not resist looking at my programme to 
see what worse was in store, and so the 
horrid truth came home to me. My 
method had failed me. 

This was no Eastern theme at all, 
but a Monastic picture entitled, “ To- 
morrow will bo Friday.*’ 

It appears that the squealingguttcr- 
urclzins of the liistern ifarket were 
actually the GoldenAhnccd Choir of 
Boys at practice. The Bevy of Dancing- 
Girls were jolly old monks telling each 
other funny Htorio.s and rolling about 
with laughter, wliiio the Princess falling 
off her caoiei turned out, reasonably 
enough, to be kegs of cognac being un- 
loaded from mules in preparation for 
the Lost Traveller season which was 
just beginning. 

Bineo this ilisastroiH failure I have 
retired from active pursuit of the gam<! 
and, like otlier leaders ot art, sport, 
literature and poliiicH in similar ciremn- 
atancos, now confine myself to tolling 
other people bow it is done. 

VALENTINE. 

From a Fairy to Asnk, aoi o Two. j 

JJe my valontino to-<3i«) ; i 

Do, .\nH 0 , do, * j 

Of our fanitsd fairy band 1 

Never one in all the land ! 

Is as Hwcefc as you. 1 

You Biiall 1)0 ray fairy queen, | 

You shall bo my Joy, j 

Sitting on a silver throne ' 

With a lambkin all your own ! 

And a golden toy. 

Be ray valontino to-day ; 

Come, Anno, come 

Down the little nurscry-Rtair 

With your shyly solemn air. 

Bucking at your thumb. 

1 will meet you on the lawn 

By the holly-troes ; 
fict your nurse to wrap you up ; 

1 will bring you homo to sup ; 
Please, Anno, pleam ! B. F, 

mu h hi our b’oofl. Homchow or 
othi'f we sjet the air thori* too.** 

Djity Paper, 

Have they tried deep breathing ? 
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A. HAS GONE THEBE BECAUSE HE ALWAYS 1). HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HE ’S 

GOES THERE— NEVER BEEN THERE— 


C. HAS GONE THEBE BECAUSE HE THINKS 
IT ’S RATHER THE RIGHT THING TO BO— 



I). HAS GONE THEBE BECAUSE HE THINKS 
IT’S RATHER A WRONG THING TO BO — 


E. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HIS WIPE 
LIKES ir— 


F. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HIS WIFE 
DOESN’T LIKE. IT— 



G. HAS GONE THERJ<3 BECAUSE THAT’S 
AYHEBE HIS FRIENDS GO— 


H. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE THAT’S 
W'HERE HIS FRIENDS DON’T GO— . 


IC. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HE ’S 
WELL KNOWN THEBE— 



L. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HE ISN’T 
WELL-KNOWN THERE— 


M. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSE HE LIKES 
HAVING TO TALK FRENCH— 


N. HAS GONE THERE BECAUSIS, THANK HEAVEN, 
THEY ALL UNDERSTAND FnGLTSH— 


/\aS 







O. HAS GONE THERE TO. GET THE BENEFIT 
OF THE CHANGE — 


r. HAS GONE THERE TO GET THE BENEFIT 
OF THE EXCHANGE— 


AND Q.— I don’t KNOW WHY Q. HAS 
GONE THERE. PERHAPS IT’S JUST 
BECAUSE HE LIKES IT. 




Custmwr. “Ms imii is riKiTisa a utw-b tins, isn’t iiy" 

The Film's Super-Salesman. “Sincb sou allcuf, to it, Sib, yes. Aku when you ci.tim.vtei.v ekave 
r^ADBN WITH THE VABI0U8, UNFAIMNG SrECIFICS WHICH 1 AM ABOUT TO BBCOMMKSI) TO YOU, I HOI I. YOU I,I< HEMI„MBI4l 
WAS YOU WHO STARTED TIIB TOTIO," 


THE ESTABUSIIMEST 
THAT IT 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Ur. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

A viviu ihteresii in life and a sensiliivo discernmenfc of- 
contomporary circumstances have gone to the making of Mr. | 
W. B. Maxwell’s latest novel. But neither, I feel, is per- 
fectly assimilated, and The Case of Bevan Yorke (Bknn) 
suffers as a whole from the animation of its subsidiary 
interests and the comparative languour of its main theme. 
The curtain rises on a sufficiently “stronj?” situation. 
Bevan Yorke, a distinguished Egyptologist, is cut at his 
club because, being a middle-aged husband aud father, he 
has seduced a young girl of good family and refuses (despite 
liis wife's offer of facilities) to marry her. The consequences 
of his conduct, of which this is a garbled Y'orsion, constitute 
a somewhat unsatisfactory plot, chiefly owing to the dis- 
abilities of Yorke himself. Human tragedy, as distinguished 
from the fate that prevails equally in the hen-run, is mainly 
a matter of principles. Brineiples in their operation are the 
swords that transfix us ; and Yorke, though pierced to the 
heart by the manifestations of other people’s principles, has 
no principles of his own. Against and around his moral 
passivity are ranged the corporate oonscicnoe of the club 
that ostracises him and the museum that supersedes him ; 
also the private standards of the wife who will do anything 
t share his views, the mistress who becomes a half-insane 
and the friend whose genial exaggeration of the 
ly^enio ethos sets down his troubles to lack of 
r. Maxwell in his (Opacity of biographer 



provides some pretty comments on life and letters — in fine, 
where Yorke fails as an individual ho succeeds as an in- 
spiration. Of the subsidiary interests before mentioned I 
particularly commend the hook's appreciation of the 
modern cliild, and his (or her) pathetic ability to enter 
into grown-up troubles. 

The characteristic cliarni of Holland, a charm supremely 
“ national and vernacular,” has Iwen most sensitively felt 
and most ardently rendered by iliss M.vb.iokik Bowks in 
The Netherlands Display'd (Ijane). I know of no volume, 
nor docs Miss Bowks’s ample bibliography suggest one, 
whicli goes over anything like the same ground on the same 
scale. From Zeeland to Clroningeii not one of the present 
eleven provinces is 16 ft unvisited ; nor has anything, you 
feel, been included out of a mere formal desire for complete- 
ness. My only serious quarrel with a fascinating book is 
that its mode of composition tends rather to indulge Sliss 
Bow’bs’s own oonnoisseurship than to build up a similar 
quality in her reader. It is a library book, too bulky and 
beautiful for a rucksack, yet its strings of small biographies 
of each city's notabilities are rather fitted for casual reference 
than for close perusal. It is long — a generous fault — and per- 
sonally I should have made its eleven short stories, founded 
1 on eleven charming Dutch pictures, the nucleus of another 
volume. I should also have added a map, and insisted on a 
knowledge of Latin in my proof-reader. These however are 
small matters. Not Bates himself (whose Sebastian Van 
Siorck played sponsor, I think, to those eleven “ imaginary 
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the reader alike. TIiq Star. think she will be a’ great success^ Sh:^ be a 

WoiiTLEY, perseli inegi’and-aaTigafcer of lady on the stage and an aotkess off it.” 

a very great painter, tackles her subject - ' x , 

with a candour, a simplicity and, above all, a cheerful com- him quite firmly that he and his wife need not despair, for 
monsenso rhost tonic and refreshing to a conscientious public deep within their consciousness dwells the faculty of appre- 
Ixiwildered by ‘'movements” and “tendericies” and “in- ciation. What they must do is to learn to analyse the effect 
fluences ” and all that. In her little collection of essays, of a picture upon their emotions. If they find that iHe 
A7't a& Wf^Enclim It (Methuen), Miss Wortley opens the emotions aroused are stronger than their prejudices, pre- 
door leading from the prison of a pathetic endurance of conceptions and the English dislike of a powerful idea, then 
false art to the garden of a pleasurable appreciation of the they may rest assured they are in the august presence of 
real thing. Endurance, indeed. For it is not true that fine art, ^Such is Miss Wortley's simple, if drastic, pre- 
the English people are insensitive to art. What is true is scription, to bo preferred before all the muddy draughts of 
that they need help to understand it, as bow should they the quack vendors of art-criticism. 

not? “Those who have felt and seen can make others feel ^ — 

and see; this is the true art-criticism, the only kind that Mi'. BiaRNARU Hamilton makes ifc quite clear in a preface i 
is justified in existing at all,” says Miss Wortley crisply, to The Qiant (Hutchinson) that he expects his latest addi- 
She addresses “ the professional man or the well-to-do tion to the literature of the French Bevolution to be taken 
artisan who with his wife' strays through the National pretty seriously, since no less labour, he says, has gone to 
Gallery on a wet Sunday afternoon.” Miss Wortley tells its composition than to Carlyle's History. He has written 


The Star. think she will be a great success. She remembers to be a 

LADY ON THE STAGE AND AN ACTRESS OFF IT.” 
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a biography of Danton, which, if it hardly quite gives the 
impression of historical research on such a scale as that 
suggested, yet does a good deal to remove the obscurity 
associated, as Oahlyle himself agreed, with one of the 
greatest figures in the most terrible chapter of France’s 
chequered story. No sensational departures from earlier 
accounts are observable, yet the author’s work has so much 
real value that it seems a pity he has tried the experiment 
of presenting it more or less in the form of fiction. His 
volume may be expected to attract a larger circle of readers, 
because he labels it romance ” rather than “history,” but 
since in practice this means only that a good deal of his 
narrative has to bo advanced by somewhat ineffective dia- 
logue, or to pause while irritating trivialities — the “'labial 
ablutions” of a cat, for instance — are solemnly disposed of, 
the additional attractiou can hardly go much beyond the 
cover. And I have another quarrel with the author, that 
be is over-anxious to follow Oaulyle in explosive man- 
nerisms — one- word sentences and the like — that are let off j 
with the vehemence of Christmas crackers rather than i 
with llie volcanic fury 
of the great original. 

All the same there are 
things in this book that 
it would be a pity to 
miss. In particular the 
story of the amazing 
mock-trial of Danton 
and his associates is 
most uncommonly well 
worked up. 


Inllawest (IIodder and Stoughtoi^) Mr. Peter Deane, 
who was with the armies of occupation, has collected twelve 
stories that demand something more than passing attention. 
The harvest gathered here is, as Sir Philip Gibbs says in a 
foreword, one of tragedy, and indeed some of these tales 
would have been almost unbearably tragic had not Mr. 
Deane shown compassion and restraint in the telling of 
them. His themes lend themselves to orgies of emotion, 
and with so many temptations lurking round him he 
deserves considerable credit for not indulging in excessive 
sentimentality. No scenes of actual war ai'o described ; it 
is the misery which peace brought in its immediate train 
that mainly concerns him. Of the collection my favourite 
is Fralilcin'* a story told with fine understanding and 
humour. Further I will not try to sift the good grain 
from the less good in a harvest which the discriminating 
reader is invited to glean for himself. 


- ^ 



Ou:ner of Second-hand Car. “ Can't you ovkiuiaul. that car in fiioni ? 
Chauffeur {shortly). “Not without oveu’auling this one tiust,'* 


CtiEMBNCE Dane 
offers, in her own 
phrase, “ not words of 
wisdom but words of 
provocation ” in The 
Women's Side (Jen- 
’kins). Sheis an eloquent 
and thoughtful pro- 
voker. One is not sur- 
prised, from her record, 
that she is much preoc- 
cupied with marriage 
laws and that feature of 
education in “monastic” institutions, the phenomenon of 
Schwdr77ierei,which. she has treated with such power and sub- 
tlety in Itegiment of Wemen. She provokes women voters to 
consider the fallacy of pleading that women’s political interests 
should be confined to matters connected with the home, as if 
all the problems of politics, civic, national and international, 
did not react upon the hom.e. In winning her right to vote 
woman has implicitly abandoned her right to the luxury of 
political apathy. Miss Dane faces the old argument that 
there are no women Shakespeares, Michael Angelos and 
Beethovens — and the resultant conclusions (mainly illogical) 
drawn by anti- feminists — not by alleging unequal oppor- 
tunity ill the past, but by admitting the fact of man’s 
supremacy in ilio liighest regions of creative imagination 
and submitting the ingenious contention that “woman is 
the feminine of genius,” and that the creative artist is 
always inspired by some Avoman. So that woman takes 
her appropriate share in the creation of every work of 
supreme creative genius, as in the birth of every child. 
It would seem to follow that she is the father, and the 
artist the mothhr, of the outstanding works of art ; but 
much matter. A book that might 
be left about by designing persons where Charles- 
''"^•“rnghs abound. 

— — 



A personal prejudice, highly unreasonable, no doubt, but 
none the less deeply rooted, against imbecility and insanity 

“ in their various forms 
I as raw material for tho 
wiiter of fiction has 
prevented mo from en- 
joying to tho full Miss 
J\Iauy Bouden’s volume 
of short stories, Four 
O'clock (Heinemann). 
The ordinarily astute 
reader will of course 
guess at once that ko 
seemingly iunocont a 
title probably hid oh 
something much more 
spicy than tho mere tea- 
and-crumpots it sug- 
gests on tlio Burfaiie, 
without being in tho 
least prepared for tho 
astonishing ugliness of 
most of tho subjects — 
“ Beauty,” “ Miss Bate- 
manand the Medium ” 
and “ No Verdict ” are 
cases in point — iipon 
Avhich Miss Boedkn has hero expended so much of Imr 
literary craftsmanship. Tho last story of all struck me 
frankly as lacking both in taste and point. Social climbers 
after all are not, fortunately for themselves and the rest of tho 
world, people who need be taken seriously, even those who, 
being the classically-minded daughters of Dean*«, are ** flip- 
pantly familiar,’" as Miss Borden rather oddly puts it, 
“ with Phideas and Plato and Homer.” 


Sounds of Ok I the Brave Mmic, had reached me; still 
more vaguely I had heard of Geoffrey Casileioi^ Passenger ; 
but until i came face to face with Enter, a Messenger 
(Hodder and Stoughton) my acquaintance with Mr. 
Eiciiard Bd.aker’s work was almost solely titular— which 
I tj?ko to be my loss, for his story of John Staveley, who was 
interested in everybody and everything, and of PlnjUis, Avho 
loved J ohn and no ono but J ohn, a born monopolist, shows 
insight and style, Mr. Beaker has his faults : his clinracters 
address each other too often by name— “Old John” and 
“Old Helen ” are repeated ad and their heart- to- 

hoart talks are far too prolix ; but their creator has a real 
knowledge of human nature. I confidently recommend his 
tale to readers who do not Uiink that a novel to be wortli 
while must necessarily be either immoral or unmoral. 
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W iTH reference to the saxophone band 
taken to China by the Eoyal Marines 
we understand that it will only be used 
for defensive purposes. 

Certain Swiss hotels are trying to 
popularise community singing. We 
think the practice a dangerous one. 
An avalanche might easily be started 
by a community yodel. 

s\t > 1 < 

We are informed that during the bom- 
bardment of Oporto all the invalid i“ 
port was evacuated in ambulances, f T 

* iU .'1 ’ 

Some surprise is expressed that 
in the revised Marriage Service the " 
promise to obey has not been trans- ■ 
ferrod from the bride to the bride- - ' < 
groom. o, ;';v 

V * * 

In consequence of the outbreaks ’ ; 
of fire at two of the West-End _ 
Service clubs last week, it is un- 
derstood that the rule that requires j’ } 
fire-eating members to have their 
meals in the Asbestos Eoom is to 
be more strictly enforced. 


Thames-side residents are said 
to be getting quite used to floods. 
They are pardonably annoyed how- 
ever when the baker’s boy rows out 
of the front-garden gate without 
shutting it and so lets the gold- 
fish out. ... 


Although astronomical experts are 
already urging the public not to miss 
the opportunity — the only one of a 
lifetime — of seeing the total eclipse of 
the sun in the North of England in 
June, we have decided not to take up 
our position till the weather becomes 


A London magistrate has pointed out 
that in French law an actor is not en- 
titled to a Christian burial. In this 
country, on the other hand, some actors 
are more than entitled to it. i 


j',. , > ‘ .. • 

. v’ •* V /*••<** / / '‘V* - y: '*•' 




crashed through the gates of a work- 
house and pulled up at the office of the 
master. He must take his turn with 
the rest of us if he wants to get into 
one of these places. 

A Brentford man is reported to have 
broken into the same house twice in 
the same week. He puts it down to an 
error in his. engagement-book. 

In the village of Greenford, Middle- 
sex, a fox has been barking outside the 
police-station every night. We think 
ZIT” a constable should have been de- 
puted to make a noise like an 
M.F.H. at it. ^ 

Because he didn’t like his part- 
ner’s play a New York golfer struck 
J, .■ him with a golf-club ; but it is not 
said whether he teed him up. 

An appeal for a parrot that can 
’ swear has been • issued by the 
People’s Dispensary for Animals. 
; ;; A Thames bargee has written to say 
'r that, if they will find a parrot of 
promise but short of experience, he 
, . will go along and put the bird in 
'!■;) the Avay of it. ^ ^ 






Brimstone broken into jagged 
lumps will keep down moths,” says 
a weekly paper. It is considered 
unsporting, however, tothrowthem 






I ^ o-r i 


As Mr. Augustus John is said 
to have been seen in London when 
he was known to be abroad a 
gossip-writer suspects that he may 
have a double. It is anticipated 
that the lamous artist will seek 
an injunction. ^ 


‘‘Forcing rhubarb has its dis- 
, advantages,” says a gardening 
article. That is why we always 
ask ours if it is prepared to go 
quietly. 

A ghost is said to haunt a dere- 
lict railway-station in South Lon- 
don. Eesi dents living near are re- 
ported to have- heard sounds like a 
ham-sandwich moaning for mus- 


which ensures that pedestrians 
HOEE WIEELESS PHOTOGEAPHY. when being knocked down cannot 

(Exclusive to Punch.^') bub are pushed 

Native of Wfandottb Islands teyino to bight the road. Motorists seem 

to be never tired of thinking out 

We are reminded that a young lady- 1 new entertainments for pedestrians. 


dramatist whose engagement is an- 

Mr. Lloyd George has expressed the nounced had her first play banned. The Lawn-Tennis Association is corn- 
belief that the Liberal Party, in spite Many a playwright has to wait years plaining about the price of tennis-balls, 
of tempestuous weather, will soon have for that distinction. yet Henry V. got quite shirty when the 

rounded Cape Horn. At one time it Dauphin sent him a basketful gratis, 

was almost given up for lost at Lloyd’s. With reference to Mr. Arnold Ben- 

nett’s allegation in the BEAVERimooK Undoubtedly this Eoman wall three 
On tlie subject of the theory of a Press that the younger novelists are feefc nine inches thick which has recently 
lemon a day as a remedy for rheumatism, lazy and idle, our feeling is that it is been discovered was put up by a man 

a medical writer asks: “Where and hardly worth making a community who had been teaching his wife to 

what is the evidence for such views ? ” song about. ^ ^ reverse a two-horse-power chariot. 

In our opinion the answer is a lemon. * 

A lady-novelist thinks tliat thirty is Seventy-two members of the staff of 
The fracture of an M.P.’s jaw at a a nice age for a woman. It is, especially Selfridge’s have gone to Switzerland 

dentist’s was due to the gag slipping, if she happens to be forty. for a holiday. It shouldn’t be long 

Tbequestion again arises: Should M.P.’s before there’s a White Sale bargain 

bo gagged ? A Hertfordshire motorist last week basement underneath Mont Blanc. 
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FAR EAST AND NEAR WEST. 

[Refleetions oa the Labour Party’s demaad 
for the recall of the defensive force sent out to 
Shanghai with the sole purpose of protecting 
British life and property.] 

It was the hour of middle night ; 

From bed the Socialist arose ; ^ 

A sense of something not quite right 
Had banished sleep from eyes and nose. 

He harked, and then — his fears con- 
firmed — 

Stealing on feet as cold as stone, 
Down to the floor below he squirmed 
And thus addressed the telephone : 

“ Hallo ! Police 1 Police, I say ! 

I 've burglars swarming all about ! 
They ’re shinning up my house by way 
Of two wistarias and a spout. 

Also I notice they have planned 
To get the loot off quick and clean ; 
They Ve occupied my garage and 
Annexed my latest limousine. 

Nor are my goods alone at stake ; 
They might inflict some grievous 

WTong 

Upon my features — even take 
My precious life. So don’t be long ! ” 

Came the reply : “ We ’d love to grant 
Your very natural request, 

But for the moment, Sir, we can’t ; 
Meanwhile we wish you all the best.” 

Whereat the other shoutedj Shame ! 

Thus to decline to send your men ; 
Protection is the common claim 
Of every British citizen.” 

Then firmly answered Scotland Yard : 

“ We recognise that claim, but fear 
The course you indicate is barred, 
Because wo have no coppers here. 

“ You will perhaps recall the time 
When you denounced the late police 
As an encouragement to crime, 

A standing menace to the Peace. 

The Governrdent, profoundly stirred 
By views from so inspired a source. 
After long thought have now concurred, 
And yesterday dismissed the Force. 

“ To get them back, or raise a new 
Protective body in their stead, 
Would take a month. Good-night to 
you, 

Andmay the angels guard your head.” 
(Bings off) 0. S. 

Our Cheery Calendars. 
“NOVEMBER 25, THURSDAY. 

11 ' Thanlcsgiviiig Day (U.S,A,). 

Sir Beiiry Havelodk cliedy 1857* 

Chantrey died, 18il. 
y^citts dm, 17i8. 

something to be thankful for. 
‘ - . Little- UoiTit.*’ ' 


WINTER SPORTING. 

HI. 

Now that we are getting better at 
this ski-ing business Percival and I go 
for runs by ourselves. Of course I 
do not mean that we go out separately. 
There is an unwritten law among ex- 
pert ski-runners that you never go out 
completely by yourself. This is in case 
you happen to come to rest in one of 
the more unauthorised positions, from | 
which, owing probably to the weight 
of all your ski-ing badges, medals and 
insignia, you cannot unravel yourself 
without help, and so are not found till 
the snow melts some months later. 

Perhaps the best 'way of giving you 
an idea of what we dauntless ski-ers 
do is to describe a fine run made by 
Percival and myself the other day. 

At 10 A.M., after a prolonged though 
inadequate breakfast of rolls and cherry 
jam, we left the hotel for the funicular 
railway. We had taken a parcel of 
food way of lunch to fall back on in 
case w’e were late returning. At 10.5 a.m. 
Percival 'went back for his skis. I am 
always telling him that skis arc con- 
sidered essential for a ski-ing expedi- 
tion, even though he doesn’t really 
seem to use them an awful lot. He 
appears to ski better and further on 
Bedford cord. 

At 10.15 we made a sensational 
arrival at the lower end of the funicular 
railway and took our skis off. I of 
course, while entering the train, did my 
now celebrated act -with my woods ” 
and the electric-light globe in the com- 
partment. By 10.30 wo were at the 
top of an Alp, skod with skis and 
literally pawing the snow ; and at 10.31 
Percival pawed a little too near the 
edge and went off. As he had the 
lunch I at once pushed off with my boat- 
hooks and followed. Halfway down I 
overtook our lunch, which Pefreival had 
apparently jettisoned in order to lighten 
the ship. Three-quarters of the w^ay 
down I overtook Percival. We both 
sat do"wn and waited while an expert, 
following behind, neatly tent-pegged 
the lunch with his ski-ing stick and 
handed it back to us. Then w^e went 
on to the bottom, Percival in a sitting 
position on the backs of his skis. 

We next did a traverse.” A ‘‘tra- 
verse” is what you do when the hill 
looks too steep for direct descent. In- 
stead, you go diagonally across the 
slope with, so the guide told us, all 
your weight on the lower leg. This, he 
said by the way, was essential in order 
to prevent that commonest of faults, 
an inward fall. The guide is evidently 
a hard-bitten and unsympathetic man. 
Naturally inward falls are commoner 
than outward falls; and anyone who 


has tried an outward fall will kno'^v 
why. I speak as an expert in this. It 
is my subject. 

At the end of each ‘‘traverse” you 
bring yourself to a standstill. When you 
have got up you do a “kick turn.” To 
achieve a “kick turn” you have to put 
your weight on one “wood ” and, raising 
the other, twist it round and replace it, 
parallel to the other but pointing in the 
opposite direction. At this juncture 
you must be careful ; it is very painful 
to move off downhill with your “woods” 
pointing opposite \vays. The next mo- 
tion is to deal with the other “ %vood ” 
in the same way, remembering of 
course to remove your freight from it 
first. Then get ready to start the next 
“traverse” ; not however that it matters, 
because, however quick you are, you 
will be in motion again long before you 
are ready. 

Percival and I fetched several traverses 
and arrived at the bottom of that slope. 
Percival unfortunately fetched one more 
traverse than there really was room for 
and had to put it back. Then wo skirted 
a wood, which is quite a diflicult opera- 
tion on skis, and Percival went off down 
another slope. I followed in leisurely 
fashion. At the bottom a sort of snow- 
man speaking with PercivaFs voice told 
me to beware of a deep drift, I tried 
to beware but failed. I find it very 
difficult to bowaro eff'ectivoly on skis. 

We progressed slowly for the remain- 
der of the morning. Bomotimes Perci- 
val was aliead, sonictimcs I was. Very 
often we fell down, as a rule more or I 
less simultaneously. The great thing of I 
course was, on seeing one’s companion , 
fall in a huddled mass, to stay upright 
long enough to say, “ Can I come a!id 
help, old man ? ” before collapsing one- 
selfi Invariably when wo wore both | 
down some child of six would whizz | 
gracefully ^ast and ask if we wanted | 
help. I tmnk it is dangerous to allow 
children to ski on the same stiow as : 
grown-ups. Soma prostrate and infuri- : 
ated man will probably murder one of 
them one of these days. 

At lunch-time we fetched up at a 
small chdlet half-buried in snow. Por- 
cival found it first by discovering that 
the slope he was ski-ing down had a 
chimney growing out of it. Wo stopped 
and had lunch. Though I was glad we 
had brought some lunch to fall back 
upon, I wish Percival hadn’t fallen back 
upon it quite so often. I don’t mind my 
lunch being half as thick and twice as 
wide, but I do object to a tangerine 
orange shaped like a five-franc-piece. 

After lunch we ski-ed a lot more. 
Then at the top of the last hUl-side wa 
got r^kless. we said we wthild “let 
her rip,” and did. Half-way down we 
passed a group of people lined up on 



A SENSITIVE BEEED. 


Me. Baldwin. “ GOOD DOG! HEBE’S A NICE OOLLAE FOB YOU.” 
The Alsatian (suspiciously). “I’M NOT A WOLE.” 

Me. Baldwin. “I DIDN’T SAY YOU WEBE. I SAID ‘GOOD DOG!”’ 
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Hotel Lounge Lizard. “Pardon I May I introduce myselp to daxck with Madame?’^ 
Antique Husband (ignorant of the typie), “Certainly not/ ” 


skis. Someone said “ Go 1 as we flashed 
through them. For a moment there 
appeared to be a lot of us ski-ing. Then 
there were just Percival and I and the 
big white silent spaces. 

At the bottom of the hill we saw two 
little red flags. On either side were 
people standing about with note-books 
and stop-watches. It was too late of 
course to do anything about it. The 
big white silences were still whizzing 
past. We just managed to beware of 
the people and shot between the flags. 
Percival then disappeared into a mound 
of soft snow ... I sat down to rest. 

A crowd of people surged round us. 
All sorts. Important ski-ers with K 
on their skis (pronounced H as in ski) ; 
and mere beginners with E. I. P. on 
theirs. All, to our surprise, were con- 
gratulating us. 

^ ‘Tt appeared subsequently that, arriv- 
ing at full speed at the starting-post as 
the word was given, we had beaten all 
competitors and had passed a beginners' 
speed test in record time. I£i fact, we 
|||bd become members of a ski-ing club 
entitled to wear a badge, 
crawling out of his snow- 
whether It. was 
. or Emi’day week, so I 


shall break it to him later that we have 
acquired a great reputation as ski- 
runners. But in order to keep it I can 
see that we shall have to avoid being 
actually seen on skis again. A. A. 


A DECEPTIVE DEMEANOUR. 

[Bracing back the shoulders is rccommoncled 
by a doctor as an aid to the control of the 
temper.] 

I HESITATED foY a bit, 

When first the row began, 

To exercise my biting wit 
Upon the other man; 

Although I 'd many things to state. 
And most of them wwe good, 

The vision of his fighting weight 
Induced a cautious mood. 

But not for long did I delay 
My tongue’s inspired attack 
When once I had observed the way 
He braced his shoulders back, 

A signal that could not be missed, 
To bid me understand 
That, even if Ee clenched his fist, 

He had himself in hand. 

Forthwith I showed him, taking his 
■ Appearance as a theme, 

The oratorio qualities 
In which X ani stpreme f ‘ ' 


No stammering disturbed my flow 
While dealing with my text ; 

I seemed instinctively to kn(AV 
Just “what to call him next. 

Without a pause I went ahead, 
Nor dreamed it might ho in\o 

The ignoramus hadn't read 
About the doctor’s view ; 

But oh 1 I realised the fact 
Before he ’d floored me : 

I hate a man who does not act 
On medical advice. 


Any Iiover to His Lass. 

Why change the vows which came so 
pat, 

Obey and Honour— this and tiiat. 
Since I can never more be thine 
Now they have banned St. Vahektinb ? 


“Scarcely a bor.^c4oad of looks could bo .sold 
in Dublin in a week unlesn they were given 
away free.”— 7n*5/i Papa\ 

And then the leek-market assumes a 
distinctly bullish tendency, 

“.The Council for the Preservation of Biirai 
England have begun well. Al all events they 
arc not letting the grass grow under their 
ImV^Daily Pdj^r. ^ 

But isn't tkatjustwhat they ought to do? 
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Lady Passenger (on hridge), “ I think a Captain’s life must be ” 

Ca{ptain (suddenly ^ to officer in charge of the whistle), “ One long blast I 


THE ENIGMATIC SEX. 

“I SUPPOSE,” observed Jobu, ‘‘uo 
one would say I was exactly hand- 
some — ^what ? 

I looked at him carefully, ' We were 
sitting in semi-darkness, and by the 
fitfub gleam of the comrhon-room fire 
John’s features appeared' to take on an 
even less prepossessing aspect, if that 
were possible, than they were accus- 
tomed to wear in an ordinary light'. 

*‘No,”Isaicl. 

And it ’s no good my pretending to 
set up to be much of a schoolmaster. 
Just a pass degree, and the Head never 
lets me take anything higher than the 
Lowk’ Shell: Mind you, I like the 
little devils all right ; but I don’t fancy 
they regard me exactly as a flier. The 
fact is, I ’m not.” i 

‘‘No,” I said. ; 

“And then as far as games go — well, 
the only thing I ever did at the Varsity 
was to scrape into the college second 
togger as spare man. And of course 
we’re not a rowing school.” 

“No,” I said. 

“ Also, my handicap at golf is twenty- 
four, and I am the woi*st bridge-player 
since Adam.” 

I reflected. It was impossible that 
bridge could have attained much vogue, 
at any rate for some years, with the 
Adams;' probably they played piquet. 
But even supposing that the old chap 
did not acquire the game till compara- 
tively late in his career, he could hardly 
have practised it with less success than 
John. It was, I thought, a little pre- 
sumptuous in Jolm to make an exception 
of Adam. But I waived the point. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“In fact,” he concluded, “supposing 
for the moment that you were a young, 

fascinating and lovely girl ” He 

paused and regarded me with a smile. 
“Of course I am only putting it as a 
hypothetical case.” 

“Quite,” I agi‘eed drily. 

“What is there about me that would 
attract you? ” 

“Nothing,” I said. 

“I suspected as much. Yes, I sup- 
pose it really is rather extraordinary.” 

“What is?” 

“I’ve just got engaged to Gloria.” 

“ MonDieu ! ” I exclaimed in English, 
and I got up and burned off to evening 
school. 

tit i!< t]t :1< ;ic 

I confess I was a trifle nettled by 
the manner in which my wife received 
the news. As a matter of fact it was 
not really news to her ; she had already 
lieardof the engagement, havinglunched 
that day with Gloria. 

“ Then why on earth didn’t you tell 
me at tea-time ? ” I demanded. 


“I was so taken up with thinking 
about baby’s teething-powders. I hope 
you remembered them, darling.” 

“ But surely you realise what an un- 
paralleled piece of luck it is for John ? 
Good heavens! Gloria, the Head’s 
daughter, marrying our prize rabbit! ” 
My wife flung her arms round my 
neck. “Don’t say you haven’t been to 
the chemist’s,” she entreated. 

I disengaged myself coldly. “There 
are moments,” I said, “when even 
teething-powders become a matter of 
secondary importance. I suppose I 
need not remind you that Gloria has 
had at least a dozen offers of marriage 
in the last two years ? ” 

“ I knew it,” she w^ailed. “ You have 


forgotten them.” And she dashed from 
the room. 

“I've telephoned to the chemist,” 
slie said on her return, “ and told him 
you will be round for them in half-an- 
hour. Somehow he seemed very sur- 
prised, almost bewildered.” 

“His confusion,” I replied, “was 
probably caused by wondering how we 
could possibly have acquired a second 
child, already atthe teething stage, since 
I interviewed him a couple of liours 
ago.” And, taking the powders from my 
pocket, I placed them on the table. 

“ But you said ” 

"No, no,” I protested. 

“Weil, at any rate you made me 
think ” I shook my bead. “My 
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dearest girl, you over-rate my powers. 
No woman ever reallj^ thinks. They 
are just creatures of impulse. Look 
at Gloria.” 

My wife took up the powders and 
walked to the door, a favourite post of 
vantage with her. 

« Well, if you ask me,” she said, 
think Gloria is a very sensible girl and 
a very lucky one. I know all you men 
look on John as a rabbit, as you call 
him, because he *s not particularly 
brilliant at anything; and I admit he *s 
plain. But he 's a Jolly good sort and 
everybody likes him. You like him 
yourself. Why does a girl fall in love 
with a man ? Do you think it ’s because 
he ’s an Adonis or a senior wrangler or 
a rugger blue? Eubbish! Gloria is 
going to marry John because he is J ohn ; 
and that's the best of all reasons.” And 
she departed. 

It was nearly midnight 
when I left the study and 
went upstairs. A night- 
light burned dimly on the 
dressing - table in our 
room. In his cot, drawn 
close to the side of the 
bed, I could just make 
out the form of our son, 
plunged in unwontedly 
tranquil slumber. My 
wife was also asleep, but 
she stirred as I entered. 

I surveyed the pair for a 
few moments in silence. 

Then a thought struck 
me, and I gently pinched 
mywife*sear. She opened 
her eyes drowsily. 

‘‘What made you 
marry me, Mary?” I 
asked. 

She closed her eyes again. “I've 
forgotten, darling,” she murmured, 
“Don't wake baby.” 

Another Impending Apology. 

“He graduated from Keble College in 1922 
■with a second ass in Theology.” 

Provincial Paper ', 

“Important Notes to Schools. 

(i.) Each candidate must bring a Flora to the 
Examination .” — Joint Matriculation Board 
Syllabus, February, 1927, 

Any competitor to the examiners — 
“Tell me, have you seen my Flora pass this 
way ? ” 

“Bee non olet.” 

“Mr. G-lyn Edwards [Liberal Candidate for 
Stourbridge], in his election address' to be 
issued this' week-end, points out that the 
Government has been fragrantly uneoono- 
mitJal.”— JOaiZi/ Paper, 

is very refreshing, as we always 
“^^qod the Government had not 
)d odour with* Mr, Glyn 
fov some time past. 


rLL TELL THE WORLD. 

V.-— London, the Capital of the 
English. 

No work on England would be com- 
plete without a passing reference to 
London, the most important city of that 
name on this side of the Atlantic. In 
the United States, of course, we have 
Londons, Ark., Ind., Kj,, Mo., Pa., Tex , 
Wash, and Wis., whilst London, Ontario, 
contains all the usual architectural 
features of London, Eng., including Pall 
Mall, Oxford Street, Covent Garden 
Market, Hyde Park and St. Paul's, with 
the added advantage of a very much 
smaller population. 

Such as London, Eng., is, however, 
we have to bear it as host we may. 
There are some who consider it a more 
wonderful city than Naples. It has 




St, Paul’s askew ; Dean and Ciiaptku watching. 


been said of Naples, they ur^e, by 
some weary sight-seer, “ See Naples and 
die.” But in London, owing to the 
speed and accuracy of the motor-traffic, 
one may easily die first. This is the more 
true because on many days, whether one 
dies or not, one cannot see London at 
all, and is dependent entirely upon faith 
and the British Broadcasting Company 
for the knowledge that it is there at all. 

Many plans have been made for the 
abolition of London, as for instance 
burning it down ; but this has been tried 
before in vain. The brighter London 
of Chables II/s time .has given place 
by slow and terrible degrees to the 
London of to-day. 

Approached by way of the north, 
London begins soon after the Midlands ; 
and approached by way of the south, 
soon after the sea. On the west it 
stretches to the sources of the Thames, 
and on the east it has never been ex- 
plored, but is popularly supjx^d to be 
in the hands of the Chinese. In 1667 


the Dutch sailed up the Thames and 
burnt our fleet at Chatham, But such 
an event would hardly be noticed by 
our newspapers now-a-days, where 
crimes and conflagrations are only im- 
portant if they occur in the West End. 

Most of the buildings of modern 
London can be conveniently observed on 
a fine day from Parliament Hill (famous 
for its connection with the Gunpowder 
Plot), or even better from the bath- 
room window of 85, Arcadia Grove, 
N.W.21, hawkers and street cries pro- 
hibited. Prom both these points the 
tremendous list in the dome of St. 
Paul's, which, like most large London 
edifices, is rapidly heeling over, can 
be plainly discerned. Bush House, 
however, a purely American creation, 
remains upright, and many panes of 
glass in the Crystal Palace are still 
intact. The Albert Me- 
morial is invisible, but 
there is a pleasant little 
ham-and-beef shop close 
to the terminus of the 
electric trums. 

It has often been said 
that Londoners know 
little of their own city, 
and many of its most 
prominent inhabitants 
are unaware that it was 
destroyed by Boadicka 
in 61 A.x)., or that As- 
cLF.iuoDOTUS defeated 
Allhotus near it at a 
date which I am dashed 
if 1 am going to take 
the trouble to tall you. 
London was once called 
Augusta — a silly name. 
A Saxon folk-moot used 
to be held on the site 
of the present Stock Exchange, and 
Henby I. allowed the City to farm 
Middlesex at an annual rent, and hunt 
the boar and the wild stag in the woods. 

But %ve cannot really go on with this 
kind of stuff. The important point 
about London is its enormous growth 
since it was rather too optimistically 
planned by When, and the complete 
failure of succeeding architects to carry 
out bis notion of the Job. 

Nevertheless the detei'mined sight- 
seer from other lands should not wholly 
despair of this vast congeries of brick 
and mortar. W ith a little organisation 
and self-discipline much may bo seen, 
and ever afterwards remembered. 

The sights of London can be divided 
into : — 

(1) Open-air Spectacles. — Amongst 
these may be noted — 

The pelicans in St, James's Park. 

The roof-^rden and ice-cream-soda- 
bar at fimfridg^. 

Aldermen bathingin the Serpentine* 
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The merry - go - round afc Trafalgar eating buns in surroundings of unparal- MUTPiTiniiQ m n\/c i ti c q 

Square, worked by a stationary en- leled pomp and luxury, or buying stockings ilOUS NOyELTIES. 

gine inside the Nelson Column. of almost every tint, from flesh to nude. Vegetarian Exjpert) 

The Epstein memorial panel. The night life of London is very differ- The list of new varieties of vegetables 

Laundrywomen washing clothes in ent from the life lived by Londoners exhibited at the fortnightly show at 
•the Thames. during the day. The shops' are closing, the Horticultural Hall last week con- 

The City Eemembrancer, with his the sun has set. WorkMs ’over, the tains some attractive novelties, notably 
quaint cry-of “ Oyez,” announcing restaurants are' open, the lamps are lit. black potatoes with purple insides; the 


tlie loss of a vanity-bag. 

An auction sale of fountain- 
pens in the Strand. 

The first-night queue for '1.' I jj jljWlli l. toes, which grow downwards 

a (coloured) American ' instead of upwards and are 

(2) 'Indoor Exhibitions . — their name, Cyphomandra 

(a) places where the visitor ^ enterprise shown by 

may keep his walking-stick or the promoters of the Exhibi- 

umbrella, and {b) those where // tion is commendable so far as 

they are forcibly removed. omissions are 

Amongst (a) we find — /y so numerous as to suggest 

Westminster Abbey. // the obvious comment that we 

St. Paul’s Cathedral. y ^ 

Amongst (&) — No mention, for example, is 

The National Gallery. Qio'n * made of that very successful 

The . Seething mob disabmed at the doors of the British AIusedm. sp®ci^ei^ of cross -fertilis?^ 

The British Museum. tion, the Rasparagine, which 

Thereason for this distinction is that the strenuous hours of office and business combines the qualities of the raspberry 
old politico-religious rancour of English care. Music-halls and cinemas display and asparagus, and can be grown either 
mobs has now given place to an insen- their alluring bills. Well-dressed crowds on bushes or in pots, In appearance it i 

sate fury against archaeology and art, on enjoyment bent, some walking and resembles the axolotl, and its taste has | 


1 Pleasure 


relaxation follow the i Scorzonera, a long black root with a 

sweet taste resembling that 
■:.JL i| I i! i_v I j -W‘ of a parsnip; and tree toma- 




K which grow downwards 

instead of upwards and are 
delightful to eat, in spite of 
their name, Cyphomandra 

enterprise shown by 
the promoters of the Exhibi- 


Qton • 

Seething mob disarmed at the doors of the British AIusedm. 


No visit to London can be considered somein motor-cars, throngthethorough- been compared by an eminent poetess 
complete unless it includes also — fares of theatre-land. They do this in to the timbre of the viol da gamba. It 

. , ffh T 1 1 'h order to go and see the plays. If there is already much in vogue among psycho- 

*7 ^ Pp PPP^ r r is anything that singles out a* night dietists as a contra-inhibitory prophy- 

Astudyof the night-life of London. ^ Gongorifm.^ ^ 


The suburbs are best seen by taking | anywhere else, it is that all, young and | 
each bus in turn from 


some central point, such |^|*j 
as Charing Cross or Vic- 
toria, and seeing where 
the darned thing takes ^ I 
you to. The traveller will Ijk 
soon find his worst fears 1^ 
realised. The prevailing , /k 
architecture of the sub- 
urbs, so far as it is Late 
Victorian, has to bo seen W 
to be believed and to be 
dynamited to be forgot- ^ 
ten. Here and there a 
distant old-world village 
nestles in a hollow of 
the hills or in a crook of 
the river, but even these 
are being rapidly ruined 
by garage cities in the 
Tudor -chalet and neo- 
Georgian rubble designs. In 


IJW 







I also miss that delicious vegetable, i 
which comes from Cor- 
sica,th 0 bonapartichoke, I 
which has proved itself I 
^ invaluable as a tonic and i 

Vr stimulant to newspaper 

proprietors in the con- 
ductof a journalistic 
Wuifl The exquisite flav- 

ir j our of this delectable root 

is much enhanced by its 
Heiianthus Ultor 

m P^^btrons of winter- 

U sports, and especially of 

1 \ skating, will be surprised 

to see no mention of the 
Epcking-turnip, so effi- 
cacious in strengthening 


are being rapidly ruined ^ the knees and ankles as 

by garage cities in the OoMMUNirr keto in an Odten London soeiteb. 1 ° somewhat 

Tudor -chalet and neo- formidable title of Neur- 

Georgian rubble designs. Indeed it is old alike, are filled with a zest for re- asthenanthroposkelesterizon. 
felt by many that the whole life of the creation and a determination to enjoy The pigmentation of the black potato 
Outer London suburbs is a fitter matter themselves. Eager happy faces and is noteworthy, but it is far less kaleido- 
for community keening than for com- bright inquisitive eyes. The night has scopicthanthatof the Patagonian yam, 
munity song. now come. Look at yon party with which resembles a yellow plum, but 

London communications, however, the gay frocks and brightly-coloured when cut open reveals a pink interior 
are excellent, except on the Edgware and balloons. They have put aside the dull with green spots. I specially regret 
Morden tube, and, within an hour of lea V- routine of work until to-morrow, its absence from the present exhibition 


with green spots. I specially regret 
its absence from the present exhibirion 


ing “Balmoral” or “MonEepos,” the The visitor cannot do better than in view of those salubrious properties 


women of London may find themselves | follow their example. 


Evoe. which have caused it to be known 
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amongst the beach-combers of the South 
Pacific Isles by the endearing name of 
the anti-collywobble flower. 

Another extremely palatable hybrid 
whose claims have been strangely 
neglected by the promoters of the 
exhibition is the Berberinetoni-tomato, 
which grows in great profusion in the 
hinterland of Morocco. When crunched 
by the consumer it emits a sound faintly 
reminiscent of the notes of the Quangel- 
wangel-wurxel, which, as Bueckhaedt ; 
notices, is the favourite food of the 
quagga. Yet another compound or 
synthetic vegetable which has not yefe 
been seen in England is the parslip, in 
which the somewhat vulgar taste of 
the nutritious parsnip is mitigated and 
corrected by the more pungent flavour 
of parsley. 

Lastly I would commend to the 
notice of the Horticultural Society the 
extraordinary yellow land-crab-apple of 
the Galapagos Islands, which grows 
sideways and turns a bright crimson 
when plunged into hot water. 


SHE-8HANTIES, 

One of the Best. 

I THINK I Ve done with Mabel Gray, 

A perfect woman in her way ; 

With Mabel one can never say, 

But I believe I 'm jilted ; 

I met her first on Folkestone Pier ; 

The night was very far from clear, 

And absent-mindedly, I fear, 

I wooed her, and she wilted. 

Well, you ’d have done the same that 
night ; 

The moon was very w^eird and white. 
And had it been electric light 

Perhaps I ’d not have tarried ; 

But Mabel is the sort that makes 
The most of gentlemen's mistakes, 

And then one day a fellow wakes 
And finds that he is married. 

Dear old Mabel--one of the best ! 

But no more Mabel for me ! 
Dogged, athletic and strong as the sea 
[And goodness, hoiu strong a strong 
woman can be /) 

Blessings on Mabel, and many times 
blest 

Be the man zoho has stolen my 
Mabel from me ! 

I never had a fault to find 
With Mabel ; she was clean and kind, 
’But still she would improve my mind 
And take me off to chapels ; 

She interfered with people's sins ; 

She 'd set her heart o-n having, twins ; 
She mademe live on vitamins 
And start the day with apples, 
so I told the constant hen 

B not marry her just then ; 

|it did not matter when, 
^a^^was-used’to waiting; 


Nor did it matter where I went, 

She patiently pursued the scent, 

And took the fastest train, intent 
On ultimately mating. 

Dear old Mabel — one of the best ! 

But no more Mabel — Hooray I 
Talk abont goodness, she icas good 
to me 

{And goodness, how good a good 
woman can he !) 

Blessings on Mabel, and who would 
have guessed 

That somebody 'd steal my sweet 
Mabel atcay ? 

I said, ‘^My dear, I tell you whafc, 

You are a dear, but I am not, 

I go to night-clubs quite a lot 

And play bezique on Sundays ; 

I love the bottle, I confess ; 

My morals are a horrid mess, 

And Brighton is my one address 
On Saturdays and Sundays." 

I said, ‘^I doubt if we should suit ; 

I am a most disgusting brute ; " 

She did not seem to care a hoot, 

But told me in a letter 
It long had been her girlish plan 
To marry some abandoned man 
And mould him as a woman can — 

The worse I was the better. | 
Dear old Mabel — one of the best / 

BtU no more Mabel for me ! , : 

A slave to hay^fever, but straight as 
a tree 

{And goodness, how straight a 
straight woman can he !) 

Mabel he blest, and an annual rest 
To the man who has taken my 
Mabel from me ! 

And' so I took a nobler line ; 

Behaving very pure and fine, 

I gave up cofl:*ee, sweets and wine, 

And let old ladies bore me ; 

And lo ! the better I became 
The lower burned my MabeFs flame, 
The less that Mabel saw to blame 
The less did she adore me. 

Instead, I think, she does adore 
A very bad solicitor 
Who likes his coffee more and more 
And never goes to chapels ; 

At any rate she has a plan 
To marry and reform the man 
As only a good woman can — 

They say he 's eating apples. 

So here's to Mabel — barrels and bins — 
For it '5 no more Mabel for me I 
Earnest, intelligent, masculine she 
{And goodness, hotv male a male 
woman can he !) 

Blessings on Mabel, and apples a*nd 
twins 

To the man who has stolen my 
Mabel from me I A. P. H. 


“OuK Bill foe China, £6^5, OCO." 

Eeadlme in Evening Pa]>cr, 
Those careless ** generals ” again. 


A WORD FOR THE WESTBOURNL 

It was with a feeling of regret, as 
when one hears that a mature and re- 
spected lady of quality is adopting the 
fashions of the present-day flapper, that 
I read that Sloane Square Station , which , 
it seems, is unchanged from w’hat it w’as 
in 1868, is about to lose, at the ruthless 
bands of the moderniser, the W’‘ell-bred 
dowdiness that best becomes it. 

Sloane Square has been my station 
for so long that I have come to regard it 
with an affection that is quite parochial, 
and it was wdth a sense of personal 
gratification that I saw it described in 
the Press the other day as the most 
aristocratic of Underground stations. 
Yet it is even more than that. Situated 
as it is on the Bohemian frontier of 
Belgravia, it can also claim to be the 
most intellectual Whatever may ho 
urged on behalf of Hampstead or the 
British Museum, the station wiiero 
members of the Chelsea intelligentsia 
are daily to be seen taking tickets and 
catching trains, just like ordinary people, 
can make this claim with confulenco. 
In support of it 1 will mention a few 
dozen names — ^ 

[EmToa: No, no!| 

Very well, I w’on't. Instead I will 
turn to another distinctive feature of 
Sloane Square Station, of whioli even 
many of those who sot eyes upon it 
every day may bo unawuuu 
It was not until some time after the 
improvement of visibility due to the 
substitution of electricity for steam as a 
means of underground propulsion that 
I myself learned that wmat I had taken 
to be an extra stout girder traversing 
the station in mid-air was in fact the 
case of a pipe through which a little 
brook, the Wastbourne, chatters, chat- 
ters^ — if one could but hear it — as it goes 
to join the brimming Thames. 

When this knowledge was first im- 
arted to mo I let three trains go while 
conjectured whether they lured the 
brook into the pipe or built the pipe 
round the brook. That I have never 
ascertained. But I have found out 
some otherthings about the Westboumo 
that I would like to tell you, if the 
Editor — who seems a little captious — 
doesn't mind. 

[Editob : I don't mind two or three.] 
Well, I have not yet had an oppor- 
tunity of tracing the Westboume to its 
source in the Middlesex mountains, but 
I could take you to the exact spot on 
Chelsea Embankment where, by leaning 
over the parapet, if one is built that 
way, one can see it come out of a liole 
in the wall and join the brimming 
Thames. 

And then again in the grounds of the 
Eoyal Hospital I could show you — or 
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JoncB {to young stiitor for Im daughter' s hand) , “I suppose you have a good situation?” 
loung bmtor. “No; but I ’ve just wbitten a play that’s full of ’em.” 


no doubt some kindly pensioner would 
— an iron trap-door under which it can 
be heard chatter-chattering quite loudly. 
It is through tliis trap-door that the 
Westbourne is called upon once a year 
to supply the lovely water-gardens and 
wonderful miniature lakes that are so 
much admired at the Chelsea Flower 
Show. 

This fate (which distantly resembles 
; that of Persephone), in addition to the 
indignity of having its name used for a 
place like Westbourne Grove, if certain 
, erudite students of place-nomenclature 
I are right about this, seems a cruel one 


for a little stream that once ran through 
green fields ^nd sparkled in the sun. I 
realise that it is now too late to alter it. 
But I feel that some ’slight amends 
might be made. I suggest that in a 
renovated Sloane Square Station, gor- 
geous with glazed tiles, shining wood- 
work and polished brass, the West- 
bourne where it crosses in mid-air 
should be enclosed in clear plate-glass 
and labelled, so that all who look upon 
it may reflect that Belgravians may 
come and the Chelsea intelligentsia 
may go, but the Westbourne goes on 
for ever. 


More Headaches for the Historian. 
At Londonderry House : — 

“Mr. Winston Churcliill, in tho uniform of 
an Elder Brother of Trinity House, spent a 
considerable time leaning over the balcony 
railing watching the procession of guests. His 
uniform and his decorations glittered, bub his 
usual smile was absent.”— Paper, 

^ “Mr. Winston Churchill stood among the 
line of people against the balustrade, watching 
the guests as they climbed the staircase. He, 
too, wore a confident smile .” — Evening Paper. 
At the opening of Parliament 
“ The Queeh . . . wore a dress of cloth of 
gold .” — Daily Paper, 

^ “The Queen, in a beautiful dress of cloth of 
silver .” — Same paper. 
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A CHINESE QUESTION. 

WONDEE Mr. Wing Lung 

puts these lifetle strips of bamboo into 
the tops of the jars,’* said Angela. 

“What jars? ” I asked. 

“The preserved- ginger jars,” said 
Angela, probing iiito the top of one 
with a fork. 

“Does he? ” I asked. 

“I suppose so,*’ said Angela. “He 
is the gentleman who puts the. ginger 
into them, so I expect he puts the little 
bits of bamboo in as well” 

“A kind of make-weight,” I sug- 
gested. 

“I don’t think it can be that,” said 
Angela. “That would be dishonest, 
and I *m sure Mr. Wing Lung wouldn’t 
do anything dishonest.” 

“Why not? ‘For ways that are 
dark and for tricks that are vain,* you 
know.” 

“I hope not,” said 
Angela. “I want to re- 
tain the very highest 
opinion of Mr. Wing 
Lung, because of his 
beautiful preser ved- 
ginger. Come out ! *’ 

“Let me try,” I said. 

“ Willingly,” said An- 
gela, and she pushed 
towards me the pretty 
green wicker - covered 
jar which had found its 
way across the world 
from China to our break- 
fast-table. 

I peered into it. The 
most tempting-looking 
chunks of ginger were 
floating stickily in the 
syrupy liquid which is their natural 
element, but for the moment they were 
inaccessible ; across the top of the jar 
were three slivers of springy bamboo. 
They were wedged across the inside of 
the jar, forming a sort of convex cage 
to hold the ginger in position; their 
ends disappeared into the sticky liquid. 
Even then it would- have been easy if 
the opening of the jar had been as wide 
as its body, but it wasn’t ; the slips ‘of 
bamboo were about four inches long 
and the opening of the jar was roughly 
half that. 

Of course it is perfectly simple to 
hook a fork under the middle of each 
btoboo in turn and hoist it, bent double 
and resisting to the .last, into the light 
' of day; but ur|fprtunately bamboo only 
remains bent as long as it must ; it won’t 
stay bent. Once released . from the 
I cramping confines of the' jar through 
even more cramping opening, it — 
^-'^.dh’t think of that. 

get this out for you,” I 


I inserted the fork and lifted gently. 
The bamboo bent itself gracefully and 
came out of the jar doubled up like a 
horse-shoe, the ends still pressed tightly 
against the edges of the opening. 

“ Take care,” said Angela. 

She spoke a fraction of a second too 
late. Eeleased from the jar, the slip 
of bamboo straightened itself out with 
a flip like a steel spring and was gone. 

I wiped about a teaspoonful of ginger 
juice out of my eye with my table-napkin. 

“'Where did that one go?” I asked 
when I could see again. 

“ Over in the corner, I think,” said 
Angela. 

I regarded the innocent-looking jar 
for a moment with profound suspicion. 

“ Angela,” I said, “I do not wish to 
embarrass whichever Chinese adminis- 
tration has the unenviable job of repre- 
senting Mr. Wing Lung at the moment, 
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but I am of the opinion that those 
pieces of bamboo were placed in that 
jar with a very sinister motive,” 

“ You don’t say so,” said Angela. 

“ I do say so. With true Oriental 
cunning Mr. Wing Lung calculated 
exactly what would happen when the 
jar was opened, and he put in those 
slips of bamboo expressly for the con- 
founding of foreign devils.” 

“ Oh, I shouldn’t call you that,” said 
Angela. 

“Mr. Wing Lung would,” I said. 
“And, what is more, I propose to let 
the Government know about it. In 
my opinion they are underestimating 
Mr. Wing Lung when they send a mere 
handful of troops to deal with a man 
capable of things like that. If I knew 
the Colonel of the Coldstrearn contin- 
,gent .l^d'drop, him ,a note and 
him to keep a speciaL.eye open for 
Mr. Wing Lung.” 

“ That ’s just what you did, didn’t 
you?” Angela mggled. “Don’t you 
think after what happened to your eye 


it would be kinder to warn him not 
to?” 

“This is no joking matter,” I said 
severely. “ It is a most insidious attack 
on harmless non-combatants. It is 
practically impossible to get this con- 
founded piece of bamboo out of this 
miserable jar without being half-blinded 
in doing it, and ” 

“Let 7/2^ try,” said Angela, and, reach- 
ing across, she drew the squat green 
jar towards her. 

Very gingerly, if I may say so, she 
raised the second of the strips of bam- 
boo until it was almost out of the jar, 
and then, just as it was about to flip 
itself viciously in her face, siio took the 
ends firmly between the finger. and 
thumb of her free hand and lifted it, 
still arched like a croquet hoop, clear 
of the rim of the jar. 

“There,” she said. 

I smilod. 

“ That ’s all very well,” 

I said. “But how are 
you jfoing to put it 
down? The instant you 
let go it will flip itself | 
straight.” ; 

Angelacrosscd to the j 
window and, holding 
her arm straight out of 
it and shutting her eyes 
— why, I don’t know, 
unless siie expected 
something to go oil' 
bang-sho let go. Thoto 
wasa flijp ami the bam- 
boo strip was in tlio 
clover fleltl over the 
liodgo. 

But I still smiled. 
“You have not fin- 
ished with Mr. Wing Lung yot,” I said. 
“He has foreseen that move. Your 
fingers are now so sticky that they are 
practically useless to you as fingor.s. 1 
expect Mr. Wing Lung has calculated 
that you will now starve to death be- 
cause you can’t pick up your knife and 
fork. What are you going to do about 
that?" 

“This,” said Angola promptly, and 
she popped her finger and thumb into 
her mouth. “Ohl” she added a mo- 
ment later, doesn't Mr, Wing Lung 
make lovely ginger ? ” 

I agree with Angela about the excel- 
lence of Mr. Wing Lung's ginger, bat 1 
do not share her faith m the purity of 
his motives. All I can say is that, if my 
old battery goes East, I hope the off 
mule of the second pair will get within 
six feet of him. That 'll learn him to 
flip ginger-juice at me. L. uv G. 

“Xhe Church Cloak Fund hag been 
wound up during the je&r.”— Local Paper. 

And what about the eteok ? 
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TREASURE TOWN. 

I NEVEE walk the noisy roads that run 
beside the sea ; 

Their trinket shops and minstrel shows 
have little lure for me ; 

I love to walk the ancient town, which 
^ snugly lies aloof _ 

Amid a haze of swirling smoke with 
, many a zigzag roof ; 

A narrow cobbled lane that twines " 
i around the red clifiPs side, ; < 

Where hosts of crooked cottages and I |/|, 

A seamen’s taverns hide, :i ' Jj j j 

y And darkling shops with ropes and 
n ^ brass and lanterns in a line, 
y While all the winds are full of tar and 
fishy smells and brine ; 

And crazy wooden stairs go up to gar- 

C‘ dens decked with shells, 

^ Queer figureheads and jaws of whales ' 

I and boats and old ships’ bells. |i |p j 

1 But most of all I love a house, mysteri- • ■ {j^ 
^ ous and low, 

A schooner in the vdndow and a tele- . ' 

% scope or so ; 

A parrot in a wicker cage with green 
I upon his wings 

Who shufifles on a crazy perch and 
^ says disgraceful things. n 

E He ’s seen a deal of foreign ports ; he ’s 
I* wise in sailors’ loro ; 

7 He makes me dream of palmy isle and 
^ glowing coral shore ; 

P He makes me dream of Cap'n Flint 
^ and treasure-seekmg days ; 

And often, when the lanterns blink 
along the cobbled ways, 

I hear John Silver's wooden leg come ■ \ 
tapping on the stones, ^ 

And echoes from the ribald song of ■ -« 

: bad old Billy Bones, 
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“ SOBBY, MABAM, YOUB TBUNK-CALB TO THE NOBTH CAK’T BE l^UT THBOUGH; THE LINKS HAVE HBOKKN DOWN, 

“Kindly have them mended. I will wAir.” 


I MISLEADING CASES. 

XL — Whbbe Is Magna Oaeta ? 
iJex V. Haddock. 

The hearing of this appeal, which 
raised a novel point of law, was con- 
cluded in the High Court to-day. ^ 

Mb. Justice Lugg, delivering judg- 
ment, said : In this case the defendant, 
one Haddock, is appealing on a case 
stated from a conviction by a Court of 
Summary Jurisdiction under the Trans- 
port and Irritation of Motorists Act, 1920. 
The defendant was summoned before the 
Gerrard Street magistrates on a charge 
of causing an obstruction in a public 
thoroughfare by leaving his motor-car 
unattended for two hours and ten min- 
utesonthe night of DecemberSlst, 1925. 

The case for the defence was that the 
motor-car had not in fact caused an 
obstruction, and it was sworn in evi- 
dence that the road was not in fact a 
thoroughfare at all in the ordinary sense 
of the termi but a short blind "alley ter- 
, minating in a blank wall, against which 
i|fvall the motor-car was left with the 
ij^Lts burning, according to law;, and 
l^^^ plfeb'-officer ' who’ • m ade thfe-charge 
say that during the period 
had’feeen any other vehi- 


cle, or indeed any other human being, 
enter the thoroughfare which the de- 
fendant’s vehicle was obstructing. The 
magistrates however very properly, as 
I think, brushed aside this somewhat 
frivolous defence and ordered Mr. Had- 
dock to pay a fine of two pounds and 
the costs of the prosecution, with ad- 
ditional costs of one pound for conduct- 
ing his defence in rhymed couplets. 

Mr. Haddock has now appealed on a 
point of law, which I confess is novel to 
me, under the 14th Chapter of Magna 
Carta. The 14th Chapter of Magna 
Carta is directed against excessive fines* 
and provides that : — 

“4 freeman shall not he amerced 
[that is, fined] for a small fanlt^ but 
after the manner of the fault ; and for 
a great fault after the greatness there- 
of.. 

And it has been powerfully argued by 
Sir Bowland Wash that, since there is 
nothing in the Irritation* of Motorists 
Act or in any other statute repealing or 
suspending this particular Chapter, the 
Irritation of Motorists Act must be read 
in conjunction with that Chapter ; that 
the fine of two pounds is excessive and 
not ‘‘after the ndanner of the fault,” 


which is a small one, and that it ought | 
to be reduced. 

Now in private, and even more in 
public, life there is no doubt that per- 
sons are accustomed to speak loosoljj' of 
Magna Cartasks the enduring foiuidaiion 
of what are known as the Ubertics of the 
subject, and to assume that that Charter 
is as potent a measure to-day as at the 
time of its origin. But in this Court wo 
are not concerned with private or with 
public life, but with tlm law, which has 
not much relation to eitlior. And, if we 
examine the Great Charier, as I did for 
the first time in bod this morning, we | 

; are led towards the conclusion that, if 
this is the foundation of the liliertios of 
the subject, then these liberties are not j 
so numerous as is commonly supposed ; | 
for out of the thirty-seven chapters of i 
Magna Carta at least twenty -three have 
become obsolete, or have l>een abol- 
ished by subsequent legislation, while 
among the fourteen which are not de- 
finitely extinguished there are at least 
as many for the benefit of the Crown as 
for the benefit of the subject, and the 
remainder have only a precarious exist- 
ence, if any. In Chapter 8, for example, 
and Chapter 18, which begins: — 

“ If any that hhMeth of ns lay-fee 
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do die, and our sheriff or bailiff do 
sJioio our letters'patent of our summons ■ k 

for debt, which the dead man did owe ^ 

to us, it shall be lawful to our sheriff "rf- /4 
or bailiff to attach and inroll all the 'fy/yS'.MjLA 
goods and chattels of the dead . . •** /// . 

it is laid down very clearly that debts 
owing to Government Departments take 
precedence of allother debts, but it would 
be difficult to found upon these Chapters 
any extravagant description of Magna 
Carta as the fountain of individual 
freedom. Again, the ordinary citizen 
will extract no particular satisfaction 
from the assurance of Chapter 23, that 

All weirs from henceforth shall be 
utterly gulled doion in the Thames afid 
Medway, and through all England, 
but only by the sea-coasts*' 

Macaulay 'said that the blood of the 
uttermost settler in the northern deserts 
of Australia flowed more freely in .his 
veins as he lay beneath the Southern 
Cross and studied by its light the unfor- 
gettable conclusion of Chapter 29 

“ To no man toill toe sell, to no man 
deny, to no man delay, justice or ight." 

But we in this Court are well aware 
that these undertakings have very little 
relation to the harsh facts of experience. 

It is the whole business of the honour- 
able profession of the Law to sell, delay 
and deny justice~to sell it to those who 
can afford it, to delay it if the client has 
money, and deny it if he has not ; and 
many of us wish that we could sell 
more justice than we do. 

Again, in Chapter 30 it is laid down 
that : — 

All merchants shall have their safe 

and sure conduct to depart out of Ena- crowd of seveniy-five i 

7 ' j. m - possessed of the hall just %vi front ofooal)* Serves i 

land, to come into England, to tarry %n shoot when I told you ? ” 

and go through England, as well by - - — ' 

land as by water, to buy and sell, with- rule, and it was suggested that this por- and this i 
out any manner of evil tolls (i,e. extor- tionofilfa^7i<^Oar/a must be interpreted if,onadet 
tions)by the old and right f ulcus toms." in the light of various recent statutes, as of a bi 
But he would be a bold advocate who reads:— every par 

contended that this was an accurate Nor will weproceed against a free- stroyed, t 

statement of the law or, at any rate, tlje man, nor condemn him, but by lawful the w 

practice of the land to-day. No man, judgment of his peers, or by the law of ceased to 
merchant or no, can depart out of Eng- the land, or Government Departments, satisfied t 
land, come into England, tarry in Eng- or Trade Unions, or fussy Societies, or 
land or buy or sell without all manner licensing magistrates, or officious 

of tolls, extortions and hindrances by piolicemen, or foolish regulations by a th 

the Crown ; which is very right and clerk in the Some Office made and lo 1 
proper, but is not Magna Carta. provided" 

Again it argued before me that And in fact in the present case the 
at least that portion of Chapter 29 has defendant was not proceeded against “ 

still effect which reads by the law of the land, but by rlgula- SdTeS 

Nor will toeproceed against a free- tions;norwas he condemned by his theabid'n 
man, nor condemn him, but by laioful peers, but by a policeman who expected that^a* 

judgment of his peers or by the lata of half-a*crown, and by a magistrate anti- u™ a 

the land" patbetical to the motorist. 

But it was proved in evidence that in Now Lord Mayfly said in Klaxon v. and I am 
fact this method of condemning the free- Great Western Bailway (2 KB. 1871) : dare that 
man is the exception rather than the ‘‘The whole is greater than the part,** law. The 





D%$gusted Supporter (one of a crowd of seventy-five thousand, as star forward is dis- 
possessed of the hall just in front of goal). Serves you right! Why didn’t you 

SHOOT WHEN I TOLD YOU?” 


rule, and it was suggested that this por- 
tion of Magna Carta must be interpreted 
in the light of various recent statutes, 
so that it reads:— 

“ Nor loill we proceed against a free- 
man, nor condemn him, but by lawful 
judgment of his peers, or by the laio of 
the land, or Govesmment Departments, 
or Trade Unions, or fussy Societies, or 
licensing magistrates, or officious 
policemen, or foolish regulations by a 
clerk in the Home Office made and 
pivvided" 

And in fact in the present case the 
defendant was not proceeded against 
by the law of the land, but by regula- 
tions ; nor was he condemned by his 
peers, but by a policeman who expected 
half-a*crown, and by a magistrate anti- 
pathetical to the motorist. 

Now Lord Mayfly said in Klaxon v. 
Great Western Bailway (2 KB. 1871) : 
“ The whole is greater than the part,** 


and this is undoubtedly the law. And 
if, on a detailed examination of a statute, 
as of a bicycle, it is found that nearly 
every part is obsolete or has been de- 
stroyed, there is a strong presumption 
that the whole has for practical purposes 
ceased to exist. And in this case I am 
satisfied that so little of Magna Carta 
is left that nothing of Magiia Carta is 
left, and therefore that Chapter on 
which the appellant relies must be 
taken to have perished with the others. 

The appellant has done his country 
an ill service in raising this point, for 
but for his rash act generations of Eng- 
lish orators might have continued in the 
fond belief that Magna Carta was still 
the abiding bulwark of our liberties, and 
for that act I shall order him to pay a 
further fine of five pounds. But it is 
no part of my duty to conceal the truth, 
and I am reluctantly compelled to de- 
clare that Magna Carta h no longer the 
law. The appeal is dismissed. A. P. H. 





THE BALLAD OF THE FISHER’S WIFE. 

The bum gaed glancin’ doon the glen 
and loupit in the sun ; 

The sea*- trout finnih’ irr its wame 
swam gently up and doon, 

Their rooh’ eyes cookit up to 'see the 
bonny flees aboon — 

Wee twinklin’ green an* siller things— 
gae clancih’ o’er the run. " 

Oh, wae, wae for the fisher’s wife 
Wha drees her weird her lane ! 

Oh, wae, wae for the fisher’s wife, 
Wae for the fisher’s wean I 

4 ** 4 * 

He rose up in the cauld rnirk hour that 
comes afore the dawn ; 

‘ ‘ There ’ s saumon swimmin’ in the burn 
V hae swum their last,” quo’ he ; 

1 11 bring ye* grilse by dennei?time ; 
*_ , there sal he ti'out for tea.” 

He strappit tight his mtiokle cred ; he 
; J>U’d his longboots on. 

^^Kk.o’n, pit on your biggest pot ! ” 
He left lier to her lane. 

‘‘Och ay, ay,” said the fisher’s wife. 

Ay,” said the fisher’s wean. . 

Il' cast his flees .at mornin’ tide, he 
■ i^t a^in at 'noon; 

*'‘^^y ,bum ran lauchin’ past 
leached' tfeerec^-: . 


Ye’d say the very chuckie-stanes ; 
were chatterin’ wi’ glee, * i 
And whiles the flees flew lightly up, ! 
and whiles they drifted doon. 

“ It ’s late, late,” sighed the fisher’s ; 
wife. 

We ’ll eat we twa oor lane ; 

Draw in, then,” said the fisher’s! 
wife. 

Ay,” said the fisher’s wean. 

He cast his flees at'evenfa’ ; the moon i 
was peekin’ thro’; 

They danced aboon her siller trail ; 

the tide was rinnin’ strang ; 

A wee wind slippit frae the muir 
•' > sweet wi' the heather tang ; 

The; gulls cam mewin’ in frae sea, their 
white wings damp wi' dew- 
Oh, wae, wae for the fisher’s wife 
Wha sits and sups her lane ! 

Oh, wae, wae for the fisher’s wife, 
Wae for the fisher’s wean ! 

He hboked his fish at dead o’ night 
when a* the warld was still, 
When the thin white mist like a cauld 
corp sheet had row’d the alder- 
tree, 

And a weary lifce a keenin’ soul 
cam up frae the sea ; 


But he brak his wand on a rodon bough 
as the moon gaed yont the hill. 
Oh, wha sal toll the weary wife 
Wha sleeps sae sound her lane ? 
Oh, wha sal tell the wmry wife, 

And wha the weary wean? 

He stood up in the cauld mirk hour 
that comes afore the dawn, 

His coat was wet wi’ the dingin’ 
mist, but a light was in his ee. 
There ’s a saumon swims the 
Machrie bum sal lang remember 
me! 

Wake u^, wake up, ye drowsy wife and 
pit your kettle on ; 

We’ii brew a cup tae the bonny fish 
I ’ll hook ae day again I ” ' 

Och, ay, ay,” said the fisher’s wife. 
“Umph! ” said the fisher’s wean. 

Our linguists. 

From a feuilletm : — 

returned in a few minutes and an- 
nounced the visitor in faultless Kngiish. 

‘ Signor Tillixini.* -Proi'weial 


From a bookseller’s catalogue : — 

** Buskin (J.) Seven Lumps of Architecture, 
illustrations, crown 8vo, 1908."* 

The Albert HaU, we presume, for one. 
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ceocM^c: r\c dadi iaa/icmt crow. His sombre raiment was relieved, the House laughed explained that he 
hbbhrMUt Ur KAKLIAM t N I . however, by a fine string of decorations, did not mean “ Expeditionary Force ** 
Ttissday, February 8th. — Mr. Bald- and, if the truth must be told, there was in the sense in which an Expeditionary 
WIN, in the course of explaining why a deal more colour in what was on his Force was called an Expeditionary 
the King’s Speech contained so scant chest than in what came off it. The Force. He naeant an expedition. Why 
a measure of legislative promise, said Mover of the Address is traditionally the British people, or for the matter 
that towards the end of last Session thought to have a “ difficult and deli- of that the Chinese people, should not 
he had noticed signs of fatigue in the cate duty” to perform, but the inhibi- learn all about the Shanghai Defen- 
House. “ Boredom ” would have better tions all the more entitle him to grace sive Force Mr. MacDonald did not 
described it. The new Session brings his speech with the flower of eloquence explain. 

hope of brighter things. There is to and the perfume of scholarship. Mr. Baldwin said that the measures 

be a Bill to remodel Unemployment Compared with the Mover, the outlined in the King’s Speech were 
Insurance, which will give full scope Seconder of the Address, Major limited to what could be reasonably 
to the legislatively minded. There will MacAndrew, was a veritable bird of got through by the beginning of August, 
be another Bill to recast the law relat- paradise. The door-keeper of a West- in the hope that the House, if not too 
ing to Trade Unions, which will give End cinema could not have had more fatigued, would begin a new Session in 
ample scope to the loud of lung. A Bill bullion disposed about his person. He the following November, 
to compensate long leaseholders for loss represents Kilmarnock, which appears Turning to China, Mr. Baldwin re- 
of goodwill and unexhausted improve- to possess a traditional right to furnish iterated that the Government’s policy 


ments will give the lawyers 
a chance, and a Bill to “ en- 
courage ” the British Film 
industry will give the Liberal 
remnant a chance to furbish 
up their Free Trade thunder- 
bolts. 

A 'pro;pos of Liberals, not 
the least interest of the Ses- 
sion will be provided by the 
Labour Party’s “rush of in- 
telligentsia to the head,” as 
somebody called it, in the 
shape of Lieut.-Oommander 
Kenworthy, Mr. Oswald 
Mosley and Captain Wedg- 
wood Bbnn. Captain Benn’s 
appearance, to be sure, threat- 
ens to be a brief one, but 
even if the Leith Labour 
Party should dismiss him it 
will not be long before he is 
back in the House in the 
other half of Lieut.-Com- 
mander Kenworthy’ s over- 
flow seat. All three are aggres- 
sive debaters, of a type with 










Mr. Baldwin (MaUre dlidtel) to Chainnan of Banquet. “Yes, 
Sir, it’s rather a light dinner, but, I hope, all the more 

EASY OE DIGESTION.” 


looked solely to the protection 
of British lives, and that the 
question of sending forces to 
protect these lives “ was not 
for Mr. Chen.” All the points 
raised by Mr. MacDonald 
had been carefully considered 
by the Cabinet. Mr. Bald- 
win likened the Leader of 
THE Opposition to those Bib- 
lical commentators who were 
continually discovering suc- 
cessive layers of inspiration 
which they classified as 
“ Jahvisb ” or “ Elohist.” He 
was always looking for strata 
of divergent opinion in the 
Cabinet, which had in fact 
bub one policy, that of His 
Majesty’s Government. 

Mr. Pethiok Lawrence 
followed. There is a certain 
type of variety artiste that is 
known in the rude but effi- 
cient vocabulary of the Pro- 
fession as a “ bar-filler.” Mr. 
Pethick Lawrence assumed 


which the Labour Party is not too well the House of Commons with Movers the rdle on this occasion. As he rose 
provided. On the other hand, there and Seconders of Addresses, and made to speak the House rose in search of 
are those in the Party who think that clear the wisdom of tradition’s choice tea, and the rest of the sitting w^as con- 
ib is already overloaded with silk-stock- by the ease with which he stifled an ducted almost entirely for the benefit 
ing Socialists, and that they, the rugged incipient Clydeside inflammation by a of the Strangers’ Gallery, 
sons of toil, have all too little control homoeopathic dose of Burns. Wed^iesday^ Febriiary 

over its destinies. Mr. Kamsay MacDonald congratu- that are dark and for tricks that are 

Mr. Lloyd George’s enigmatic smile, lated the Mover and Seconder of the vain the Heathen Chinee may be pecu- 
when Captain Wedgwood Benn took Address on their facile discharge of liar, but he has also managed to learn a 
his seat on the Labour Bench, was a their task and added that it would be thing or two, Lord Balfour explained 
study. Compared with it the Monna no bad thing if the moderation with to their Lordships’ House, from the 
Lisa’s was a broad grin and the Sphinx’s which the Parliamentary Session always Heathen Bolshivee. The question was 
a guffaw. “ Come on over, Winston ! ” opened could be continued a bit longer, raised by Lord Parmoor, who expressed 
shouted some Socialist wag. Mr. Chur- He found the King’s Speech singularly his party’s official criticism of the wis- 
CHiLL smiled, not enigmatically, and barren of promise and announced that dom of sending out a defence fope to 
shook his head. his Party would fight the Bill to amend Shanghai, and wanted to know if the 

To Mr., Captain, Major or Lieutenant- the law relating to trade unions line by Cantonese were willing to let the ques- 
Colonel Oliver Stanley, as the papers line. Turning to China, he attacked the tion of extra-territorial rights be settled 
variously entitled him (ifc Seems to be a Press for giving so much publicity to by the League of Nations, 
easeof** On, Stanley, on!”), was allotted thedepartureofwhat he told the House Lord Balfour drily congratulated 
the task of moving the Address. He he had never called the Expeditionary Lord Parmoor on merely charging the 
wore Court dress and by comparison Force. Five minutes later he called it Government with folly when some of | 
with his gorgeous Seconderlooked a very the “Expeditionary Force,” and when his party were chai'ging it with criminal 
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imbecility. The Government had no old Welsh wizardry he declared that the its Bill, said it reminded him of a 
designs on China and no aim in sending Chinese were the only Conservatives soldier about to be tried by court- 
troops other than to protect British left in the world except the Liberal martial who was asked if he objected 

^ .. . /-Ml » /-M 4 -^ 4'V'*^ iTM'oc'in /anr nr r.nA AAnVT*. Al' nlC! 


lives. What they talked of as China, I Council, 
he explained, was six war-lords 
with six armies which, like the 
maids with the mops in ‘‘ The • 

■^^alrus and the Carpenter,” had 
been sweeping it for half a year, » \ • ■ n-i j 

and each of whom wanted to be . ' ' ■ 
recognised as the Government of , ! 

China, and became infuriated if i' I . ■ 

any dealings were had with any * . 

other war-lord. There was there- I ‘ i ^ 

fore no question which the League 
of Nations could or would deal 
with. 

Lord Beading, speaking for the ^ 5^ 

Liberal Party, supported Lord 
Balfouh, and Lord Pabmooe, 
speaking for himself and the other 
five war-lords of Socialism, with- 
drew the demand for papers. 

In tbe House of Commons the 
assault on the King’s Speech was 
resumed by Mr. Thomas, who 
drew an amusiifg picture of the 
various Ministers coming to Mr. 

Baldwin about their various 

pledges to introduce legislation on 

the reform of tbe Lords, Poor 

Law Eeform, the Eight-Hour Day ^ /. 

and the Factory Acts, and being 

told, Leave all that to me ; ” 

whereafter Mr. Baldwin had come Jjord Bali 01 


to the president of the court or his 
colleagues. ‘‘I object,” said the 
victim vehemently, “ to the whole 

lot of you.” ** Parting com- 

, pany,” as he put it, with Mr. 
Lloyd George, he intimated that 
he saw a deal more red about 
■ in every part of the world than 
ill‘ he liked. 

Mr. Snowden charged the Gov- 
ernment with doing everything 
possible to increase the burdens 
on industry and prevent the re- 
vival of trade.” There really was 
nothing to be added after that, 
and the House, fearing that 
/-> somebody might try to add it, 
quickly adjourned. 

Thursday, Febrtmry UHk — Sir 
v/ W. Joynson-Hickb told the House 
i ' that he had set up a Departmental 

i ) ; Committee to “inquire into the 
■ working of the Shop (Early Clos- 


ing) Acts,” 


others — that while the 
Foreign Secretary was an 
earnest worker for peace, 
worthy of every support, 
there loomed behind him the 
sinister figures of the Colon- 
ial Secretary and the Chan- 
cellor OP THE Exchequer, 
ever eager to urge him into 
dangerous courses. 

Mr. Lloyd George re- 
gretted that bheKing'sSpeech 
en visaged no attempt to deal 
with increasing unemploy- 
ment, and intimated that tbe 
Cabinet had achieved unity 
only by throwing aside every 
controversial topic they had 
promised to deal with. Ho 
dealt with China in a spirit 
of amiable approval of Sir 
, Austen’s peace elforts, and 
; declared, no doubt with his 
the Chancellor in 
J* whd,. that he was less afraid 
than of the “ see- 
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a touch of tbe 


FLUTIER IN THE LABOUR DOVE-COTE. 
(Willow-pattern style), 

Mr. C. P. Trevelyan and Dr. Haden Guest. 


to see whether 


Dora should have another lease 
of obnoxious life. It is to be one 
Mij, of thoseOommittees^he explained, 
on which the various interests 
{meaning anybody hut the public) 
^ are represented. 


told, “Leave all that to me;” AnsweringaquostionofLieut.- 

whereafter Mr. Baldwin had come hord Baliovr {inrepli/ to Lord Bailmoou during the Col. Howard-Bury on the high 
down to the House and said in Eou&e of Lords' debate on China). “You must in thesb price of antediluvian taxicabs, the 
effect, “Poor things, you look plain and simple course of dutu. jJomj.; . Hkcretaky pointed out 

You CANNOT FINESSE,” , ... V i . 


down to the House and said in House of Lords' debate on China). “You must in these price of antediluvian taxicabs, the 
effect, “Poor things, you look plain and simple course of dutu. jJomj.; . Hkcretaky pointed out 

fatigued. You really must not cannot finesse, many of tlicm belonged to 

work such long hours.” Mr. Churchill, referring to Mr. “retired” soldiers. Presumably the 

Turning to China, Mr. Thomas took Thomas’s query as to why the Govern- difference botweou retired an<l ex-sol- 
the line-y-one that commends itself to ment had not consulted the kade diersisthattheformernever die. They 
tbe Socialist Front Bench above all [ unions before deciding to proceed with ; simply fade away— -like their cabs. 


A motion of sympathy hav- 
ing been presented by the 
IhuMB Minister and some 
eloquent tributes paid by the 
Party leaders to the late Em- 
peror of Japan, the House 
settled down to hear Mr, 
Trevelyah (who, like certain 
other ex-LiberalSt was a be- 
little-Englander long before 
he became a Socialist) move 
the^ Socialist Amendment 
calling for the withdrawal of 
troops from China. Ho in- 
sisted that more troops were 
not needed to defend the 
British In Shanghai, and that 
those sent, while they might 
protect people in Siianghai, 
would greatly endanger the 
six thousand British in other 
parts of China, The Govern- 
ment’s case, as outlined by 
Sir Austen Chamberlain, 
was that its advisers on the 
spot took a diametrically op- 
posite view. Before sitting 
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down he conveyed the welcome informa- 
tion that the situation in China seemed 
to be easing and that agreement with 
Mr. Chen was more likely. 

Mr. Mosley, who has many thorns 
under his tongue (as would say), 

a good voice and a fine effrontery in 
the face of unacceptable facts, referred 
to the Socialist Party as *‘the most 
united party he had ever been in.” 

Its unity was promptly shown when 
Dr. PIaden Guest — a most unwelcome 
guest at the feast of I.L.P. unreason — 
opposed the Amendment and roundly 
declared that it in no sense represented 
the united opinion of the Labour move- 
ment. Sir Alfbed Mond defended the 
reputation of the British trader in China ; 
Sir Eobeet Hoene pleaded that the 
House should be united in proclaiming 
Britain’s goodwill towards China ; Mr. 
MacDonald attempted to tone down 
some of the asperities of the I.L.P.’s 
denunciations, andMr. Looker-Lambson 
wound up the debate. 


“As the ‘ gateaux ’ are sometimes about the 
size of a walnut, one gets a very meagre tea for 
25 francs— plus the tip. Ten shillings for tea 
for two ! And, of course, that does not include 
cloakroom fees and sundry ‘ pourbois.’ ” 

. Evening Paper, 

** For- wood be our watch- word ! ” as the 
hall-porter says. 


SELF-CRITICiSM IN EXCELSIS. 

[Variations on a theme suggested by the 
momentous declaration of Mr. McCormack, 
who has announced, “ I am not the greatest 
tenor in the world.”] 

G. B. S. 

Though -Elizabethan crudity 
I ’ve shown up in its nudity 
And Shakespeare from his pinnacle 
have hurled, 

Yet in moments of self-scrutiny 
And suicidal mutiny 
I feel I ’m nob the saviour of the 
world. 

W. E. 1. 

Though hip and thigh I ’ve smitten 
The too complacent Briton 
And shown him the abyss to which 
we drift, 

Though the Anglo-Cats berate me 
And Trade Union leaders slate me 
I ana not the gloomiest Dean— 
look at Swift, 

W. S. 0. 

Though I ’ve held more State portfolios 
And emerged from more imbroglios 
Than any other Minister or man ; 
Though earth and air and ocean 
Have assisted my promotion, 

Still I ’m not the greatest Churchill 
of my clan. 


J. H. T. 

I began with engine-driving 
And succeeded in arriving 
In the Cabinet of Nineteen-tweuty- 
four ; 

My traducers think me slimmer 
Than any other trimmer,' 

But I ’m not the wiliest Welshman 
on the floor. 

T. H. C. 

Though my books are read by Chilians, 
Bessarabians and Brazilians, 

And into many millions now have run, 
Yet, since the Queen of Sheba 
Never heard of me or Greeba, 

I am not the greatest prophet ’neath 
the sun. 

H. G. W. 

Though I ’ve scrapped the scribes who 
toadied 

Bonaparte, and exploded 
Alexander’s claims to eminence as 
well; 

Though I ’ve rectified Divinity 
And simplified infinity 
I’m not a better seller than Miss 
Dell. 


“ Botli masts and bowsprit [of the Governor’s 
new yacht] are to be Duilt of Oregon pine with 
the rigging specially insulted so as not to affect 
wireless.”— Pap&r, 

This sounds perilously like Use majestd. 







RED TAPE IN THE HOME. 

Thebts is probably ’no man in the! 
whole of the ]3ritish Civil Service with 
‘a more conscientious respect for the 
rules of official procedure than my friend 
Arthur ‘Widdleswick. Nor is his ex- 
traordinarily methodical habit of mind 
reserved for official hours, for I have in 
my desk examples of his private corre- 
spondence over a period of some years, 
and eachletter bears a reference number 
and is couched in irreproachable official 
English. I liave reason to know too 
that my own letters to him are all care- 
fully filed and indexed, and that be has 
been to the trouble of making a iMgis 
of those which be regards as ‘^prece- 
dents.’' 

Not until recently, however, did I dis- 
cover that the domestic routine of the 
Widdleswicks is carried out punctiliously 
by means of a series of minutes and 
references’on paper closely approximat- 
ing, I understand, to the system followed 
gtn Arthur's department, one of the older 
more conservative offices in White- 

hWick ^yas good enough to 
ap old Iriend, to peruse 



many of those interesting ‘‘files,*' and, 
although lio was at first reluctant to give 
me permission to make their contents 
public, he at last agreed with mo that it 
would be a good thing if his system wore 
more widely followed, and consented to 
my making certain extracts. 1 found it 
somewhat difficult to make a selection 
from the wealth of material at my dis- 
posal, but perhaps the two series of 
minutes which follow will give some 
general idea of the system followed and 
of its results. 

Here then are the minutes on Case 
NO.XY0098/25:— 

Arthur, — New curtains are badly 
wanted for bedroom. Submitted for 
, consideration, please. 

W. W. 3/9/1925. 

Winifred, -—With reference to the 
.foregoing minute, it does not appear to 
have been made quite clear to which 
bedroom you refer. Please be good 
enough to amplify accordingly. 

A. W. 4/9/1925. 

Arthur^ — Back bedroom. 

. W.W. 4/9/1925. 

Winifred, — Please complete Form 
: YZ248. Also please state : — 


(a) Date of purchase of pro.scnt cur- [ 
laiu'^. 

(b) Whoihorpresent condition, which ; 

you stato is such as to warrant renewal, j 
is wholly attrihutablo to fair wear and | 
tear. 1 f not, state to what exkmt it is so : 
attributable and to wliat extent it is 
attributable to other circumstances, and * 
to what other circumstances in parti- ’ 
cular. j 

(c) From what date it is proposetl i 

that renewal (if any) should take ’ 
effect, ! 

(d) Whether you have obtained any j 

estimates for new curtains. ' ' 

A.w. 


of 


Arthur, — In reply to your minute 
24th instant : — 

(а) About 1912, but am unable to 
state precise date without reference to 
previous papers. 

(б) Partly to fair wear and tear, and 
partly to your having burnt one or 
two holes in them by means of lighted 
cigarettes. 

(e) Immediately. 

(d) No^ estimates obtained pending 
your decision on tbe general question 
of principle involved. This is in accord- 
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“Now SHOWING, LADY.” 

“Thank you, we’vb already seen it.” 


ance with Precedent No. 877 of 
1916. 

Form YZ248 herewith. Omission 
regretted. W. W. 25/9/1925. 

WiNiFHED, — I am afraid this file has 
been inadvertently overlooked for some 
weeks. Delay regretted. Please attach 
papers relating to the precedent referred 
to at {d) above. A. W. 3/12/1925. 

Aethuk, — They are not with me. I 
sent them to yon on 1/7/1922. 

W.W. 4/12/1925. 

WiNiFEED, — They do not seem to be 
with me now. In the circumstances 
estimates may be obtained in order to 
avoid delay. A. W. 8/12/1925, 

Arthur, — Estimates herewith. 

W.W. 12/12/1925. 

Memo. 

In view of impending Christmas 
holidays hold over till 29/12/1925. 

A. W. 12/12/1925. 

Winifred,— Please say whether there 
is any change in the position since the 
date of your last minute. 

A. W. 30/12/1925. 

Arthur, — Yes; mother says she can 
no longer bear sight of curtains, so is 
having some new ones sent to us to- 
morrow as a New Year’s gift. 

W.W. 31/12/1925. 

Memo, 

(1) Eecord as useful precedent. 

(2) Put away. A. W. 1/1/1926. 

It is scarcely to be wondered at, per- 
haps, that Arthur’s long official experi- 
ence told in the long run and, in face 
even of his wife’s impetuosity, enabled 
this matter of the curtains to be brought 
to what one must regard as an emin- 
ently satisfactory and economically 
sound conclusion. On the other hand I 
have discovered that Arthur’s wife has 
proved herself an apt disciple of the 
official method, and on certain matters 
is practically invincible. Here, for , in- 
stance, is Case No. SQJ8896/26: — 

Winifred, — Pink-and-white striped 
shirt is deficient in buttons. Will you 
please take necessary action ? 

A. W. 1/6/1926. 

Arthur, — I have been unable to 
trace pink-and-white striped shirt in 
wardrobe. Please verify. Do you refer 
to crushed-strawberry-and-cream striped 
shirt? W.W. 2/6/1926. 

Winifred,— Call it what you like, 
but please put the buttons on. Urgent. 

A.W. 3/6/1926. 

Arthur, — This is not altogether sat- 
isfactory. In order that there may be 
no confusion as to identity of shirt in 
question please say whether the shirt 


enclosed herewith is the garment to 
which you refer. W. W. 4/6/1926. 

Winifred, —Yes. A. W. 4/6/1926. 

Arthur, — I am afraid this has been 
inadvertently overlooked for a few days. 
Delay regretted. Present stock of but- 
tons of appropriate size is unfortunately 
exhausted. It is hoped that a further 
supply will shortly be available, and 
the matter will then receive immediate 
attention. W.W. 13/6/1926. 

Winifred,— Noted, thanks; butplease 
expedite. Very urgent. 

! A,W. 14/6/1926. 

Arthur, — With reference to the fore- 
going minutes, buttons of appropriate 
size are now available, but I am unable 
to trace the shirt, which seems to have 


become detached from the papers. Is it 
with you, please ? W. W. 18/6/1926. 

Winifred, — Yes ; wearing it without 
buttons. A.W. 18/6/1926. 

Memo. 

Noted for future reference in connec- 
tion with any similar application. 

W.W. 19/6/1926. 

Author's postscri])t. 

By the way, I have just received a 
note from Arthur (EeferenceNo. ^‘Shirts, 
etc., 1654/1926 ”), in which he tolls me 
that he has under consideration amodi- 
' fication of his system whereby certain 
matters of a strictly personal character 
may in future, on the grounds of special 
urgency, be dealt with by means of 
personal interviews. 
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LAST WORD. 


You cannot argnewith a garageman, once more. „ ^ r-j 

neither will he be interested in your “You’ll find she’ll be allrightnow.” Second Garage Man was exceedingly 
ideas. He will listen to them with the he assured me. “W’s possible your active with scie\\s. He paused loi a 
tolerant air of a* family doctor who petrol tank wants draining. Next time moment, swooped down upon some re- 
allows a patient to babble of bis symp- it ’s getting low it might be worth while luctantobject m the interior and dragged 
toms and then kindly but firmly assures to have it done. Good morning.’ it forth to the light of day. He glared at 


When George returned the blown-out “ I don’t bolieve it ’s the carburetter,” 
lets he was busy with the spanner I announced, but to all intents and mi - 
once more. POses I addressed the empty air. ^ a?ho 


Second Garage Man was exceedingly 


allows a patient to babble of his symp- 
toms and then kindly but firmly assures 
him that that^ is not re-ally what he is 
feeling. That is only what he feels he 
is feeling. 


it with an expression of ferocity blended 

feelin^^. That is only what he feels he On the following morning I returnecl, with triumph, and handed it over to me. 
is feelm^^. grimly triumphant. ' She was not ^ It was the wretched remains of a poor 

I found this out when I took my car all right — a fact which I pointed out little cylinder of wire-gau;!:e, crumpled 
down to the works the other day. with some fluency to another Gaj'age in tho middle and with a tiny hole on 
“ Good morning,” said the Garage Man, who greeted me with the same one side. I am prepared to swear that 
Man, stepping briskly for- 1 — — 


-•i.V' ■' 

•'ir ;• 








i' 


ward; what's the trou- ^ ^ Ijll /.J 

We?” . '''I™. ’ !<lHi I 

“A sticky valve, I ‘think, ” il '■A'--' - V 

I replied in all good faith. ■ ; -ifi. fii bv.-.'l.tf, iv ' 

“Ab,” murmured the G.M. I'i, •> ■'?’? ‘ 

doubtfully. _ i "- 

I went on to explain “ the ' I 

trouble ” in detail. “So you ^ 

with his hand on the span- ’WlipifiB i ' ^ 

“Did you blow out the ^ ^ fj 

jets?” he inquired. I was ii’ pi 

certain from his tone that 

the question was merely -per- Master of clumsy dancing, “jNUy I have thk pl] 

functory. 'Whether 1 had Sibyl?” 

blown them out or not they “ Ckmaiklv. Esiiosn. m 

were going to bo blown out Z 

now. However, I determined to make I briskness and listened with tho same 




Master of clumsy dancing, “]\Uy I have thk pleasuiu; of 

TUB NEXT DANCE, SlBYL?” 

Sibyl {who knoxos him), “ Ci:nT.iiNLY, EsiioxD, if you can 

FIND A PAETNBR.” 


a fight for it. 

“ I did,” I replied. 


scepticism. 

“ Sounds to me like the carburetter,” 


one side. I am prepared to swear that 

tho thing hadn't l)een like 

that before he hooked it out. 
It had simply whited with 
fright, and i sympatliiseil 
with it. 

“That’s it, of course,” 
said G.M. II. “ Petrol filter 's 
goito, George, bring another 
petrol filter here.” 

When all was in order once 
more he stepped back and 
regarded liis liandi work allec- 

** George, you \l better run 
hot out for a few minutes,” 
kSr ho commanded, and then, 

^ suddenly rememberiiig that 

iH the car diit belong to rnc, 

B added, as a kindly after- 

m thought, “ perhaps you \l like 

■ ^ to go too.” 

H I George jumped in, and I 
f V\ reluctantly, rogis- 

I taring bitterness. 

I ,’||i We did a consistent forty- 
I five on tho level, and then 

ailF headed for one of our 

P(f" worst hills^ — a thing like the 
side of a house, with masty 
curves. I began to hope once 
/ more, but my Httlo brute 

y flow up it on top,- which slie 

‘ has never done ior mo. For 

isuRK OF the first time i began to dis- 
like her heartily. 

^ ^ At tljo top Georg© slowed 

down a little and turned to me. 

“ Seems all right now,” he remarked, 
grinning sardonically. 

** Try accelerating ” I suggested, and 


* Under pressure?” he persisted, with he announced when I had finished, and then rejoiced, for clearly and definitely 
an eagle eye on me. possessed himself of a spanner from the she spat at him, hesitated, cleared her 

/ *\7 T _ .T - n n. -1 j t . , . * , „ ^ .. r - ' 


“ Yes— my own,” I admitted sulkily, atmosphere, even as the other had done, throat and spat again. 
He discarded the spanner and used “Not the carburetter,” I almost “That's what I < 
V. _ shrieked ; “ that was all done yester- explained tircdly, “ I 

George, he called, “get these jets day. I am quite sure it’s a valve.” ” 

wnout.’’ , . , - “Jets blown out?” he inquired im- “Choke in tho pel: 


blown out.” _ . « “Jets blown out?” 1 

George disappeared and the G.M. passively. . 
dripped a ^ .small quantity, of petrol “ Yes, under pressure- 
from the aluminium chamber into his time,” 

This was nlainlv a c 


-George’s this j 



^ — you use petrol from the yellow for the moment. 


This was plainly a check, but only ! 


.Vlook at. this.’ in “i>icltbey look at the plunger?” he again?” I turned it on quickly and 
seitnshand were a few grains asked, and kid hold of an entirely new enjoyed the result. Whan he could see 

bit of the carburetter. * again George climbed back and we 


“ Did they look at the plunger ?” he again?” I turned it on 


“ZViajJ’s what I complain of,” I 
explained tirediy, “I'm sure it’s a 

“Choke in tho petrol pipe,” inter- 
rupted George hastily. 

He turned off the petrol and climbed 
out. 

“Now,” he said, bending over tho 
pipe, “could you turn on the petrol 

T .Ii 




started for home. There was an atmo- 
sphere of strain between ns. 

‘*I don't think," I remarked imper- 
sonally, “ there 's much wrong with the 
petrol supply." 

George cast a malignant glance at 
me out of a bloodshot eye. 

“ Your dynamo chain wants tighten- 
ing," he snapped spitefully. I allowed 
him the point. He was obviously 
weakening. 

“At the same time," I added, “I 

don't see how that can affect " I 

didn't finish the sentence. It was a 
lonely road and mechanics are strong 
men. 

We returned in silence. The G.M. 
greeted us on the threshold. 

I “ All right ? " he inquired genially, 

“ Not a bit," I replied. blandly. 

The G. M.'s face clouded, then bright- 
ened. “ Switch off the engine a mo- 
ment, George," he said. Then he bent 
down over the starting-handle and gave 
it two or three turns. 

“ Ha I " he murmured, and straight- 
ened himself with the Imht of discovery 
shining in his eyes. “ George," he said, 
“the compression's pretty weak. I 
shouldn't be surprised if it 's a valve." 


FOETY HOESB-POWEE. 

Daddy has bought a great new car 
Where forty horses hide ; 

They're magicked there — oh, yes, they 
are — 

All day in its inside ; 

But when I'm tucked in bed at night, 
And Mummy calls, “ Sweetheart, 
Here comes your Daddy's car in sight ! " 
Then all the secrets start. 

For then she kisses me and goes 
Down from my nursery, 

And neither she nor Daddy knows 
The next thing — only me : 

Soon as she 's gone, you see, I fly 
Out through the window straight 
To our garage, where anxiously 
The forty horses wait. 

There is no car when I arrive — 
Someone 's unwitched them all ; 

They 're prancing horses, live as live, 
Who whinny when I call; 

I kiss each one between his eyes, 

All in fair turns, and then 
Away we go until sunrise, 

When we come home again. 

It is quite secret all we do; 

There 's no one knows, but they 


And me, the places we go to — 

We never tell by day; 

But sometimes when Dad drives me out 
He says, “I like this car; 

It 's whispering secrets — what about ? " 
. Well, I know what they are. E. T. 

“UKIVEBSITY BOAT RACE. 
CAMBRIGE STILL EXPERIMENTING. 
ORDER OP ROWING AND WEIGHTS. 

. st lb 

C. E. Wool-Lewis (Third Trinity) (bow) . . 11 12 

T. E. Letchworth (Christ’s) 12 1 

J. C. Holoroft(Peinbrolce) 12 1 

R. Beesly (First Trinity) 12 § 

L. V. Bevau (Lady Margaret) 13 4 

J.B. Bell (Jesus).: T...,. 13 0 

S. K. Tubbs (Oaius) 12 2 

B. J. Elies (Trinity Hall) (stroke)..- 11 5 

Sir J. Croft (Brasenose) (cox) 9 OJ” 

Stinday Paper, 

Among their experiments the Light 
Blues appear to have knocked the d" 
out of “Cambridge"; but, if they persist 
in annexing the Oxford cox, the Dark 
Blues will soon put it back again. 

“ Minerals of all descriptions abound, and in 
the course of our trip we saw lead, silver, 
copper, gold, asbestos and micah.** 

New Zealand Paper, 

Most disappointing that so much po- 
tential wealth should end in merely a 
minor prophet. 
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MORE JACKDAW IN GEORGIA. 

The Man with a Trowel. 

{After Mrs. AmA Wickbam) 

I. — The Gift. 

I WILL tear from the soil an onion in its pride 
And, weeping, carry it to my laughing bride ; 

Thus will I hold it, thus enchant her eyes, 

And bid my love be healthy and glad and wise. 

Gold are the tresses that crown her with light, 

But more golden the gift I bring to her sight ; 

At a joyous feast shall the praise be said 
Of a golden bulb and a golden head. 

And even as, beneath this golden skin, 

Whiteness on whiteness folds its scent within, 

So in the coifed sweet head of my young bride 
White thoughts with white thoughts mix and dreams 
abide. 

I will tear from the soil an onion in its pride 
And, weeping, carry it to my laughing bride ; 

Thus will I hold it, thus enchant her eyes, 

And bid my love be healthy and glad and wdse, 

ir. — COMHONSENSE. 

I keep a hedgehog in my mind, 

He lives on fancies. 

He *s Commonsense. 

He eats the gay swift flies of my romances 
With diligence. 

He swallows the grey grubs of care 
And keeps me sane, 

But wild thoughts stir and wing into the air; 

He works in vain. W. K. S. 


THE GENTLEMAN FROM NAPLES. 

Why the gentleman from Naples wished to go to Norwich 
I did not know then and I do not know now. But he did. 
An acquaintance of mine wrote and informed me of the fact, 
asking me to meet him at Victoria Station and pilot him 
safely across London to Liverpool Street. 

I was quite pleased at the idea and saw at once the part 
expected of me. After all, it is just these pleasant little 
acts of courtesy to the individual foreigner that link nation 
to nation in friendship and goodwill. 

The gentleman from Naples would he tall and distin- 
guished— a Count or perhaps even a Prince. I should step 
forward and greet him with a bluff but sincere English hand- 
shake. He would admire my car, admire my skill in driving, 
admire the traffic, the omnibuses, the policemen. I hearf 
myself saying, ‘<That is St. Paurs,’’ and ‘‘Here we are in 
the heart of the City,” He would be properly grateful ; but, 
waving his thanks aside, I should put him into the right 
train, shake him once more bluffly but sincerely by the hand, 
and there the matter would end, 

It was of course just possible that he might almost force 
me to promise to spend next August at his villa— -one of his 
villas — on Capri. His yacht too would be nice. 

I took special pains to polish the car, and it really looked 
quite irnpressive when 1 drove up to the arrival platform. 
The train came in, but in the ensuing pandemonium I saw 
no tall noblcEoan waiting anxiously for me to rescue* him 
the crowd. There was, however, one passenger who 
at me — a small dai'k creature with curly hair 
S^^fe^^ointed moustache, laden with packages, bundles, 
b oxes and overcoats. He approached with an 
smile which I mechanically answered. In a 


moment he liad sprung at me and planted a loud wet kiss on 
my cheek, while parcels of all descriptions fell in showers 
around our embrace. Yes, ho was the gentleman from 
Naples. 

In vain I tried to interrupt liis flow of several different 
languages; he was not to be hushed up. I saw that tiio 
best' thing to do was to get him into tlie car as quickly as 
possible' and drive him away. After successfully stowing 
all the assorted packages on the back seats and concealing 
them with a rug, I was just pushing him on board when 
his general harangue of greeting suddenly turned into a 
more practical channel and he began a declamation on the 
text “ bagaglio” There was evidently more luggage. 

He darted off to find it. I darted too, as I did not w’ish 
to be left, perhaps for ever, with a car full of preposterous [ 
packages. With tlie aid of a crowd of interested spectators | 
I managed to discover the salient facts of the luggage situ- I 
atioD, and with their aid induced him to return to the cur | 
while I took steps to retrieve his bagaglio. | 

But yes, ho knew the automobile, the beautiful, the blue * 
one ; he saw it now ; he would go there to await my illus- j 
trious return. I heaved a sigh of relief and went in search I 
of a black trunk {imporiantmimo) from Naples. Having : 
found it and appeased the Customs cflicor, 1 consigned it ! 
to a porter and made my way back to the road. t 

The car was there, the packages were there, but the 
gentleman from Naples had disappeared. After searching i 
everywhere in vain I had almost decided to drive home, | 
packages or no packages, when I suddenly caught sight of ‘ 
their owner. i 

I must here explain that my car is aCrawIey-Oxtod and, ! 
as all the world knows, half the cars on the road arc of the , 
same make. One Crawley-Oxted is as like another as twin- \ 
brothers. I therefore understood the situation at once when j 
I saw the gentleman from Naples pulling a tliin black cigar 
as he sat complacently in tlie front seat of a Crawley-Oxtcd 
standing only a short distance beyond iny own. ! 

Just as I was about to stop forward and claim him, a 
large man in a check overcoat appeared from nowhovo 
and began asking him questions, beginning with “What | 

the ? ” “ Who the ? ** “ Why the--? The ! 

gentleman from Naples had started answering them do- j 
quently in his own language when, on turning round, ho , 
suddenly became aware of the absence of his parcels. One 
then recognised the insignificance of the largo man’s j 
violence; it was pale pleading compared with the itispirod i 
imprecations of his uninvited passenger. 

My own knowledge of Italian, largely founded as it is on ! 
the study of an Ei^lish translation of the Divma Vommedia, ; 
was insufficient to allow me to follow the discussion, but 1 
recognised such words as thief, traitor and assassin. | 

The large man looked thunderstruck, as was only natural I 
in one who, on finding a strange foreigner in his car, was I 
being accused of stealing the said foreigner’s property. 1 
It was at this point that I did something lor which any 
decent man who believes in hospitality, international gootl- 
will and the League of Nations will condemn me. I slipped 
into my own car, pressed the starter button, put tlie gear in 
reverse, and backed down the road. When 1 had retreated 
to a safe distance I hailed a taxi and, after stealthily tran- 
shipping the packages, gave the man double fare to Liver- j 
pool Street and told him he would find his passenger biting j 
his own hat at a gentleman further up the platform, i 

Even by this dastardly device I had not got quite clear. 
On turning out of the station gates I discovered a large 
melon rolling about on the floor at the back, and 1 had a 
horrid moment throwing it out in a quiet turning off Victoria 
Street, 

I have decided to spend next August as usual— at Bognor. 




M*^FB.REES. 


With seat secure and sensitive strong hand 
On Shaun Spadah he won the Jlintree ^^Qrand^^; 
Extracted from the Welsh^ that gallant people — 
3^ smarter jockey ever chased a steeple. 
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Offended Dignity (in howler). ‘‘Was you staiun* at mk?” 

The Other . “Not mb. I seed all I can beak op yer at a gianci:.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerks) 

To understand the Woman’s Movement of the ’sixties it 
is , vital to realise what it strove to replace. If it is regarded, 
as it largely was in its own time, as an immodest attempt 
to thrust female legs into bloomers, it must be remembered 
that practically the only alternative to bloomers then avail- 
able was the five simultaneous petticoats described by 
Florence Nightingale. The five-petticoat and bloomer 
schools, irreconcilable as Thomisbs and Scotists, have 

hardly influenced Lady Stephen’s ctnd Girton 

College (Constable). Lady Stephen is a very feminine 
feminist, and the temper of her chronicle is as gracious as 
it is enthusiastic. Personally I am not so convinced as her 
first chapter would have me be that all limitation implies 
inferiority ; or that the whole business of providing women 
with men’s opportunities was well and wisely undertaken. 
I can conceive a great spirit as not less usefully employed in 
‘‘ ironing the muslins ” of Miss Davies’s youth than in sitting 
on the committees of her old age. But the history of the 
seventy-odd years that intervened between these polar activi- 
ties is of the first social, political and educational import- 
ance; and the careers of Miss Davies, Mme. Bodichon, Miss 
Garrett Anderson) and their friends and 
in the best tradition of single-hearted pioneers, 
appears to have been the statesman, Madame 
hatVe had the vision and held the purse-strings, 
i 4s amusing tp note, was largely a paternal 


one; and the attractive daughter of the M.P. for Norwich ’ 
was seen at her best in the lady’s traditional idle of the | 
wise distributor of masculine wealth. This inconsistency, 1 
and a hundred others as pleasant, only add to tho human * 
charm of a supremely interesting book. j 

For literary purposes tho United States continues to igtiorc 
its unitedness and exploit regions more ** regional ” than 
those of Europe. New England started game ; the 
Middle West followed suit ; and now the South lias turned 
up Miss Elizabeth Madox Eobbrts, whose first novel deals f 
with low life in Kentucky, In tho career of Ellen Chmer, 
a typical ^^poor white,” Miss Boberts has tried to depict a ' 
panorama of life both local and universal I congratulate 
her on the inspiration of the venture, but I can only credit 
The Time of Man (Carr) with a partial measure of success. . 
It is a long story, and its cosmic design tends to disappear 
under an accumulation of interesting but unessential detail 
Its author’s outlook is pessimistic. To wliat end this pro- 
fuse and often painful raising of tobacco, turkeys and chil- 
dren ?” is the sum of her attitude towards the activities of ! 
her native state, Ellen^ when young, is equally given to ! 
misgivings — and with cause. Her parents are poor coarse ; 
folk, leading a vagabond life on the road or bartering a large 
degree of independence for a small degree of comfort as farm- 
hands. However Ellen grows in girlish favour and rustic 
competence, wins a certain social prestige and acquires a 
wooer. How the wooer drifts away and Ellen, casually 
married, declines into the overcast endurance of middle-age, 
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is the touching theme of the lasfc half 
of the book. Its end sees her on the ^ ^\\ ^ 
road again with her children and her .If 
unsatisfactory mate. In spite of its 111 \\l! 
heroic, structure and individual passages |1 
of great charm, the cumulative effect of \llil 
the story is an enervating one. Miss lllu 1| 

Eobee^s, I feel, has stressed the pas- ■ I f ull*t 
sions of her characters at the expense 11 1 1 1 
of their profounder relations to life. . Il\ I ! 

Shires and ’Brorinces (Eyee and Spot- | j 
tiswoode) is, authored by Sabeetache '\ |i 
of The Tatter and illustrated in line and ‘|kI j 
colour by Mr, Lionel Edwaeds. A j I 
prominent feature has been made here W 
of hound history, past and present, || 
fifteen packs being noticed. Now, con- | 
sidering that there are at least one- 1 1 P I ‘ 
hundred - and - fifty packs in Great ' J j 
Britain and that in any work thereon |l 1*^ 
must of obligation be included Beau- L 
fort, Belvoir, Cottesmore, Pytchley and |1 
Quorn, what to draft for his remaining I'! 
ten must have been difficult for Sabee- \‘ 

TACHE to decide. A fairly representative 
lot have, however, been ‘‘put on," 
though, somewhat to my surprise, no iiffira 

Yorkshire establishment is amongthem. n;;! p I™ 4 U 

I am glad to be reminded that the fi IllHi 

I modern fox and galloping hound can ' 
still put up the old-fashioned long- ' L| |l ||i 
distance hunt, which I had thought | || ^ 

till recently as obsolete as the Old || tu|| 

Towler type of hound whose slowness ffllljMffl'nM I 
was, I 'd have said, the /ons et origo of 
such processions. Sabeetache how- 
ever recalls the Belvoir run from Claw- ‘j ! * 
son Thorns of January 1926; he may 
well remember it, for did it not in four 
hours .cover twenty-nine miles? and iiil)||l| W 

was not Sabeetache of the few for- ' | 

t unate. ones who saw something of a iJ I | I a 

historic hunt ? Royalty was out, more- ' | ||« i|| 

over, and the fox, perhaps to celebrate [ II 1 ||mi 
the fact, crossed a country where the i 

first James had hunted in 1604 — the j i|j jj -Hi I 
bagged hare, probably. And the pic- 11m 

tures ?. Well, did I start on Mr. Edwaeds 
I should cover twenty-nine miles too ; 
but just look at the pen-and-ink of 
that Badminton fox — he*s had nearly 
as much as he wants — ^nipping over a ^ ^ Mother. “ Isn’t 
wall; and, if any weU-disposed person 
Wishes to send me a seasonable gift, I d Mother. “ Op cc 

adore to have the original, in colour Father] “No. 

this, of that lovely sombre thing, 
those few couple of Cottesmore hounds flying like shad- 
ows, a dark pasture, a dark sky. 









Mother. “ Isn’t it deeadful, aptee all the money spent on his education, 
Chables has decided to be a jazz drummer?** 

Father. “ Quite impossible 1 ’* 

Mother. “ Or course I told him you would never consent.*^ 

Father. “No. I mean he *ll never play the drum well enough.’* ' 


those few couple of Cottesmore hounds flying like shad- families on both sides, fell in love with her in his brisk 
ows, a dark pasture, a dark sky. Californian way, and carried her off to San ITrancisco, where 

* - she became, from English Mr. Vaohell's point of view, 

Miss Gertrude Atherton once wrote a book called A m J 5 Ja?zic (Hutchinson). It was certainly a very 

American Wives and English Eiishands. ^ Mr. Horace comfortably upholstered exile, for Chet not only had his 
Annesley Vaciiell, hailing from the opposite side of the millions, but kept on adding to them, and was as generous 
Atlantic, has described the complementary partnership, and as American husbands have the no doubt well-founded 
told the story of an American husband and an English reputation of being ; still Lucy was at first a little out of 
wife.^ For Chester ^ (or Chet) Goioland, dollar millionaire, it, for she had come to a land where the language, in spirit 
arriving at Dinard in search of holiday and health, found even more than in idiom, was foreign to her, and the values 
there Lucy d' Aguilar, daughter of a ne'er-do-well father of Burlingame were other than those of Dorrington Court, 
and a lymphatic mother, but of the very best English Mr. Vaohell’s longish and leisurely book, in which twenty 
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years or so separate the last page from the first, is in fact 
a study of discrepancies and adjustments, and his notations 
are extremely delicate and precise. Lucy cannot understand 
the industrious idealism of her husband, bent on imking a 
fortune to the greater glory of his native land. But Mr, 
Vachell understands it very well indeed,^ and how the 

little difierenees, which‘do not amount to divisions, between 

Ohet and his wife are the result of^ a sort of sp^itual 
bigamy, for Chet had married California before ever he set 
eyes on Lucy*'" Lucy too came to know and love it, and we 
leave her, though she had lost her American husband, 
returning to San Brancisco, after a brief and rather discon- 
certing sojourn in post- War London, a true adoptive 
daughter of the Golden West. 

I suppose The Autohiograpliy of a Chinese Dog (Cape) 
may be considered fortunate in the hour of its appearance. 
Pi'etty nearly anything about China or the Chinese is likely 
to be read eagerly enough during the next few months at 
all events. 1 do not say that Mrs. Florence Ayscough 
requires any adventiti- 
ous assistance of this 
kind. She has given 
her proofs in A Chinese 
Mirror (also charmingly 
illustrated, by the way, 
by Miss Lucille Doug- 
lass), a book that was 
not only a pleasure to 
the ordinary reader but 
concealed beneath a 
charming exterior more 
real knowledgeofChina 
and Chinese ways than 
the layman would sus- 
pect. Mrs. Ayscough 
seems to make a habit of 
imparting information 
by stealth. Yo-Fei, her 
little dog of the Lo-s;?5e 
breed — the “short- 
mouthed laughingdog” 
of the country-folk — 
takes occasion in writ- 
ing his autobiography to discuss at considerable length i 
Chinese poetry, the cult of tea-drinking, dragon dancos! 
and wedding customs. There aro also several useful 
lessons in the art of speaking pidgin-English, a language 
tliat is not so easy as beginners are apt to think. A 
distinctly well-informed dog is Yo-Fei, you perceive, and 
only occasionally addicted to childish humour. Perhaps 
there is a little too much of “Missuss” and “Uncle Peter** 
and other nick-names of the household ; but these animal 
autobiographies have their natural failings. I can recom- 
mend the book to all w^ho would like to acquire insensibly 
some slight knowledge ot the Chinese spirit. 

Youth, clamorous; strong and selfish, is apt to engross 
the attentioa of the novelist to the exclusion of the middle- 
aged and the old. In Her Son's Wife (Cape) Miss Dokothy 
Canfield, defying the popular convention, demonstrates 
with an admirable skill that the old may wage a sterner 
fight than the unstable young, and that parents may suffer 
afflictions much more substanisial than the fleeting griefs of 
their lads and lasses. Mrs. Bascomh, teacher in an American 
school, widowed, highly cultured (as they say), sensitive and 
devoted to her only son, was compelled suddenly^o accept 
a vulgar, worthless daughter-in-law and condemned; help- 
lessly to witness the steady degeneration of the tk>y in 


whom her life was centred, and who was in fact also 
vulgar and worthless. Exactly how atrocious the parental 
suffering may be under these conditions Miss Canfield 
illustrates in remorseless detail. The shock of the marriage 
itself is but the beginning of tragedy. Mrs. BasconiFs im- 
maculate little home is invaded and its charm destroyed by 
the callous and slatternly Lottie ; Mrs. Bascomb's soul is 
tortured (and no wonder) by Lottie's conversation in the 
vernacular of the Middle West ; and Mrs. Bascomh's little 
grand- daughter, whom her parents spoiled and neglected 
by turns, began to acquire some extremely undesirable ideas. 
To save the child Mrs. Bascomb casts money, leisure, com- 
fort and all into the flame ot sacrifice. She does more, for 
in the last resorfc she gives her conscience to the fire, 
deliberately yielding to wrong that good may come. She is 
a heroine, this old Mrs. Bascomb, and, portrayed with Miss 
Canfield’s fine insight and delicate art, she may stand for 
many thousands of stout-hearted women, alike in America 
and England, who, behind the starched blinds of respecta- 
bility, silently wage a hopeless and a losing battle against 

^ the unconscious cruelty 

of the young. 





Native (io Visitor)* “Of course wb lon’t always have so many 

TRAVELLING BETWEEN MUDFORD AND SlOCSOHBE J BUT YOU SEE 'ilUS 
* RUSH HOUR.’ ” 


I can pay no greater i 
compliment to Miss * 
Elinou Mohdaunt 
than to say that The 
Further Venture Book ! 
(Lank) sent mo flying | 
to tho atlas. “Mine,** 
she writes, “is a quest ■ 
of little islands,*’ and 
by tho time she had ' 
fimshecl it slio had scon 
some of tho strangest , 
places and people in 
tho world. Tho beaten 
track has no lure for 
Miss MoRDAtrNT; any- 
thing in tho nature of , 
a Continent prevents i 
what she calls her | 
“mental lungB**fromcx- : 
,1 j)anding. 1 am content > 
that she should sufler from this slight disability, provided ; 
that she will travel among islands as fascinating as those 
she has described. Look at any map of British New Guinea 
and you will find soum ot them— tho Trobriands, for; 
instance, where “nothing is done without magic/* and (it ! 
you arc lucky) Tuma, “ which is at once the landing-place | 
of all tho souls of all dead Trobriands and t!ic setting-out i 
place of every now soul that faros forili to seek its earthly • 
mother.** But of all tho places visited by this intrepid | 
traveller tho one which I want most eagerly to seo and 
smell is Moendoek, in Bali, with its porfumo of roses. 
Many excellent illustrations accompany a volume of real 
delight to anyone who longs for exploration, but is com- 
pelled to do it vicariously from an armchair. 


vy.ovLv, 
IB Tim 


Wo regret that, owing to an error on our part, a review 
of The Case of Bevan Yorke (Benn), by Mr. W. B, Maxw^kll, 
appeared prematurely in Punch last week. The date of 
publication is Pebruaiy 25th* 

"International Buoby Match, England v . Irfxand, February 
12th.— Wanted, one Eeserved Seat in the centre of the ground.” 

. , AiH. in X)aUy Paper* 

We wpeglad to notice that this unreasonable demand was 
not adeeded to. No doubt the referee put his foot down. 
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A iBUsic-hali arfcisfc \vho claims to stage during the Easter recess. It is 
CHARIVARI A. strongest lungs in the world understood that Mr. J. H. Thomas’s 

Dean Inge imagines the girl of to- blew down a pile of eight bricks at the numerous engagements as a Society 

day saying to the elderly man who dis- second attempt. There is some talk Entertainer will prevent him from join- 
appro ves of her: We don’t dress to of making him a life-member of the ing the party. j.. 

please yon, o'd bean.” He refers of A.O.E.B. ^ ^ 

course to the Gloomy Bean. , * An American is claiming compensa- . 

With reference to the newspaper alle- tion to the amount of ten thousand 
“ I believe the young people of to-day gation that American Ehodes Scholars dollars on the ground that since his in- 
are better than those of previous gener- at Oxford are an exclusive set, we can jury everything he sees is doubled. In 
ations,” says the Bishop of Lichfield, only express the hope that they will in that case the defendant might get off 
This confirms the opinion already held time adapt themselves to the ways of a with five thousand dollars, 
by the young people of to-day. democratic country. 

' Three scholars at a Vienna school 

Mr. A. J. Cook says he is the gramo- A medical M.P. is reported as explain- recently tried to blow up the buildings 


by the young people of to-day. democratic country. 

' Three scholars at a Vienna s 

Mr. A. J. Cook says he is the gramo- A medical M.P. is reported as explain- recently tried to blow up the hm. 
phone of the miners. It was of course ing that the House of Commons is with a nitro - glycerine bomb, 
the miners who got the needle. ventilated by a system that makes it schoolmaster quite rightly boxed their 

practically germ-proof. Still some funny ears. 






Complaints have been made in the 
Press that too much is 
charged for asparagus 
I ||j;| in London. Cn the 
other hand it costs a 
ilH’lil teach the stuff 

r||i|||jij how to lead a straight 


illii 


Cne thing at least seems clear about things blow in when they leave the , ^ , 

this Chinese situation Mr. Eamsay door open. 1 Complaints have been made in the 

MacDonald thinks the* ;;;; 3 ' Press that too much is 

Governmenfc is in the || l|!;| charged for asparagus 

right, while the Leadee i j in Loudon. _ On the 

k)ok^!wit^e^cep- ^ ' In the opinion of an 

tion of a few saddles^ ^ssayisb, ^inan^ always 

In a_ St. Louis div- be can discard some of 

banT^after Celling her l|mvi|jy||i|[/ .Rk 

he hated her, Had turned \ TOllllWilir JIM 1 penal servitude at Man- 
lier out-of-doors scanti- ' Chester last week were 

lycjad. Wives are very ilraMy described by the judge 

different in this conn- as two of the cleverest 

trv where thev so out- OExima ovna in® feu. forgers in England, 

of-doors scantily clad , She’s aieeadi well enough to sm uf and give decided to 

of their own accord, 1 use this testimonial on 

whether their husbands hate them or The British draughts team, which is their note-headings when they set up 
not. , 1 , now in America, includes one player, in business again. . 

* ' aged seventy, who took part in the 

It is suggested that women’s frocks last series of matches between the two In view of the fact that a doctor 
should be edited, bub when one con- countries in 1905. It is hoped that his has said that laughter creates appetite, 
siders how handy the average editor is experience will make up lor what ho many men are taking small doses of 
with a pair of scissors this would only may have lost in dash. their income-tax detnands as a cocktail. 

make matters worse. *** , 

A writer in a daily paper draws alien- Sir Max Musebatt says that British 
A flock of about "i wo thousand larks tion to the sparkling eyes and clear manufacturers should remember Lot’s 
is reported from Maidstone. It looks skins of people who have just come out wife. Can he be starting an opposition 
as if we are soon to have community of gaol. Yet there is a curious pre- to the Mustard Club ? 
singing in the air. iudice against this simple remedy for *, 1 ,* 

00 . . -t T 1 n A 


In the opinion of an 
essayist;, man always 
has an advantage over 
woman. IIow true! 
For instance when the 
warm weather comes 
he can discard some of 
his clothes. 


“I HOPE THAT NEW MAID OP xouBs IS GETTING OVER THE ‘ FEU.’” forgers in England. 

“Oh, yes, THANKS. ShE ’S ALREADY WELL ENOUGH TO BIT UP AND GIVE dccidcd lO 

NOTICE. use this testimonial on 

The British draughts team, which is their note-headings when they set up 
now in America, includes one player, in business again. , 
aged seventy, who took part in the ’’', 1 c’*' 

last scries of matches between the two In view of the fact that a doctor 


Three Brimstone butterflies and four 
nests of robins are reported from South 
Devon. It is now up to Thanet to an- 
nounce a case of sunstroke. 


judice against this simple remedy for 

lassitude and bad complexion. A man is reported to have bought an 

estate by means of robbing train pas- 
It is feared that the decision of the sengers going to Monte Carlo. He 
East Ham Council to ban the “kick” doesn’t seem to have done so well on 
Charleston at dances at the Town Hall the return journey. 


will have the effect of keeping many of 


“Where do our ‘taxes go?” asks a the re^illy smart people away from 
morning paper. It is a question which East Ham. 
has long ceased to worry the average * 


■ A postman in court the other day 
described the writing on an envelope as 
being so bad that it took four postmen 


man. What he wants to know is where Some Labour M.P.’s are to sing to decipher it. Another Debate on the 
the taxes are coming from. glees and shanties on the music-ball Address. 
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THE PRO-ALIENS. 

Forward they tramp on trailing feet ; 

At intervals along the line a 
Flamboyant banner tells the street 
That I must keep my “ Hands off China 
As if I itched to have a try 
At pulling plums from that preposterous pie ! 

Wearing a slightly conscious air 
They move, with faces set and solemn, 

On to Trafalgar’s usual Square 
To mass beneath the Sailor’s column ; 

They love this haunt; they haven’t much 
Fear of infection from the Nelson touch. 

There they will hear their spouters spout 
Of China’s urge to be a nation 
And boost the British devils out ; 

How in this noble aspiration 
Baldwin has found a vile excuse 
To let his sanguinary war-dogs loose. 

He talks of British lives at stake 1 
Who are they? Profiteers, all bloated, 

In whose defence he hopes to slake 
That lust of blood for which he ’s noted ; 

We have no brothers there in thrall — 

The only lives that really count at all, 

Eed-hob their passionate bosoms glow 
For foreign lands because they 're foreign — 
Eussia for choice, and China, though 
It ’s just a war-lords’ rabbit-warren — 

I Taking a sympathetic tone’ 

Toward any other country but their own. 

For me, when Labour brands as sin 
This ** expedition” sent to Shanghai, 

And to protect your home-grown kin 
Shocks a pro-Chink (or -Chen, or -Chang), I 
Long for a land across the seas 
Where I can be pro-English if I please. 

Thither I fly where peace abounds, 

And in my ears no noisy prattle 
OE “ China for the Chinese” sounds, 

And only flowers are flung in battle, 

And on its banners I shall see : 

Cannes loour Ics Anglais ” ; Cannes, in fact, for mo. 

■ 0. S. 

THE NEW MARRIAGE SERVICE. 

*‘What I want to know,” said Babette, putting down the 
morning paper, ‘^is, are these new marriage laws going to 
be retrospective or not ? How will they affect people like 
us who *ve been married for ages ? ” 

^‘Babette, I said reproachfully,*^ does it ideally seem a<^es 
to you?” 

Well, say about a week,” she replied tactfully. 

** Thank you for those few kind words,” I murmured. 
•*The question is,” she went on, **can I change now if I 
want to ? The paper says that the new form is to be alterna- : 
tiye to the old, so I presume that in the future a woman- 
will be able to choose whether she will have all her bus- ^ 
band’s goods and obey him, or have only half and keep her ^ 
independence. But in my young days we had no choice, and 
X don t know whether we can adopt the new arrangement 
or not. If we decide to change 1 shall have to give you 
back half a bungalow, three-quarters-of-an-acre of freehold 
land and about sevenpence-halfpenny in cash,” 


The cash value is grossly understated,” I said. “ You ’ve 
forgotten the cheque that came yesterday for my article on 
Bimetallism in the East. That ’s another three guineas,” 

“ So it is. That alters the case considerably. That would 
mean my giving you back the sum of — er — the sum of—weli, 
ever so much money. Still I should never have to obey you 
again. I think it might be worth it.” 

“But you never have obeyed me yet,” I reminded her. 

“ Yes, I did once,” she said. “ Don’t you remember w^hen 
they asked me to be secretary of the Equal Franchise Asso- 
ciation and I asked you to say I mustn’t. You did, and I 
obeyed you at once. By the way, isn’t there a Latinproverb 
—bis something— -which means that she who gives in quickly 
gives in twice ? That makes twice I ’ve obeyed you in our 
brief married life.” 

“Even if it is twice it ’s only twice in eighteen months,” 
I said, “ and I don’t call that much.” 

“It’s a fairly good average,” said Babette; “and they ’re 
going to ask me to be on the anti-something-or-other soon, 
so I shall get a chance of obeying you twice more. That 
will put your average up a hundred per cent. How pleased 
you ’ll be!” 

“ What I can’t quite deckle,” she continued, “ is whether 
1 1 should benefit by the change or not. If only you were a 
bank-clerk with a fixed income it would be so much easier. 
How can I tell whether my freedom will be worth half of 
what you make this year ? ” 

But on this point I refused to give an opinion. 

** I suppose,” said Babette, and her voice became soft and 
cajoling — **I suppose I couldn’t have it both ways, could I ? ” 
**It doesn’t sound an impossible solution— for you,” I said. 
It was then that Babette came and sat exactly where I 
was sitting, a habit of which I cannot euro her. 

“I suppose,” she said softly — “ I suppose I couldn’t liavo 
all your worldly goods out of the old version, and not have 
to obey you out of the new ? That would be what is called 
a compromise, wouldn’t it ? ” 

** Quite,” I agreed. 

And vre left it at that. 


GRANDFATHER PIPES UP. 

[»It was voi’> difticult got a view of tho Victorian ankle.” 

Mr. A , J . MrsKitiiis.j 

Miss Eighteen-years-old, with your gift for revealing 
The hose you put on to allure and attract, 

If you were more artful your charms in concealing 
You’d catch the young fellers in shoals, for a fact ; 

A man’s curiosity now never rankles ; 

Lads see without trying as much as they please ; 

I scarce saw so much as your Grandmamma’s ankles 
Before we w^ere married. Tcha I cover yer knees 1 

I recall how we bucks in the era Victorian 
Would boast of a glimpse we had stolen, for days ; 
That glimpse was a hint of a beauty, a glory, an 
Elegance hidden from man’s vulgar gaxo ; 

You gels conceal nothing; your legs stout or lank ’ll 
Display themselves boldly, not even l)y halves— 

But the efforts I made to see Grandmamma’s ankle 
Before we were married ! Tcha ! cover yer calves ! 


“ A liigro bear appearing suddenly among the crowd create:! a scsnie 
yesterday afternoon. Women screamed . , . and ijooplc bolted in all 
directions .” — Glasgow 

Assuming that this is a misprint for lager-beer we are sur- 
prised (and so, no doubt, was the journalist from Glasgow) 
that the appearance of liquid refreshment should havecausea 
people to bolt in more than one direction. 










THE SHIP-KEEPER. 

When dusk comes round again 
And red goes down the sun, 
And all the stevedores’ men 
Have finished up and gone ; 

When silent all and dark 
The tugs and lighters lie, 

And derricks stand up stark 
And still against the sky ; 

When solemn, slow as doom, 
The dock policeman’s tread 
Wakes echoes in the gloom 
Of cacli deserted shed — 

Old Mike, hisfnightly tale 
Of tasks at length complete, 
Limps slowly to the rail 
On lame rheumatic feet, 

Lights his black clay, and leans 
And thinks, as old men do, 

Of bygone things and scenes 
His lusty manhood knew ; 
Until, when stars begin 
To gleam by two and three, 
He sees the ships come in 
That no one else can sec — 

ships that wait no tide, 

' The ships that take no steam, 


But to their moorings glide 
As quiet as a dream ; 

The ships ho served of old, 

When blood was young and 
hot, 

Long wrecked or scrapped or sold, 
Their very names forgot ; 

The ships that raced the wool, 

The grain, the jute, the tea, 

Titania bcaubiful, 

And proud TJwinopylm ; 

The » Lochs,” the Irish ‘‘ Stars,” 
Old fleets of far renown, 

Green’s, Wigram’s, Somes’, Bun- 
bar’s, 

The pride of London town. 

Cold Alps of shining snow, 

He knows them one and all, 

The fast ships and the slow, 

The big ships and the small; 

Knows too each glimmering queen 
Or carvon king they bore, 

Each dragon gold and green, 

Armed knight or turbaned Moor. 

Lost shipmates of old years 
Along their bulwarks throng ; 

Old speech of theirs he hears, 

Old yarns, old scraps of song. 


His pipe between his lips ; 

Still, dreaming, seems to see 
Tim lost and lovely ships 
That no one sees but ho. C. F. B. 


WINTER SPORTING. 

IV. 

Percival is leather in disgrace here, 
and, though I have tried to dissociate 
myself from him, even going so far as to 
tap a different barometer after breakfast, 
I too have become involved. 

It began by Percival finding someone 
who was even worse at sld-ing than he 
was and volunteering to teach her ; for 
needless to say it was a girl. This was 
all right as long as they practised on 
the slopes at the back of the Iiotel. No 
one was worried by that, with tlio 
possible exception of the domino-faridgc 
group^ in tlxe salon, who did object 
occasionally to the repeated thumps on 
the wooden hotel walls. It was when 
he took her out on runs and became 





February 23, 1927.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


involved with the mighty ones of the 
slri-ing fraternity that the trouble began. 

One man, plus two ^*woods” which 
are both out of control, can spread a lot 
of consternation among really good 
slii-ers, particularly if they have just 
collected for some important racing 
event. But one man teaching one girl 
by holding lier round the waist, plus 
four ‘‘w^oocls ** all out of control, can do 
terrific things ; in fact they need an Alp 
or two to themselves. In a race the 
day before yesterday, for instance, the 
man who was second would have been 
first if it hadn’t been for Percival talcing 
part; and this does not mean that 
Percival won. 

The climax however came yesterday, 
when Percival and the girl he thinks 
he is teaching, clasped in each other’s 
arms, doing twenty miles an hour and 
apparently only using one ski between 
them, suddenly gadarened down a steep 
slope and torpedoed Somebody Very 
Important below the snow-line, sink- 
ing him in three feet of drift. It was 
unfortunate that I, who had merely 
rushed up to help, only succeeded in 
ramming the fellow again just as he 
was breaking surface. After that episode 
we have quite definitely given up ski- 
ing. Infact to-day we left our “woods” 
in the hotel umbrella-stand and sat 
quite still watching the curling on the 
rink. 

Curling is very impressive. Person- 
ally, 1 shouldn’t have said there was 
any game you could play with a broom 
and a round stone weighing half-a- 
hund red weight, and if there was I 
shouldn’t choose to play it on ice. But 
a day on the curling-rink will soon 
change your ideas. There is no account- 
ing for tastes, and there is a lot more 
in curling than you think. 

' To begin with, I believe that you 
have to be retired and above the rank 
of major before you are allowed to curl 
at all. This- may not be true, but it is 
the impression I received from watch- 
ing. Then too you must carry a broom 
draped and bound in some bright colour. 
This is to sweep the ice with. Ice is 
notoriously dusty ; and to use a vacuum- 
cleaner is not considered good form. 
Non-slip rubber boots should also be 
worn, though it adds considerably to 
the hazard of the game and the amuse- 
ment of the onlookers if you don’t. 

More than this I am not at the 
moment able to disclose, owing to our 
being requested to go aw^ay by several 
angry players before I had mastered 
the details sufficiently to take a proper 
hand in the game. It was entirely my 
own fault, I admit. I had no idea that 
curling-stones, though so heavy to lift, 
could, once started, move so far and 
fast over the ice. When asked tbere- 
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Mistress. “Has the man seen to that unpleasant smell in the pantey sink?*’ 
Maid. “Yes, Madam.” 

Mistress. “What did he do about it?” 

Maid. “He said it didn’t smell.” 


fore hy a player at the far end to return 
his stone which had come to rest near 
the corner where we sat watching, I 
was a bit doubtful of being able to get 
it to go so fai'. And so I exerted all 
my strengtli. 

"Wasn’t it Isaac Newton who first 
discovered the law about moving bodies, 
if left to themselves, continuing at the 
same speed for ever ? I see now where 
he got the idea from. That stone simply 
whizzed across the ice. It showed no 


sign of stopping anywhere inside Swit- 
zerland, For one horrible moment I 
was convinced it was going to break 
through the hard ice parapet round the 
rink and glide rapidly off into the 
village. But it bounced off equally 
rapidly and neaily cut its owner off by 
the hocks. 

Then it hit another stone. That 1 
thought would bring it to rest, but it 
didn’t. They .both began to move 
rapidly in different directions and with- 


202 PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Februaby 23, 1927. 


out any apparent reduction in the speed 
of the original stone. One hit the side 
of the rink and rebounded into a third 
stone ; the other narrowly missed a 
retired general before impinging on two 
more stones and sending them off into 
a group of colonels. Within thirty 
seconds seven stones were in motion. 
Within a minute every stone on the ice 
was involved and the rink looked like 
the start of a game of snooker pool 
when someone has played a hard first 
shot at the red pyramid. Those of the 
curlers who had not been able to 
scramble to safety on the side had to 
jump again and again to let the massive 
stones whizz past underneath. It was 
a fine sight. It went on for some 
while. 

After some five minutes Percival de- 


rLL TELL THE WORLD. 

yX, — E ngland : Her Manufactures 
AND Industries. 

It often happens that the strong 
stern Englishman of quasi-Nordic breed 
discovers on opening his newspaper the 
following remarkable statistics : — 

Exports for current year, £ s. d, 

calculated to March 31 3,000,000,000 0 0 
Imports for current year, 
calculated to March 31 7 6 

and an outcry is at once raised by the 
more volatile organs of the daily Press, 
which point out that we are giving 
everything away to the confounded 
foreigner and getting nothing out of 
him in return. 

Preserving, however, his traditional 
phlegm, the strong silent Englishman 


mind, yet in sailing a ship it is con- 
venient to have something to put in 
the hold when one sets out, and some- 
thing different to bring back when one 
returns. It is to this curious circum- 
stance that England owes the commerce 
that has made her whatever she is. 

Whilst manufactures remained an 
affair of simple homely craftsmanship, 
such as may be studied in my books 
on MedicBval Gnilds and What About 
Them ? and Sussex Iron and Gloiicester- 
shire Wool, or, even better, in Patcham*s 
Rumorous Tales of the Hanseatic League, 
their grimy details aroused little or no 
indignation in the Englishman's mind, 
but unfortunately the complication of 
scientific machinery, due to the refusal 
to prohibit coal, has now become so 
terrific that a patriotic islander can 



Elizabethan merchants trading in the East. 


tected a distinct slowing down on the 
part of one or two of the less speedy 
curling-stones. One or two of the 
curlers were also showing signs of 
fatigue. Others were gathering up 
their brooms and beginning to move 
towards us. So we started to leave. 

Did I say we were requested to go 
away ? It was a euphemism. One or 
two of the ladies may have said that, 
but several of the retired military men 
put it quite differently. Their moan- 
ing, however, was clear. A. A. 


Prom the Cambridge Lent Eace-Card : 
Glare 2. 

Yellow and Black. 

R. M. Miirgoci (bow) 

2 J. Moltzer . . , 

3 »T. T. Crawshaw . 

4 J. Lees .... 

6 R. B. Black . . , 

6 K. W. BJaokbuni 

7 W. H. T. Fisher . . 

, A-UMgS) 

The ideal cox at last ! 


0 13 
11 4 
10 8 
11 10 
11 3 
10 13 

10 4 

11 10 

0 


merely waits for some more statistics, 
and as likely as not ho will read — 

Exports for quarter ond- £ s, <L 

ing Juno 30 0 8 

Imports calculated over a 
similar period 3,500,00D,0C0 0 0 

Whereupon anotlier outcry arises in 
the Press, on the grounds that all 
Englishmen are unemployed because 
the whole country is being filled with 
foreign goods. 

The true fact is that whereas the; 
mind of the Englishman naturally d\VelIs 
with pride upon his love of adventure 
in far-off seas and the beauty of the 
English landscape at home, somewhere, 
in obscure and little known parts of the 
country, blossom as it were by blossom, 
a great deal of manufacturing activity 
is going on. And the reasons of its 
existence are not far to seek. 

The English like ships, and, though 
the sordid details of commerce may 
not interest the romantic part of their 


only read about industrial processes 
with fatigue and pain. So that the 
very source of the country's prosperity 
appears upon closer inspection to bo 
little better than a foul blot on the 
body politic. 

Who, for instance, on being told 
that — 

<^the operation which succeeds that 
of the drawing frame is slubbing, 
where the sliver has a certain amount 
of twist imparted to it, and is wound 
on a bobbin," 

or even more terribly — 

^Mts effect is to throw the wool 
partly out of its teeth and prepare it 
for being entirely removed by the 
doffer," 

or possibly worse — 

whilst the castings are still at a 
dull red heat, the pigs are detached | 
from the sows, or irregular larger | 
P^gs, by means of a crowbar," 
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— who, we ask, will nob gaze oub with Wool-gathering is carried on in York- during the political connection of this 
relief into his garden, where already the shire, and cotton-reeling in Lancashire, country with the Kingdom of Burgundy, 


first snowdrops are appearing, and thank 
Heaven that we still have Tennyson 
and Shakespeaee to read, and can 
breathe the pure air of the countryside 
on the Cotswold Hills? Who, again. 


‘‘What bo they wot of Englanb 
Who only London — what ? ” 

Anon, 


is now of less moment than American 
films. Silk stockings, now made of tin 
ore, are a much more important staple in 
these days than in the time of Alfred 
THE Great (founder of our Navy), when 


will not feel a yearning for the sunny ‘ under the auspices of Mr. Maynard 1 they were not worn at all by the hum- 




hillsides of France and bier classes o^ the female | 

Italy, which manufac- 
ture scarcely anything 
but oil, wine and dust ? 

And yet it is by means 
of such vile mechanical 
orgies as we have indi- 
cated that many of us are 
enabled to exist, and with 
tranquil pleasure to con- 
template the glories of 
the eighteenth century or 
Drake and the Spanish 
Main. No one can regret ; 
more than the present ^ 
writer that the enormous 
growth of English power 
and prestige during the 
nineteenth century arose 
out of industrial areas 

which the high-spirited „ 

Englishman only oh- Arkwright invents the spmNiNa-jENNY. line of psychology which 

serves when travelling to Hoy lake and Keynes. No effective legislation has has recently been explored by The 
North Berwick. been introduced to prevent calico-bleach- Morning Post. It concerns the speed 

Bub so it is. ing, paper-making or tanning. Boots with which we can think in moments of 

Another trouble arises from the fact and soap are manufactured at Nothing- emergency, and was started by a corre- 
that the English, having toured the ham. Ships are built by the Danes in spondent who explained that he dropped 
globe with profit and pleasure, began the North-East and the Piets or Goidels his safety -razor while shaving. He 
to teach it the industrial processes in the North-West. Tea-services are actually caught it by the handle before 
which they had discovered. Nation exported from the Potteries to China, it reached the floor, but before doing 


bier classes of the female 
peasantry. Chain - mail 
and arrowheads are no 
longer the principal pro- 
duct of Sheffield, and 
novel - making has re- 
placed the forging of 
cannons in Sussex. Ox- 
ford, once a theological 
centre, mow manufac- 
tures motor - cars, and 
Cambridge, once also a 
university town, con- 
structs light revues. 

Yet the ships of Eng- 
land still plough the 
seas. Evoe. 

BRIGHTER BATHROOMS. 

You may have noticed 
the interesting little side- 
line of psychology which 
been explored by The 

It concerns the speed 


after nation thereupon, 
giving no gratitude to its 
mentors,' started slab- 
bing and throwing wool 
out of its teeth and de- 
taching the pigs from 
the irregular larger pigs 
on its own. 

Yet still the Saxons 
trade. 

Whether the visitor 
from overseas should bo 
invited to make a tour of 
the manufacturing towns 
of England is a moot 
point. They vary in the 
opaqueness of their 
gloom, yet each has a 
cheerful patriotism of its 
own, incredible as it may 
seem to dwellers in the 
south, a distinctive rain- 
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Home Industries in Sossex. 

Literary agents’ messenger calling for MSS. 



so be distinctly remem- 
bered thinking (a) I have 

» dropped my razor ; {h) if 
I don’t catch it it may 
I break ; (c) but if I don’t 

catch it carefully I shall 
j probably cut my hand. 

I Now this is not so bad- 

mte?' 'pontem ctfontenit as 
the Augustinian phrase 

hn.?{ it- hnt for nromnti- 


has it, but for prompti- I 
tude and i-ange of cere- : 
bral action I consider 
that ' it is completely 
oversliadowed by an ex- 
perience of my own the 
other morning. I was 
shaving with the old- 
fashioned naked razor 
when it slipped from my 
grasp. My ratiocinative 
process, in the strict se- 



fall and a service of trams as irritating and coal is an inaport or export trade quence of its links, ran, if my memory 
to motorists as that of outer London in accordance with the fluctuations of serves me, as follows : — ^ * 

itself. Mr. A. J. Cook. (1) Damn ! I ’ve dropped my razor. 

The most progressive municipality of It cannot be too clearly pointed out (2), I am wearing thin bedroom 

the provinces is Hull; also Widnes, that the imports, which perpetually fail slippers and the big toe of my right foot 

Warn.ngton, Bootle, Bradford, Burslem- to balance the export trade of the Eng- lies immediately in the path of the fall- 
on-Trent, Aston Villa, West Bromwich lish, have varied from age to age, and ing razor. 

Albion, Newcastle-on-Tyne and many conceivably may vary again. Thus the .(3) If my big toe is cut off shall I be 

XTLoxe. import of French wines, so essential eligible, as a duly registered reader of 
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The Daily Gale, for benefit under The 
Daily Gale family insurance scheme? 

(4) If The Daily Gale admits liability, 
shall I be allowed to keep my big toe 
as a souvenir, or will The Daily Gale 
want to have it mounted for the front 
office window ? 

(5) Shall I be handicapped without 
a big toe? Does the absence of such 
a toe make any difference to one’s 
Charleston ? 

(6) Does it hurt to have it cut off ? 

(7) Is it possible to procure artificial 
big toes ? 

(8) Would it not be as well to take 
my big toe out of the way ? 

Acting on the last link in this chain of 
ideas I si^rang briskly to one side and 
the razor buried itself harmlessly in the 
bathroom floor. 

Does not the whole subject suggest 
a most interesting and intellectual pas- 
time for bathrooms, apartments which 
are at present somewhat tamely given 
over to the priestiike task of pure ablu- 
tion varied by occasional bursts of song? 
Could it not be made a point of honour 
with all users of bathrooms to see how 
much could be thoughtin them, and ho’w 
swiftly, at times of crisis ? I am not 
of course thinking of those who have 
often composed, a complete commina- 
tion service while w^aiting to secure 
vacant possession of such apartments. 

But the occasional crise de toilette is 
not exclusively concerned with razors ; 
and if we could have, for example, the 
emotional history registered between 

(a) stepping into a much too hot 
bath 'and leaping wildly out of it 
again ; 

(Z>) slipping' on the soap and re- 
ceiving concussion of the brain ; or 

(c) dropping a stud and seeing it 
roll right under a linen-press, 
would not the morning ritual become a 
more significant affair and our know- 
ledge of mental processes be most use- 
fully increased ? 

Our Comprehensive Church. 

Prom an article on the new Prayer- 
book : — 

“Kew services of Crime and Compline.” 

Daily Taper. 

Comment by enthusiastic innovator 
“Prime, I call it! ” 

“Lady (37) dasires post taking cash or other 
light employment.”— Londm Pa^r. 
This advertisement does not emanate 
from Holloway, but the advertiser may 
go there if she isn’t careful. 

**Men . . , with no Previous Experience of 
Motors and Motoring are Stepping into Well- 
paid IMotor Trade Positions Every Day.” 

Advt, ill Trovindal ITaper. ' 
And Knocking over Pedestrians Every 
-Other Daye i 

THE OPENING OF THE PING-PONG CLUB. 

“Blanche and I,” she said to me 
joyously, “have made it up again, and 
I am so glad] ” 

“There had been a coldness?” I 
asked. “ It ’s the worst of going out 
together on these half-price remnant 
days.” 

“ It wasn’t that at all,” she retorted 
hotly. “After all, Blanche only got 
half the piece of silk we were looking 
at, and so I said at once she could have 
both bits; and I think it was very nice 
of me — don’t you ? ” 

“ Did Blanche?” 

“I expect so, but we hadn’t much 
time, because we remembered just then 
we wanted to look at the cheap hats at 
the other end of the shop, and so we 
rushed off at once. And it was just as 
well vre had to because some of the 
shop-people aren’t very nice and get 
quite stuffy if any of their silly old 
remnants come in half.” 

“ Yet surely,” I said with some indig- 
nation, “it is obvious that if to grow 
two blades of grass where there was 
hut one before is to benefit humanity, 
then to make two remnants but of what 
was* previously only one must also be 
to benefit the shops,” 

“Of course,” she agreed. “I must 
remember that. But what really upset 
Blanche was the opening of the new 
Ping-Pong Club the other day. She 
really was offended with me over that.” 

“ Does that mean,” I asked, ready to 
be severe, “that the club was your 
fault?” 

“Oh, no,” she protested. “Not a 
bit. But there was a lot about it in all 
the papers, yoia remember — liow exclu- 
sive it was going to be, and such reck- 
less luxury everywhere, almost like a 
new cinema or tea-shop, and invitations 
for the opening night sent to none but 
really well-known people.” 

“That explains,” I said meekly, 
“wl)y I didn’t get one.” 

“Blanche didn’t either,” she said 
gently, and still more gently she 
added, “We did.” 

“And that explains . . . ? ” I asked. 
“Blanche,” she agreed. “Exactly. 
Only it was silly of her to be cross, be- 
cause she hadn’t done the work I 
had:” 

“For the club? ” 

“For the invitation,” she corrected 
me, “That invitation cost me seven 
calls in one afternoon and I forget how 
many others as well, besides one lunch 
and an introduction to my own dress- 
maker, as well as giving up a taxi when 
it was raining hard, though I just know 

I waved first. Still, that was for a 
woman who was on the Ping-Pong 
Committee, and she must have appre- 

ciated it, because our invitation came 
the very next morning.” 

“You deserved it,” I said w^armly. 

“ To give up a taxi when it ’s raining 
hard and you know you ’ve "waved first 
is to attain the summit of human 
virtue.” 

“Isn’t it?” she agreed, pleased. 

“ Only luckily it didn’t matter much, as 
Tom was there waiting for me in our 
0 "wn car, only I knew the Ping-Pong 
woman wanted that taxi just awfully, 
because of her new hat ; and I think 
you ought always to take every chance 
you can of being nice to people — don’t 
you?” 

“ I do indeed,” I said. “ And so 
your invitation came next morning ? ” 

“ Yes,” she said ; “ only I ’m not quite 
sure it was because of the taxi, as it 
seems they had changed their minds 
that day — they had intended to make 
the opening night exclusive, and then 
they decided to have it select instead.” 

“ Is there any difference? ” I asked. 

“ I thought exclusive meant excluding 
nobody, and select meant selecting 
every one.” 

“ I don’t think myself,” she told me 
thoughtfully, “ that either word means 
anything at all, but anyhow it was no 
use to poor Blanche, because her name 
begins with a * Y ’ and they only worked 
through the Directory as far as ‘ W,’ 
when it got too late to send any more. 
Luckily we were all right, because our 
initial comes so soon.” 

“ But then Blanche wouldn’t mind 
not having an invitation when she knew 
so many were going out ? ” 

“I don’t suppose Blanche knew 
exactly,” she confessed. “ I think 1 fox'- 
got to tell her, and I don’t think anyone 
else did oithex'. All she knew was that 
we had one and she hadn’t ; but that 
was no reason why she should walk 
right past me in Bond Street, pretend- 
ing not to see.” 

“ But you 've made it up now ? ” 

“ Oh, yes. You see, it wasn’t a lucky 
night. Everything went wrong. Tom 
pretended he felt too tired to go out— 
said he wanted to stop at home and 
listen to the wireless — morbid, I call 
it. Then he said he hated crushes, 
though you know yourself he used to 
play Eugby whenever he had a chance.” 

“ What he called Eugby,” I corrected 
her. 

“Anyhow, I know,” she went on, 

“ I was only just in time to catch him 
hiding his very last clean dress-shirt so 
as to pretend there wasn’t one left, and 
it ’s ever so difficult to get your frock 
just so and an eye on a husband 

all at^ once. However we got off all 
right in spite of Tom’s arguing so about 
not having had any dinner ; you see, I felt 
it wouldn’t do to be late, and everyone 
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Footman, ‘*Now, then, get along— you ’ve no business to come ringing herb.” 
Socialist Tramjo, “GarnI Why ain’t yer doin’ yer bit at the front?” 


says a bar of chocolate is ever so sus- 
taining.” 

Did you enjoy yourselves when you 
got there 

“Ob, we didn't. The police stopped 
us a mile away and said that was as 
near as we could get in the car, and we 
must walk the rest of the way, and the 
Ping-Pong people had closed the doors 
because there was no more room inside, 
only on the roof and the window-sills, 
and they were fast filling up. You see, 
their committee actually had asked ^all 
the really well-known people in London 
— all, without exception; they hadn't 


left one out, and all of them had come, 
bringing their friends with them.” 

“So I suppose,” I said, “Blanche 
made friends again when she found you 
hadn't been able to get in yourselves ? ” 

“Well, I didn’t exactly tell her that, 
but I made up my mind on the instant, 
the moment the policeman told us, and 
I wrote a little note then and there in 
the car and sent it round to her by 
special messenger with our invitation 
card to say I felt, after all, she would 
enjoy it more than us — ^like Sir Philip 
Sidney and the water, you know.” 

’ “Blanche must have been touched,” 


I said warmly. “Not everyone would 
give up a really select and exclusive 
affair like that simply to give someone 
else the chance to go instead.” 

“Besides,” she added as we shook 
hands and parted, “ I did think it would 
be such a pity if an invitation like that 
were quite wasted.” E. R. P. 

“I am officially informed that tho B.B.O. 
will broadcast the race for tho Grand ISTational 
on March 2^.”— DaUt/ Paper, 

That’s very thoughtful of them. Now 
we shall know what to back at Aintree 
on Friday, March 25th. 
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LITTLE TALKS. 

The Sedative. 

It was about midnight, and all was 
quiet in the hospital. Nothing sounded 
except the continuous yowling ol‘ two 
cats outside my window, the puffing 
and blowing ot steam-engines at the 
railway-station, the flapping of a blind, 
the ringing of the telephone-bell in the 
hall, the singing of revellers in the 
street, the occasional arrival of a doctor 
at the front-door, and the banging of a 
shutter in the basement. In spite of 
this hush I could not sleep. It was 
about two hours since the last nui'se 
had tucked me up and left me, wdth my 
electric bell-|)ush hidden handy under 
the pillow. To-night, if possible, i was 
to do without a sleeping-draught, for 
I was convalescent and must begin to 
throw off the bad habits of the invalid. 
But if I could not sleep I was to ring 
for the night-nurse and she would give 
me hot milk or some stronger soporific. I 
extracted the bell-push and pushed it, 
and as usual the bell did not ring. I 
pushed the push at intervals for half- 
an-hour and nothing happened. The 
cats howled, the door banged, the loco- 
motives hooted, the blind flapped, and 
I lay in my bed forlorn, without an 
; appendix and with not much hope. 

; ,, And then in the passage I heard the 
[patter of healing feet. I uttered a 


I hoarse but ineffective cry, for it seems 
' that most of the vocal organs ai’o seated 
in the appendix, and so are the snee^5ing, 
coughing, nose-blowing and laughing 
organs, for whenever I do these simple 
things it hurts; at any rate my cry 
was futile, so J picked up Snnfiotcers, 
the detestable novel my good aunt gave 
mo, and I flung Suvjlozcers at the door. 

It hurt, but I hit the door, and the^ 
I night-nurse came in. 1 told her I could I 
not sleep, and she said I was not trying. I 
I told Iier I wanted dope, but she said 
I must try to do without it. So I said 
in that case she must stay for a little 
and compose my mind with soothing 
conversation. So she stood in front of 
the fire and w’^e bod soothing conversa- 
tion. 

I said, ^^How is the Abdominal in 
Number 17 ? ” 

(I must explain that this is a very 
secretive hospital, in which the staff 
have a strict and no doubt admirable 
code of reticence, I have asked from 
time to time, not in vulgar curiosity 
but by way of conversation, alx>ut the 
names and diseases of my fellow-suf- 
ferers in the building, but it seems that 
we are all anonymous, the one to the 
other. ^ So that I know the others only 
by their room numbers and their gener- 
ical complaints; they have neithername 
nor title nor sex ; they are the Abdom- 
inal in Number 17, or the Tubercular 


in 8, or the Pneumonia in Number 10, 
or the Child with Tonsils Upstair.?. 
And I am referred to, I believe, as the 
Emergency Abdominal in 21.) 

The night-nurse said that the Abdom- 
inal in 17 had had hiomorrhage and 
nearly died during the afternoon, and 
she asked mo if 1 felt like sleep yet. 

I said ^‘Not very/’ so we talked about 
operations, with special reference to 
abdominals. I asked her about my ap- 
pendix, and she said I had had a nice , 
fat appendix and if it had not come 
out when it did it would have burst, 
and then 1 should have had peritonitis, 
with tubes, and she explained how very 
few people are q^uite the same again 
after that; and 1 felt more and more 
like sleep. She gave a little demonstra- 
tion with her fingers of the dimensions 
of my appendix ; she compared it wdth 
other appendices she had known and 
placed it finally for size and interest 
between the appendix of an elderly 
bishop and the appendix of a young 
Hungarian who had afterwards com- 
mitted suicide; and then we had a i 
really jolly talk about insides, because 
I felt that, if I heard much more about 
insides, I should almost certainly drop 
off into a dreamless slumber. 

Well, it turned out that in the best 
abdominal operations they take out the 
whole of the inside and leave it about 
outside while the surgeon is cutting up j 
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the particular bife he is interested in ; but 
they put pads of hot saline over the 
inside to keep it warm, and when it is 
all over he just bundles the inside back, 
like someone packing a suit-case in a 
great hurry ; and the night-nurse said 
that really sometimes she wondered 
something wasn’t packed upside down 
or the wrong way round. 

So I asked, just casually and as a matter 
of academic interest, how much of my 
inside had been taken out, and she said 
not very much, and as far as she knew 
it was all put back in the right order 
and with no. kinks. And she said there 
was really nothing in it, because she re- 
membered the case of a very fat abdom- 
inal whose inside came out all over 
again after the operation because bei 
was so fat, and the other nurse said, 
“This case has collapsed ; ’* so she went 
in, and there was his inside lying about 
the bed, so she said, “What does one do 
in a case like this, I wonder ? ’’ and the 
other nurse said, “ Get some hot saline,” 
so they put hot saline over the inside 
and kept it warm, and they took the 
abdominal back to the “theatre ” (which 
is what they call the place where they 
do these things, which I think is so 
nice), and the surgeon came and put the 
inside back, and the fat abdominal was 
as well as you or me after it all, so you 
can see there is nothing in it. 

After this little story the night-nurse 
asked if I was ready to sleep yet, and I 
said I didn’t think 1 was quite ready for 
sleep, not just yet, and if 1 did I thought 
I might dream a little perhaps. So she 
said, did I walk in my sleep because 
last night she thought she heard some- 
one banging about the hall about two 
o’clock in the morning. And I said that 
as a matter of fact I did walk in my 
sleep sometimes, and for all I knew it 
was me banging about in the hall. And ' 
she said I ought to be careful, because 
she knew a man once who walked in 
his sleep at the sea-side and jumped 
over a cliff, and after that he was never 
the same man again. Then she said I 
really must go to sleep, and she would 
fetch me some hot milk ; and I lay and 
brooded over our conversation. 

And while she was away there was 
a great commotion in the hall, and the 
front-door was opened and shut several 
times. When she came back at*last I 
asked her what was the matter, and if 
another Emergency Abdominal had 
come in, or what. She said, “ No, it is 
only a B.LD.,” and I said, “What is a 
B.I.D. ? ” and she said a B.I.D. was 
a Brought-In-Dead, which means the 
victim of a street-accident who dies on 
his way to hospital. 

This depressed me so much that I 
could hardly drink my hot milk, and 1 
said that I really thought, after all, per- 


haps I had better have a sleeping- 
draught. She said “Very well,” andgave 
me a cachet the size of an oyster which 
stuck in my throat ; and while I was 
trying to get it to go one way or the 
other she picked up Punch and saw my 
initials, and she murmured “ ‘A. P. H.’ 
— how funny 1 That ’s * Ante-Partum- 
Hmmorrhage.’” Then she tucked me 
up and went away, bless her; and after 
some time I went to sleep ; but it is no 
use my describing my dreams because 
this paper would not print them, and 
even a psycho-analyst might not enjoy 
them. And now I do not know that I 
am quite so keen as I was on signing 
myself as I do, for haemorrhage was 
never one of my favourite words ; but 
I cannot deny that I am A. P. H. 


Oriental Candour. 

Prom an Indian application for em- 
ployment : — 

I beg to say that I am a plucked B. A. Of 
course 1 have a mean record to submit in sup- 
port of my technical position being always a 
roiling Jack. Yet I believe I have sufficient 
amount of talents and pluck to demonstrate 
my practical usefulness. I beg to say that I 
have a pricking passion to serve a cotton- 
trading Firm and that is why I am always 
vehemently persistent at making uncalled for 
inquiries with such Firms. Excepting the 
favour of reply.” 


The best English is heard in FTorfolk, . . . 
This may, I think, be attributed to the set- 
tlement of so many Huguenots in the Eastern 
Counties, especially Norfolk.” 

Letter in Daily Paper, 

Nothing like a Prench accent for im- 
proving one’s English. 
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SOMEWHERE IN VAR, 

“ I BEMBMBER to my self/’ said the 
kind French gentleman, “ an experience 
almost exactly similar to yours. 

“Two English had come to a hotel 
in this part of the Eiviera and had 
brought with them two friends. The 
weather was bad.” 

Bnderby and I ceased knocking the 
egg-shaped ivory balls round the uneven 
contours of the cloth. Neither of us j 
seemed to be very good at the game of 
billiards as played in France ; and in- 
deed I doubt whether anyone would be 
very good on a table where the ball, 
preparing itself, as it were, for the last 
plunge towards a cannon, thinks better 
of it and relapses suddenly into ’.a dif- 
ferent undulation of the champaign. 

Mrs. Enderby looked up from the; 
sampler which she was “ 
sewing with many col- 
oured wools, a sampler 
designed by a well- 
known English artist, 
and so frank in its de- 
tails that, as she w%as 
constantly leaving it 
about in the hotel, it 
was always shocking 
the puritanical natives 
of Provence. Natasha 
had uncorked a bottle 
of seething violet ink, 
purchased at Hy^res 
and probably made of 
the blood of the cuttle- 
fish, and was writing 
postcards to people at 
home saying how lovely 
everything was, if it 
were not for the mistral 
and the rain. She also 
stopped to listen. The kind French 
gentleman went on. 


“ What then ? , They arrive. Is it as 
they say ? No, not at all. The spring 
is in retard, There are clouds in the 
sky. The wind blows prodigiously. The 
waves make , a noise savage and in- 
cessant, more terrible than the sound 
of the chauffage in the water-pipes. 
But the hotel, to begin with, is comfort- 
able, and the cuisine is indeed good. 
The English friends are very polite. 
They make no complaint. They pro- 
test that all goes well. When one says 
to them, * Ah, but you should have been 
here last year when every bough was 
yellow with mimosa in full flower,’ the 
English lady takes a green branch in 
her hand and says, ‘ Ah, but look here. 
Here is one bud already almost com- 
pletely formed.’ 

When one says, ‘ Last year at this | 
hour of day , it was too hot to move I 



Captain of sM;pwrec7!ed Crew. “Yoit^rk tub most vsklksb blokk on the 
ISLA.ND. Ain't there ANrmxm you oak no?” 

Em^-Eoiel Boy . “Oir, y-yes, Sir. 1—1 c.vk c-cnEAN boots.” 


“The two English,” ho said, “had told, 
perhaps, their friends, ‘ In this part 
of the Eiviera in the month of February 
the sun shines always, the wind blows 
never. It does not rain . The beautiful 
mimosa is in flower, and the air is em- 
balmed with its scents. One wears the 
lightest of clothes and sits all day long 
in the full air. In the evenings it is 
cold, but at the little hotel to which we 
take you the chauffage is admirable, the 
service excellent, and the cooking of a 
perfection beyond all dreams. One walks 
tinder the woods of pine and amongst 
the hrnydre of the hills. The villages are 
small and droll, and the little railway 
of the Sud, that is most droll of all. 
It puffs furiously amongst the corners 
of the coast. Sometimes evein it is un- 
able to make the ftscent of the hill, and 
breaks' down. It is very amusing. There 
is r^o part of the coast so delightful as 


from a seat upon the terrace,’ the Eng- 
lish gentleman says, ‘ But look ! Even 
now I can scarcely move. In my heavy 
coat and muffler I perspire visibly.’ 

“ And when one says, * The sea last 
year was not like this sea, but of a deep 
blue colour, warm and tranquil, with- 
out waves/ they reply both together, 
'Ah , but it is beautiful, the Mediterranean 
Sea ! Often we have seen the sea not 
so blue nor so calm as this at Bi’ighton 
in the month of March/ 

“ Oh, yes, they are very polite. But 
their friends are sad. They cannot ex- 
plain how wonderful the Eiviera was 
last year. Even the little railway of 
the Sud has disappointed them, for 
there is an express train which brings 
them to the station swiftly and easily. 

“ ' Last year,’ say the English to their 
friends, *we thought we should never 
reach the station, the little engine 
panted and struggled so in mounting 
the hill. It .was the drollest thing in 
the world.’ 


It matters nob/ reply their friends. 
‘ It is a very droll railway all the same. 
Perhaps another time we shall have 
better fortune, and the engine will break 
down.’ 

“ There are, however, some consola- 
tions. The chauffage' oi the hotel is 
at first without reproach. The service 
is good and the cooking, as all agree, 
divine. The English remain indoors 
until dejeuner. They walk a few mo- 
ments on the terrace in heavy overcoats ; 
they return to the salon and wait for 
dinner. They are not unhappy. The 
mysterious and terrible noise of the 
wind and the waves does not keep them 
awake at night. They drink the thn 
rose and enjoy the excellent sauces of 
the'chef/ 

“ But then, alas, there is more trouble. 
The proprietor of the little hotel quarrels 
with the head-waiter, 
with the boots, with the 
chambermaid. They re- 
ceive their C 07 ig 6 . Those 
who succeed them are 
not so good. This 
causes a little of sad- 
ness, It becomes worse 
when the chauffage 
grows irregular and the 
electric lights begin to 
be extinguished sud- 
denly, one does not 
know why nor when. 
It may bo at the mo- 
ment when tiio new 
waiter is serving the 
soup into tho plates, 
and one receives the 
soup suddenly upon the 
knees. Tho polishmont 
of the boots becomes 
atrocious and the Eng- 
lish spend much time polishing tho 
boots with their own cirage. Now only 
the cooking remains excellent and con- 
soles tho English for the troubles which 
afflict them.” 

He paused. 

“ And finally ? ” we said. 

“ Alas, it arrives one day that one of 
the English, in a high balcony above 
tho sea, over which the clouds pass 
rapidly before the wind, is polishing a 
large English shoe, heavy and designed 
for the golf. There comes a sudden stroke 
of the wind and, startled, he lets the shoe 
fall from his hand. There is a loud cry. 

“ What has occurred ? It is a tragedy. 
The chef has been searching for a little 
mimosa to place in the vases of tlio 
dining - table. As he walks on tlie 
terr-ace below the balcony he has been 
struck by the shoe, which fails upon 
his head. The shock has stunned him. 
He is removed to the hospital,” 

A tear rolled down Natasha’s cheek. 

I sighed. 
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And then, Monsieur? said Enderby 
in a f^rufF voice. 

“Figure to yourself,” continued the 
kind French gentleman, “ of what kind 
is the dinner t hat evening. The electric- 
light now shines, now is extinguished. , 
A sympathetic groaning comes from the 
cliauffage, which warms not at all. 
The waiting is abominable. There are 1 
tears upon the face of the staff, lament- ; 
ing for their comi'ade who has been 
wounded. And the diner "I Most terri- 
ble of all, the diner has been cooked by 
the gardener, who knows little of sauces 
and has attempted as his chef d’cettvre 
a fillet of beef cl VAnglaise, It is of a 
durability not to bo believed.” 

Enderby put up his cue in the rack. 

“I fancy that the sun is bursting 
through the clouds,” he observed. 

And most happily it was. Bowing 
gracefully and bidding good-bye to the 
kind French gentleman, we filed out 
softly on to the terrace to watch the 
remarkable event. Evoe. 


From a review of a recent novel : — 

u Ixas a reel gift of imagination.” 

Stinday J:*aper, 

She ought to have a shot at the films. 


DEPARTMENTAL RHYMES. ' 

The Foreign Office, | 

Keserved and calmly dignified, | 

The Foreign Office boasts with pride 
That grave austerity and tact 
Invest its every word and act. 

Behind those august office walls 
Occur no rude unseemly brawls ; 

No vulgar epithets are heard, 

No angry or abusive word 
Mars the fair phrases, smooth and 
terse, 

In which diplomatists converse. 

The well-trained staff, alert, discreet, 
Pass to and fro on noiseless feet, 

Their fingers laid upon their lips, 

For well they know their smallest slips 
May set the nations charging head on 
Into another Armageddon. 

Ambassadors and diplomats 
In black frock-coats and snow-white 
spats 

Stalk up the stairs by ones and twos, 
Prepared for vital interviews. ^ 

When one remarks, The day is wet,” 
The phrase may veil a subtle threat, 
And, should he jest or risk a pun, 
Moscow and Eome and Washington 


Buzz with excitement till they know 
The hidden meaning of the onot. 

The Foreign Secretary sits 
Engaging in a war of wits 
With Count von Plonck and Baron 
Blimp, 

Who take him for a perfect simp ; 

But he, despite his guileless looks, 
Beads their false hearts like open books. 

Through secret traps in walls and floors 
Of unfrequented corridors 
Mysterious shapes emerge and peer, 
Observing if the coast be clear, ^ 

Then twitch their cloaks about their faces 
And glide away with stealthy paces. 
One thus may see in full disguise 
The men who foil unnumbered spies — 
The strange elusive “ Mr, 0,” | 

That nameless shadow, “ No. 5 ” — 
Come popping up from underground 
And vanishing without a sound. 

:;s * :ie sit 

If anyone should scoff or jibe 
At what I truthfully describe, 
Suggesting that it *s all a spoof, 

I answer thus, in stern reproof : 

“ Consultyourfiction shelves with care, 
Then contradict me if you dare.” 

0. L. M. 






A baLlad of widows. 

{Based on a report in the Press,) 

It was a widow ran him in 
And charged him on her oath 
That he had robbed her of her tin 
Under a plighted troth. 

She said that he had won her heart 
With confidence ahd dash, 

But followed up a worthy part 
By borrowing her cash. 

And»,thQngh at first she little deemed 
That he would prove unkind, 

As time w'ent on and wedlock seemed 
To have escaped his mind, 

And, as the debit grew apace, 

At last she smelt a rat, 

And coyly asked him to his face 
What he was getting at. 

He did not plead a present need, 

He did not say good-bye, 

He merely took a quiet hook 
And left her high and dry. 

So when she knew the man had sloped 
She got upon his track, 

And, though perhaps she hardly hoped 
To see her money back, 

She prayed the law, with broken trust 
But unabated vim, 

To scrub his features in the dust j 
..And so get- square with him. I 


The judge was stern ; the widow wept ; 

.The court was deeply stirred ; 

When out a second widow stept, 

And forth there came a third. 

And still they followed, one by one, 
Like leaves before a gale 
Till eighteen widows rose and spun 
The same old wintry tale, 

And eighteen voices swelled with cries 
That might have split a rock, 

And eighteen pairs of hostile eyes 
Glared darkly on the dock, 

Whose occupant showed no surprise, 
But laughed like one-o'clock. 

The jury saw the crime was clear ; 

The judge pronounced the law ; 

His mien was cold, his voice severe, 

' Though not unmixed with awe : — 

These eighteen widows cry aloud 
For vengeance and redress ; 

Their purses yawn, their heads are 
bowed ; 

x\ll the eighteen, no less. 

‘‘To be content with three or four 
Might not have been so bad ; 

But when it comes to near a score 
You go too far, my lad. 

“ For nineteen months in lonely quod 
Your energies shall lag; 

A month per widow and one odd 
(That justice was a wag). 


“There, lying on a hard plank bed, 
You il learn regret, no doubt ; 

He saw the widows (eighteen head) 
Before him, lean and stout, 

And not without concern he said, 

“ You ’ll want it when you 're out.” 

Off to his doom the culprit went, 

And for that space of time 
He will ijave leisure to repent 
And meditate his crime* 

Off to their homes the widows passed, 
Where doggedly they wait 
A day when they will meet at lasb 
Before the prison gate. 

And, when the law has raised its ban 
And gives him to the air, 

I shouldn't like to be the man 
That brought those widows there. 

Dum-Dum. 

** £ have been asked to draw our Station 
I\Iater*s attention to the way those young 
natives hang about the station and pester 
passongei^ when the trains come in.” 

8mth African Bapen 
Mother should smack them. 

Statement by a coal merchant : — 

“ We have to paj- 8s. a ton more for our coal 
at the pithead than before the pre-stoppage.” 

Daily Bapm\ 

This sounds like one of those after-posl- 
prandial utterances. 





A MARRIAGE HAS BEEN RE-ARRANGED . . . 

The Bride. “WITH ALL THY WOELDLY GOODS (NEVEE MIND HOW THOU GOTTEST 
THEM) DOST THOU ME ENDOW?” 

The Bridegroom. “ CEETAINLY NOT— ONLY A SHAEE OE THEM. I ADOPT THE 
EEVISED VEESION.” 

The Bride. “OH, THOU DOST, DOST THOU? THEN I DON’T OBEY.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, February 14th. — Peace hath 
just as many victories as war. Major 
Hennesst, Vice-Ohamberlain of the 
Household, must be accounted one of 
them. Awfully arrayed, like the Austrian 
army, he brought the House a mes- 
sage from the King (re- 
plying to its motion of 
regret at the death of 
the Emperor of Japan), 
and his finely -modu- 
lated tones and com- 
manding yet withal 
modest carriage wrung 
a murmur of applause 
from all sides. 

Major Oadogan heard 
from Mr. Ameey that 
our agreement with Tur- 
key has already borne 
fruit in the shape of a 
£200,000 saving in Iraq, 
and was expected to 
yield a million -pound 
harvest in the coming . 

year. Mr. J. H. Thomas 
suggested that it might 
be only a transfer from 
one account to another. 

‘‘No, Sir,” said Mr. 

Amery, who presum- 
ably has the British Exchequer in the 
Middle East feeding out of his hand, “ it 
is a real saving.” 

Do you know what “robusta” is? 
It sounds like the name of a George 
Meredith heroine, but it appears to 
be a sort of inferior grade of coffee. If 
you asked for it in your favourite res- 
taurant they might wonder what you 
meant, though they would probably 
bring it to you in the end. Anyway, 
Viscount Sandon asked the Colonial 
Secretary if the Government approved 
of the natives of Kenya being forbidden 
to grow coffee (including robusta), and 
Mr. Amery, looking robusta than ever, 
replied that for purely agricultural rea- 
sons Kenya “discouraged” coffee-grow- 
ing by unskilful natives. 

Sir Eredrio Wise learned from the 
President oe the Board of Trade that 
the value of our imports from Eussia in 
1926 was twenty millions odd and of our 
exports fourteen millions. This would 
have satisfied anyone less particular 
than Sir Erbdbio, but not for nothing has 
he been called the Ilford Auger. Guido, 
the Gimlet of Ghent, as described by 
Leacock, was a plain blunt man by com- 
parison. Under the Auger’s penetrating 
eye the Minister admitted that eight 
millions out of the fourteen were foreign 
goods re-exported to Eussia, an admis- 
sion which mightily pleased the “ Kick- 
out-the-Bolsheviks ” group on the Con- 
servative benches. 


Presumably on the principle that it 
ought to be darkest before the dawn, 
even if it isn’t, the Labour Party always 
keep their most subfuscous orator for 
the crepusculous hour immediately pre- 
ceding the customary rejection of their 
amendment. To-day Mr. Clynes led 
the attack on the Government’s still 



AHOTHER CAT-AND-MOUSE ACT. 

[As played between the protagonists in the debate on the proposed Trade Union 
legislation.] 

Mr. Clynes and Sir John Simon. 


unspecified Trade Union law reforms, 
Mr. Clynes in action recalls Burns’ 
“wee sleekit, cow’rin’, tim’rous beastie.” 
He may not really be like that. His 
matter may be leonine in conception. 
Delivered in the robustamente cantabile 
of Mr. Kirkwood or the allegro ginocoso 
of Captain Benn his sallies might pro- 



AUNT SALLY UNDER HEAYY EIRE. 
Sir W. Mitchell-Thompson. 


voke his adversaries to the limit of i 
endurance. Mr. Clynes, however, is | 
not built that way. | 

On this occasion he was quite over- i 
shadowed by Sir John Simon. I rather 
think that the Government means to 
leave, and if it is wise it will leave, to 
Sir John both the selection of and the 
task of defending its 
contemplated changes 
in and elucidation of 
the Trade Union law. 
It may not be his Bill 
but his approval will 
secure it a compara- 
tively easy passage. Its 
mildest defender on the 
Government Bench 
will, as Mr. Eamsay 
MacDonald foreshad- 
owed, be assailed by 
every available argu- 
ment from Labour 
Members who have 
arguments to advance 
and by every available 
noise from those who 
have none. Before the 
icy and penetrating 
legalism of Sir John 
Simon and the irresist- 
ible drive of bis argu- 
ment the Labour Party 
are as helpless as a mouse before a 
Grmalhn, 

Sir John, in one of the longest speeches 
he has ever made in the House, declared 
that Trade Union law must be made 
clear, and in particular that general 
strikes must be definitely declared 
illegal, as in fact they are. He thought 
the reform should come from within the 
Trade Unions themselves, but saw no 
signs of it. On the contrary he found 
responsible Trade Union leaders assuring 
their audiences that the general strike 
was a preliminary skirmish, a try-out, 
and that next time something more 
elaborate and effective would be brought 
off. 

Sir Henry Slessbr and Mr. J. H. 
Thomas shot puny bolts that made no 
impression on Sir John’s coat of legal 
mail, and the Amendment was defeated 
and the Address agreed to. 

Tuesday, Fehnmry 15th, — Asked by 
Sir Mbrvyn Manningham-Buller why 
the last contract for army meat had 
been placed outside the Empire, the 
Secretary fob War replied that the 
two tenders for Empire meat were forty- 
five per cent, and twenty-six per cent, 
above the tender for Argentine meat. 
The difference was too great to over- 
look even for the sake of Empire trade. 
The House found some consolation in 
the fact that while one at least of the 
tenders for Australian meat came from 
American firm the contract for 


an 
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Argentine meat had gone to a British Government that takes office. Lieut.- he'SuTd^ cK’^’p^ 

I ° Oomihander Kbnwoethy, speaking on off more than he could chew . 1 ekin 

To Mr Buchanan who is concerned behalf of the eight heirs to peerages in had disowned him. 

»bSutodliS=r.B«.inpriK,n..d»ims- tb. Ho™, s?‘ quit. «oM. » i» „ o 

tration in England and Scotland, Major evident that in his view the future E. Mevee to ask a question intimating 
Waltbe Elliot cautiously conceded House of Lords will be neither useful that Mr. Beckett and another Laboui 
that ScotSrfsons were 4 the most nor ornamental. , Member had got to Poland by making 

cart considerably smaller. A Saxon TFedwciifui/, EcSi'iiary Debate false representaoions to the Polish Lm- 

Wow the Gangway started to shout is always at its keenest in the_ Lords bass;^ and likewise refused to a ow 
“Shame!” but desisted. All the same when the well-being of the individual Mr. Beckett to say he hadn t done 
it does seem as if the campaign against (including their Lordships) is at stake, anything of the soit. As Su P. Meyer 
concealed advertising will have to be Lord Monkswell complained that the got m his question befoie it was dis- 
extended to Westminster. “ lethargic ” railways would not carry allowed and Mr Beckett manapd to 

After Mr. Hbebeet Williams had him from Glasgow to London in three shout Liai . before being called to 
personally explained that he had never hours, and moved for papers. Viscount order, the honours seemed to bo oven, 
been an organiser of the LL.P. or any- Peel retorted that the thought of When the 1 ostmastek-Gbneeal rose 
thing like it — if there is anything like anybodywanting to come from Glasgow to make a reply derisip Labour Mem- 

it as allecfed on the previous day by to London in three hours filled him with bers went through tho^ motions (and 

Mr. J. H. Thomas, and Mr. «0'ses) o f baring their heroic 


J. H. Thomas had apologised 
for damning Mr. Williams 
with what he personally re- 
garded as fulsome praise, 
the House balloted for pri- 
vate Members* motions. 

Various Civil Service Sup- 
plementary Estimates pro- 
duced a number of small 
debates which largely cen- 
tred upon .the subject of coal. 
The Board of Works bought 
foreign coal, for which, Com - 
manderBuKNEvinsistedjthe 
Labour Party should be 
grateful, since it had kept 
t^bem warm in the House. 
Mr. Batey called it “ black- 
leg coal*’ ; Mr. Jack Jones 
• assured Captain Hacking 
, that he could supply all the 
heat the House wanted, and 
Mr. Oswald Mosley nearly 
produced internal combus- 
tion in his party by talking 
of the recent “coal sirihey 






noises) of baring their heroic 
bosoms to his promised fir- 
ing party, and Mr. Thxjutle 
inquired with elaborately 
simulated anxiety what 
hideous penalties the Post- 
mastek had decided to in- 
flict on tlio broadcasters ol 
incorrect news. 

Should judges have “ boon 
companions '* in the shape 
of Judges* marshals? Mr 
Bakbu thought not — they 
cost over three thousand 
pounds last ybar — but Mr. 
Blundjcll hazarded that tc 
bo the boon companion of « 
judge must be a very re- 
spectable occupation* Sii 
Douglas Hogg agreed* 

The House discussed beet 
sugar, forestry and (at 8.15) 
the Education of the Adoles- 
cent* I n the evening debate 
Mr. TaEVHLYAN accused 
Lord Eustace PKacr ol 


[r. Oswald Mosley nearly visage of the tlmos eont* I n t he evening debate 

roduced internal combus- .-I. . T«RVELYAN aceuae< 

on m his party by talking immediately raisiuR fcf 

. the recent coal sin A.C. the school-ago was only defeated by oighteon votes. Lady Asxoit voted b^^ving a strongly deve 
The hour of 8.15 found Mr. against the Govorninent.] iopod faculty for dismtegrat- 

EEALD Hurst moving that ^ ing polibmal co-operation.” 

All the Labour Party asks^ 
This almost brazen attempt! is to bo clasped to the Conservative 


Gerald Hurst moving that ^ 

a reformed House of Lords 

is desirable. The subject— an academic j dismay. 


one, as the cautious speech of the Home bo divert attention from 


short- bosom, but I^ord Eustace won’t even 


Secretary indicated — might have been comings of the railways to the speed at pat its head. In this case the Educa- 
expected to produce a light-hearted if which people ought to want to leave tion Minister’s air of aggressive soif- 
not an irresponsible debate. Members Glasgow did not succeed. Lord Par- confidenco rather disintegrated the po- 
however took it very seriously. moor, affecting to be unaware of the iitical co-operation of his own pat’ty, 

Mr. Thurtle argued that the nation Clyde and all its works, said the remedy the Conservative amendment to the 
needed no second chamber to guard it was to put the railways under State Labour motion being only carried by 
against ill-advisM and hasty legislation control. eighteen votes, while one disintegrated 

by the Commons, and then denounced The usual cheers greeted Lieut.-Col. supporter of the Government, Lady 
the present House of Lords for not guard- Hbadlam, the new Financial Secretary Astob, positively co-operated %vith the 
ing the nation against the Government’s of the Admiralty, when he rose to answer Opposition. 

ill-advised and hasty Eight Hours Bill, his first question as a Ministei?. The Thursday, February I7tk . — On com- 

He would tolerate the House of Lords Foreign Secretary answered a lot of ing up for its Second Reading the 
as an ornament but not as an imple- questions about China. He assured Mr. Co vent Garden Market Bill was with- 
, ment. Sir John Marriott, on the Mosley that it required no Treaty with drawn amidst acclamation. There were 
other hand, thought it ought to be China, nor was it a breach of inter- “ no fiowers.** The market will con- 
made useful. He frankly sought to see national law, to send troops to Shanghai tinue to occupy its present site, which 
J a reformed and re-armed House of to protect Britishlives. He also informed is any where between the Embankment, 
Lords squelching the ill-advised and him that Mr. Chu, who had represented Kings way, New Oxford Street and St. 
J l^asty legislation of the next Labour himself as speaking for all parties in Martin’s Lane, and, instead of porters 


bearing sweet lavender and Jersey 
potatoes, the shade of Captain Ooram 
will confront the embla 2 joned janitors 
of immeasurable caravanserais. 

To-day was hands-off ” day in the 
House. The Home Secretary told it 
— politely, of course"«tha1b the Police 
Fund was none of its darned business. 
Mr. Neville CHAMBERiiAiN told it that 
the preservation of London squares and 
open places was primarily the business 
of the L.C.O^ Lord Eustace Percy de- 
clared that political teaching in schools 
was a matter that could be safely left 
to the teachers themselves. 

Mr. Churchill told Mr. G. Hurst 
the amount of the National Debt. The 
House looked hopefully towards the 
questioner, but he did not produce his 
cheque-book and we still owe the money. 

^ The seven thousand pounds' grant in 
aid for the tour of the Duke and Duchess 
of York to Australia enabled some of 
tho Labour back-benchers to give their 
customary display of bad manners. It 
was left to one of their own party, Dr. 
Shiels, to tell Mr. Kirkwood that 
Their Eoyal Hiohnesses were per- 
forming duties quite as onerous as 
sitting on a leather seat in the House 
and bellowing inanities. 


“NON OMNIA POSSUMUS OMNES.” 

I cannot dance, I cannot sing, I cannot 
oven patter, but I can enjoy myself looking at 
you enjoying yourselves.”— Ifr. Bamsat Mac- 
JDonaid at a Laho7ir Social.'] 

Let gilded youth and golden girl 
Their agile hoofs uplift, 

I watch them as they glide or whirl, 
Unonvious of their gift, 

Content with Fortune’s scanty plums, 
Although by Pate's decree 
Tarantulated Tootsicums 
Were not bestowed on me. 

But strange exotic steps or tunes, 

And bands that snort and squeal, 
And gestures suited to baboons 
To me do not appeal ; 

You might as well compare the drone 
And skirling of the pipes 
With the sick peevish saxophone 
As strong Scots ale with swipes. 

The dear old songs I never sing, 

For, though my tones are rich 
And even fruity in their ring, 

I lack the sense of pitch ; 

I cannot sing the strange new songs, 
They make my voice go phut ; 

I !ve not the lung-power that belongs 
To good Dame Clara Butt, 


Nor can I patter in the mode * 

Of conjurers and mimes 
Or Gilbert, whose invention flowed 
Unfettered by his rhymes. ! 

My style is wholly free from frills, i 
'Tis simple,' strong and terse ; 

I never used official quills, ^ 

As Canning did, for verse. 

Yet think not, 0 ye limber elves, 
That I look glumly down 
On you as you enjoy yourselves 
' With an Olympian frown ; 

I love to see youth have its fling, 

To hear young lions roar, 

But I am saddest when I sing; 

I cannot take the floor. 

II fatU se borner '" — so the great 
Napoleon's maxim ran, 

And his advice to concentrate 
Is good for every man ; 

For, though he was a plague and pest 
Throughout his whole career, I 
Am ready to admit fas est 
Ab liostibus doceri. 


“ Possessing a very bad record, Thos. — 
was sent to prison for six months’ hard labour 
for stoalihg a gramophone.” 

Provmcial Pa^ei\ 

The outcome of a misguided effort, it 
would appear, to improve that bad record. 
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“NOBLESSE OBLIGE.” 

OuE leading aetor-managers may say 


I know it sounds a bit complicated, but 
it works out all right in the end. 

At the final rehearsal everything 


The shivering outcast shivered some 
more and walked up and down twice. 
“’Tis bitter cold,** he said. Lord 


what thev like about dress-rehearsals, went beautifully. The play lasted a Eonald does not kno\y me, though we 


but I think that they are necessary, good deal longer than^ we expected, played together as little children.* 

If we had only had a proper dress-re- owing to most of the lines having to At this point Lord Eonald was due 
hearsal for our village production of be spoken twice, once by the prompter, for reappearance, but he didn*t show 
Noblesse Oblige; or, Cupid mid Lord and once by the character to whom up. The outcast shivered again and 
Bonald, the first night would have been they properly belonged; but audiences continued to walk up and down. 


different. As it was — well, if you were like to get plenty for their money, 
there, you may have noticed a longish Then came the night, and you could as well,*’ he said by ^vay of filling up 
sort of pause at the end of the big positively feel the play gripping the time; but still Lord Bonald failed to 
scene, the one with the snowstorm audience as one line fbllo wed (and occa- materialise. 

and the wretched outcast in it. You sionally even overlapped) another. By The shivering penniless outcast took 
did? That’s what I mean. the time the curtain went up on the a silver cigarette-case out of his pocket 

Cupid and Lord Bonald &OQ great scene the audience was tense and lit a cigarette. This is always 


*‘We played together as big children 
i well,” he said by \vay of filling up 


play. Cupid does not actually 

appear in person, but -j 

does. In fact Lord Bonald is like ■ ' 

the lights (worked by the Vicar), 

always popping in and out. It is 

a play too which provides unique . ^ 

opportunities for the producer’s 

art, and the whole countryside 

knows by now that, when we pro- 

duce a play in our village, it icul 

be produced. And, when I say 

produced, I mean produced, not 

slung on to the stage anyhow. 

Last year, in the great scene in 
which Die Miller's Daughter 
drowns herself in the mill-race, 
the people in the front row of the 
stalls were very nearly drowned i 

as well. That ’ll show you, VWwmM ) 
Detail, that *s what we go in r 
for, and when our 'producer dis- V 
covered that there was a scene / ^/ / ' ■ 

with a snowstorm in Cupid and j ' ' ' ' 

Loi'd Bonald its selection was i - ^ 

assured. The entire village spent ^ ^ 

four days cutting up the snow. j • Mf 

This is the big scene of tho ^ 

play. i/orciBoTOZ^, noble-hearted 
fellow, m^ets the brother of the 
humble girl whom he has loved 
and lost, in a snowstorm, ragged 
and down and out — that is, the „ , 
brother is ragged and down and ’ 
















- '/ ■ 


/ / 


* Herb,’ he said, < take these, my dooe fellow.’ 


effective on the stage and is a 
splendid way of tiding over an 
awkwai’d pause. Then he walked 
up and down once more, care- 
fully treading out some snow 
which had caught fire from the 
match. 

^^Lord Bonald is a long time,” 
3io said. The audience agreed 
with him. hope nothing has 
happened to liirn,” he added 
anxiously. 

His anxiety w^'ls not misplaced, 
for as he spoke Lord Ronald was 
engaged in a frenzied attempt to 
raise a pair of trousers. Ho had 
forgotten to bring tho spare pair 
with him. 

Neither tho producer nor tho 
prompter took up a very sporting 
attitude in the matter ; both re- 
fused absolutely to lend him 
theirs, though he pointed out 
that they should have them back 
^ in a moment. Tim stage car- 
P penter was equally obstinate, and 
tho electrician was only just pre- 
vented from offering personal 
violence to the distraught noble- 
man. 

It was a stray boy scout who, 

, at any rate partially, saved the 


brother is ragged and down and situation. By way of doing his 

out, not the girl. Only, you see, he with excitement. There is no other good deed for the day he allowed him- 
doesn’t know that he is her brother, or word for it. And when they saw the self to be persuaded to lend a pair of 
that she is his sister, or anything — it ’s snow descending in great handfuls they diminutive khaki shorts, and to sit in 
^ jolly good plot—bufe, being frightfully gasped with surprise and pleasure— his overcoat until the end of the scene, 
noble and so on, he dashes into the which was jolly decent of them, seeing Itwasthen that LorrfJSanaZcl showed 
ancestral castle and comes back with a how many of them had helped to cut himself to be a real actor. He carried 
pair of trousers, which he gives to him. up the old newspapers of which it was the incident off with a savoir faire 
In the pockets of the trousers there are made. which many a professional miglit have 

some fearfully fatal papers, put there The great moment of Lord Ronald's envied. 

by the villain— it’s an original sort of noble act arrived. *‘Here,” he said in ringing tones as 

plot too— only Lord Bonald doesn’t ‘‘ Stay here a moment, my poor he held out tho wisp of khaki to the 

know this; and there are blood-stains fellow,” he said to the shivering out- astonished outcast, ‘Hake those, my 

on the trousers which Lord Bonald got cast ; /‘I will return.” And he made poor fellow. I do not need them any 
ratting. Then the brother gets ar- for the door of the ancestral castle. more. I have left the Boy Scouts for 
rested, but Lord Bonald stands up in ** You are a human being,” said the ever.” ==========— ^^ L. nuG. 

the court and says, ** The trousers arc prompter. 

mine ” — that ’s where the noblesse “ What ? ** said Lord Bonald. Oh, ^ Occidental Error. 

comes in — but he’s really inno- yes. You are a human beino:, the same # ‘'Lord and Lady- — will retou to England 

However, I »Mto’t ,poa e. I em," he .aded heodsLelj, ood X ES”r!Si*S5r»'S 
} It tor you lu case you haven t seen it yet. disappeared amidst applause. Evening Paper. 




WHY STOP AT COMMUNITY SINGING? WHY NOT COMMUNITY OPERA? 


SOME GADGETS. 


Magnetos will without compunction 
For trifling reasons fail to funcbion ; 
I know,^ because a pert mosquito 
Once laid an egg in my magneto. 


The oil-can needs conveyance to 
Unusual spots, so persons who 
Can coil and also can uncoil can 
Perform most nobly with the oil- 


The four-wheel brake provides for me 
A means of stopping suddenly 
(The process is inclined to shake 
The owner of the four-wheel brake). 


The carburetter, so I 'm told, 
Can suffer terribly from cold ; 
I find a little knitted sweater 
Is helpful to my carburetter. 


The wheers designed to check in- 
fringements 

Of laws relating to impingements ; 
The scope of its success, I feel, 
Depends on who is at the wheel. 


Prom sparking-plugs it *s well to batter 
All chunks of carbonaceous matter ,* 
One thus elicits cheerful chugs 
Prom quite reluctant sparking-plugs. 


The differential is the bulge in 
The axle which one must indulge in ; 
It ’s fortunately not essential 
To understand the differential. 


Accumulators are no doubt 
The reason why the lights go out ; 
But still it doesn't do to hate or 
Disparage the accumulator. 


Marries 74 

Hai>py Sequel to a Boy an! Girl Courtship 
’Flu Belays Wedding.” 

Headlines in Daily Paper, 

It seems to have been an unusually 
prolonged attack* 
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as the lairs or changiDg-places neces- with his three friends surrounded the 
AT THE PLAY, Ijq ©yery self-respecting practising Gomt afoi'esaid and tried vainly to im- 

“Deacula” (Little). vampire; offers him garlic, a herb no- presshimwithfourfore-fingersdrama- 

The late Mr. Beam Stoker's toriously fatal to vampires (and other tically levelled at him, he countering 

which I understand has for many years non-Fascists), and sees the violent con- with a firework, under cover of which 
been a cause of frequent nightmares in vulsions into which it throws him ; after he makes his escape — it only remains 
the unsophisticated, has been done into' which he brilliantly concludes that the for the four heroes to track the beast 
a play by Mr. Hamilton Deane, and I red-eyed nobleman may have something to his lair in the coach-house and at 
am bound to say that he has made a to do with the sad business. “Of course the precise hour of sunset to shine four 

mirth-provoking affair of it — in parts. I can’t be sure, mind you, but ” ; green bulls’-eyes upon him and plunge 

It is true this vampire business is not the cautious. scientific attitude in fact, a stake into his heart so that his tor- 
primarily designed for mirth, and no This is, as you have guessed, a fright- tured soul may leave his body with a 
doubt the apparatus of suddenly-opened fully scientific play.^ ^ ^ fizz in a cloud of smoke, 

doors, clocks that tick eerily, howling The heroine is visibly sinking. Shall For us it only remains to sidle quietly 


sary to every self-respecting practising Gomt afoi'esaid and tried vainly to im- 
vampire ; offers him garlic, a herb no- press him with four fore-fingers drama- 

j • 1 i* j. _ ; / ja i.: n., 


fizz in a cloud of smoke. 

doors, clocks that tick eerily, howling The heroine is visibly sinking. Shall For us it only remains to sidle quietly 
lunatics who eat flies and white mice, we be in time to save her ? The astute into the Adelphi, wondering sadly why 
pink-eyed bats (not induced by alcohol), Fa7iFir(0Z5m^, having further cheered the this sort of thing should be supposed 
magnesium flashes, swirling mists to be adequate entertainment for adults 

which don’t smell at all like mists, 
pale-faced aristocratic aliens whose 
bodies are not reflected in plane mirrors 
and whose hair is twisted into devilish 
horns may very well be more seriously 
alarming between the pages of a book 
than they are in the three-dimen- 
sional medium of the stage. If this 
had all been played in a full-blooded 
transpontine manner, and if everything 
had not been said seven times, laughter 
would have been even more easy, thougli 
I admit there was something especially 
diverting in watching a company of 
grave conscientious actors in the West- 
End manner heroically pretending to 
take it all seriously. 

Of course Jonathan Harlcer was ask- 
ing for trouble when he shared a semi- 
detached house with Doctor Sexoard, 
who apparently kept or didn’t keep 
his loosely-controlled lunatics in the 
I other half of it. And it was tempt- 
ing Frovidenco to let the house on 
his other side to so obviously sinister 
a person as Count Dracula, with his 

mj^sterious packing-cases, his hoimed TTVPNnTTRTNa ^-nttppv^^ have his dining-room charmingly deco- 

hair, red eyes and gaping fangs. But HYPNOTISING «‘NIPP1.’ rated by Mr. WiuaA.y Nich^son). 

he couldn t be expected, I suppose, to aewss contments to servo Haoid's pretty Adrienne and bis friend 

realise that Ins sister-in-law would fade „ Duke Esteban Santaanano’s Bon Miauet 


we be in time to save her ? The astute into the Adelphi, wondering sadly why 

rr TT. 7 .* 1 : x j. _ /• A • i i i i % 





to be adequate entertainment for adults 
in this year of grace in one of the 
world’s capital cities. T. 


‘‘The Marquise” (Criterion). 

Llr. Noel Coward, experimenting 
with the period play in the course of his 
giddy pilgrimage through all the styles, 
has been so resolutely determined to 
avoid the I'eproach of a Wardour Street j 
technique that he has made his early { 
eighteenth-century noblemen and their 
serving-folk fully seized of the latest 
London^ idiom, with, I gladly attest, 
a certain gain in liveliness and in- 
terest. He has also, perhaps less 
defensibly, given them a more modern 
mentality than is altof^ether plausible, 
though I suppose it is open to any 
author to claim that all this talk of 
modern montalities is mere cant and 
that the main types have always been 
much tbo same in all ages. 

On a September evening in the year 
1735 a rather awkward dinner-party is 
in progress at the chlltcau of the Gaunt 
Baoul de Vriaac (who had the wit to 

HYPNOTISING « NIPPY » clmwningly deco- 

„ , rated by Mr. \Vii.Xj1au Nicholson). 

You sliall corns across contiusnts to servo jiaoul’s pretty Adrienne and bis friend 

Dracula . . M«. Ravmonu Hu™. f Saniamano’ s son Miguel 

'■ Darlourmaid . Miss Kiuda Macubod. ® betrothed. Witl^he principals and 

tlieir parents sit the Coum s sleek chao- 

1 ■>». »» . M 


Count Dracula . . Mr. Baymojcd Huntlky. 
The Dmiourmaid . Miss Hilda Macleod. 


with those queer tmy wounds m her patient and her friends by explaining lain and his handsome young private 
throat. And it was certainly rough what a perfectly terrible condition she is secretary, who at the crisis of 

luck that Ins own wife should appar- in and how lucky she is to have him the feast, the toasting of tbo happy pair, 

Inhere; having removed and sterilised rushesfrom the table in evident distress, 
^ot at all surprising that Doctor (with garlic) all the ’5 lairs but the Of course, poor fellow, he is in love 
(who looked and talked less like a one in bhecoach-housenext-door; having with ildrienne, as you rightly deduce, 
medical man than seemed humanlypos- explained to Lord-Oodalming that it is Butfchereisdeepermattertoaccount for 
siDie) should be puzzled. Mere mumps necessary that his late fianede, Lucy, the general air of constraint. De Vriaac 
would have puzzled him, I feel sure. must have her tomb broken into and a has taken to religion, and taken to it 
idut help IS at hand. Professor Abra^ stake driven into her heart in order to very gloomily, as some will. In vain 
imm van lielsing, the Dutchman — prevent her going about as a “ beau’ful rallies him, recalls their youth- 

psychologist, psycho-ana yst, hypnot- lady ” (a were-wolf in fact), nibbling the ful gallantries, reproaches him for 
were-wolf specialist --arrives, throats of the Hampstead young— she his dulness and short temper. From 
Mis diagnosis is that a vampire is at is “ uridead ” and must be made “true the wall the late Countess, an un- 
work. Nonsense ? Not at all. We dead having carefully decorated poor comely and saintly l>are, looks out of 
scientific men know a good many Mrs. Barker with garlic and hung a her frame. The well-fed chaplain 
queer things, let us tell you. He inter- cross about her neck, which the maid, holds a watching brief for the denirfe/I 


*’^*°*^* her neck, which the maid, holds a watching brief for the departed 

^wsthedeplorableCowit,hay)nglearnt hypnotised by Dracula, removes in a lady and the Oh^ch. ’Sho ew Esteban 

trance, thus leaving the vampire free can stand no more of it and takes his 
^Tus sseciahsed knowledge be recognises for his hasty evening meal; having leave. confesses her love fd? 
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JacqiieSy first to Migxiel^ who is much source, explains in a well-written scene The old Adam, expelled with the fork, 
relieved, having a private entanglement how the religions Count is a much less returns. The way is prepared for Eloise, 


of his own, and then to her 
father, who in the most 
Christian spirit vehemently 
enforces the claims of duty, 
decries the importance of 
passion and descants upon 
the insolence and iniquity 
of poverty. 

A tap at the window. A 
roguish comfortable face. 
It is Eloise, the one abiding 
passionate memory of his 
life. She had left him after 
the birth of Adrienne, who 
had always passed for the 
daughter of the late countess. 
Her coach has broken do wn ; 
she prays shelter for the 
night. He has never been 
able to thrust her from his 
heart. But now, fortified by 
the sour admonition of the 
portrait and the goggle eyes 
of the chaplain, he drives 
her forth into the night. A 
short interval and then a 
ring and the major-domo an- 
nounces iheMarqimeEloise 
de Kestournel, Adrienne, 
drawn by some special sym- 
pathy to the kindly imper- 
turbable lady, defies her 
father’s authority and in- 





THF] RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL MOTHER.— I. 
My Daughter’s Father 1 ” 

The Marquise Moise^e Kestournel . Miss Marie Tempest. 

The Ccmte Baoul de Vriaac . . , Mr. W. Graham Browne. 


Thereafter is a decline of 
wit and a fumbling move- 
ment. The quarrel of Este- 
ban and Baoul, the too-long- 
protracted duel (duels are 
always dangerous things, 
the players’ natural concern 
for their eyes reducing their 
rapier -play to something 
nearer single-stick — head- 
strokes barred), the senti- 
mental reunion oiBaoiil and 
Eloise, on the last chord of 
a song of true love, in the 
solid bonds of respectable 
matrimony (there had never 
been a Marquis de Kestour- 
nel) —all this marched heav- 
ily, and I cannot believe that 
the author ever intended, or 
at first writing set down, 
such an unhappy ending. 
One supposes that the 
part of Eloise was deliber- 
ately made to the measure I 
of Miss Marie Tempest — I 
an artistic peccadillo justi- j 
fied by the result. Certainly 
it was presented by this 
accomplished lady with all 
her old resource, her sense 
of humour, her exquisite 
finish in detail and perfect 


stals the Marqxme in the best bedroom, sensible, Christian, lovable person than timing of her effects. The wayward, 
How on the morrow the Marquise the Count unregenerate. The sainted naughty, imperious, kindly, teasing 
learns of her Adriemie's penniless lover, bore’s picture is tossed into the fire, moods succeeded one another to our 


learns of her Adrienne's penniless lover, | bore’s picture is tossed into the fire, 
how and for what good 
reasons she disapproves of 

the tor- 

ol^an ^Me^ngly .^e^-pr^ 

I without a pause till the time 
busi- 

flight of* his 0?d mistress, .-r 

seeks comfort in the coanac RETURNT OF THE PRODIGAL MOTHER.— II. 

seexs comioit in Mie cognac ,, ^ „ 

flask and counsel from his Esteban Mr. Frank Cellier, 

seneschal, who, drawing Marquise Miss Marie Tempest. 

courage from the same 


continued entertainment. 
Time happily lays a light 
hand on this brilliant player, 
who received an affectionate 
and deserved tribute at the 
curtain’s fall.' Mr. Graham 
Browne’s not too easy or 
grateful part of De Vriaac 
was carefully and cleverly 
done, and Mr. Frank Oel- 
XjIEr was at his adroit best 
as the courtly raflBsh^?5if66<^n. 
Miss Eileen Sharp’s pleas- 
antly unsophisticated hero- 
ine fitted very well as a foil 
into the cynical setting, and 
Mr, Godprev Winn’s Mig- 
uel was a pleasant com- 
panion - piece. Mr. Colin 
efcHNSTON’s chaplain was 
quietly offensive, as was in- 
tended, a “flattering” part 
well done. This actor knows 
the value of standing still. 
Mr. Egbert Harris, the j 
forlorn lover, was scarcely 
effective, but he had little ,| 
scope. f 

The nimble dialogue puts , 
a considerable strain on the 
principal players’ memories, 
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and the best of all this engaging trifle 
will go better when the little hesita- 
tions are practised away. I cherish a 
faint hope that the author will take his 
fluent pen and write a new ending, or 
bring out from a pigeon-hole the earlier 
draft which I suspect is lying there. 

Mr. Nicholson’s dress designs were 
admirably harmonised ; distinguished 
yet undistracting. T. 

MR. CHURCHILL REPORTS A LEAGUE 
MATCH. 

The dawn of the Feast of Fools 
brought to a pinnacle of ecstasy the 
frantic hopes and fears with which for 
months our great centres of population 
had followed the swaying fortunes of 
their favourite gladiators. It was now 
certain that the climax of the struggle 
was at hand. Before the packed and 
delirious multitudes of the proletariat 
returned home to their evening meal it 
would be known whether the Eamblers 
or the Stragglers would wear for a 
twelvemonth the roses of victory. 
Whichever won their match would be 
head of the League. 

There were few, however, who dared 
to stake their ultimate garment— for in 
spite of tendencious criticism of recent 
legislation the Exchequer still profited 
enormously through the popularity of 
betting— on either side winning outright. 
The forces to be opposed were so well 
matched that the injuries they must 
sutler and inflict would of necessity be 
evenly balanced. Everything pointed 
to a drawn game. In that event the 
Stragglers, by virtue of some recondite 
arithmetic connected with the scoring 
of goals, would find themselves cheated 
by a miserable decimal of their hopes 
of the premiership. 

For some weeks it had been foreseen 
that these proud rivals would be the 
protagonists of the decisive encounter. 
Nothing that could equip them for the 
battle had been neglected. By obtain- 
ing the transference of a noted half- 
back from Lancashire the Stragglers 
had fortified their defences, and in a 
centre-forward imported from the Mid- 
lands they had provided a spear-head 
for their attack. Bumour estimated at 
thousands of pounds the cost of these 
humanjiulwarka. Less plentifully en- 
dowed with resources the Eamblers 
had contrived, by disposing of three 
pillars of their reserve eleven, to induce 
the immigration into their territory of 
a celebrated goalkeeper from the north- 
east coast. 

This practice of exchanging players 
in mid-season, by which it comes about 
.that a footballer may wear a pink shirt 
one Saturday and a blue or a yellow the 
, next^ hm much exercised the critics of 

the professional game. Stern moralists 
have found themselves not unwilling 
to condemn those who leave their side, 
perhaps at a crisis in its fortunes, and 
go over to another party. But what 
has become customary in politics must 
not be denied to sport. To an adven- 
ture already sufliciently hazardous it 
adds a touch of incalculable specula- 
tion. 

Buffeted healthily by the spicy 
breezes of Blackpool or by saltatory 
exercise on the sands of Skegness, the 
two teams steeled themselves for the 
shock of battle. 

Neoct week Mr, Cbujichill will de- 
scribe the kick-off, 

[This is not true. — E d.] 

PHIUNTHROPY IN DISGUISE. 

Details of the projected Pine Hills 
Golf Club have already appeared in the 
Press, and have been subjected to a 
good deal of misdirected criticism. It 
is stated that the membership will be 
limited to a hundred-and-fifty, that the 
entrance fee will be five hundred pounds 
andthe annual subscription one hundred 
pounds. In an interview with a repre- 
sentative of The Daily News, Mr. Abee- 
CROMBY, one of the chief promoters, 
after describing the site of the proposed 
links and the initial outlay of seventy 
thousand pounds necessaiy to acquire 
the freehold, equip the club-house, etc., 
went on to say that the idea arose out 
of the extreme difficulties in the way of 
playing golf near London during the 
week-end without booking a starting- 
time. “ The fact of the matter is,” he 
added, ‘‘there are really too many 
golfers.” 

The figure fixed for the entrance fee, 
we may note at the outset, is only half 
that said to be charged at “ The Links ” 
near New York, the most exclusive golf 
club in the world, but it is sufficient to 
account for the wholly undeserved com- 
ments alluded to above, comments 
which, as we hope to show, are trium- 
phantly rebutted by the last sentence 
we have quoted from Mr. Abbi^cbomby’h 
statement. Viewed in their true light 
the motives of the promoters of the 
Pine Hills Golf Club are patriotic and 
benevolent, and deserve the widest re- 
cognition. Their example, if followed 
in other pastimesand recreations, cannot 
fail to be a potent instrument in the 
restoration of Great Britain's prosperity 
and commercial pre-eminence. 

For there are not only too many 
golfers; there are also too many — far 
too many — ^lawn-tennis players. Com- 
plaint is made of the exorbitant prices 
charged for laying down hard courts 
and^ for good rackets and balls. Such 
criticism indicates gross ingratitude to 

the manufacturers, who are really doing 
their best to limit the numbers of those 
who devote their leisure to pastime in- 
stead of the serious study of economics, 
salesmanship, synthetic products, etc. 

A wu'iter in The Daily News welcomes 
the prospect of the introduction of 
stitchJess balls at fifteen shillings a 
dozen, and first-class rackets costing 
little over two pounds. The present 
prices force thousands of lawn-tennis 
players to take the second best, and “ it is 
impossible to play good lawn-tennis with 
bad materials.” This argument shows 
a deplorable lack of insight into realities. 
What is really wanted is not cheaper 
but dearer tennis. If the price of rackets 
was stabilized at a minimum of five 
pounds each, and of balls at, say, two 
pounds a dozen, and no club was per- 
mitted to charge less than an entrance 
fee of a hundred pounds and an annual 
subscription of twenty pounds, the loss 
of time and temper involved in the pi*e- 
sent waiting for a court would cease, 
and the majority of players — many of 
them of indifferent quality — would be 
diverted into other and more profitable 
spheres of activity. 

Again, take dancing. Tlioro are 
really far too many dancers nowadays, 
and the overcrowding of saloons seri- 
ously impairs the comfort of those who 
can afford to cultivate tijo art. And 
here again the safeguarding of the expert 
and opulent minority must not bo re- 
garded as a measure of self-protoction. 
it would be unjust to deny them a 
far-sighted sagacity and a benevolent | 
regard for the greatest happiness of \ 
the greatest number. The restriction j 
of dancing to clubs which impose an 
entrance fee and subscription carefully 
chosen so as to e.xcludo all persons who 
do not pay super-tax, would automati- 
cally impel those wij6 were eliminated | 
to seek an outlet for their energies in ! 
occupations in which they might eventu- 
ally earn enough to enable them in old 
age to cultivate those expensive pas- 
times for which they are at present 
unfitted. 

It only remains to be added that 
there are far too many listeners-in. 
The number in the British Isles alone 
is estimated at ten millions, and the de- 
plorable influence of their unrestrained 
activities on the prospects and pros- 
perity of musical composers and con- 
ductors has already been made clear in 
the memorable monition of Sir Thomas 
Beecham. But the remedy is simple. 
Let the cost of a licence be raised to, say, 
fifty pounds and the immediate reduction 
of this gigantic army of indolent aus- 
cultationists will follow as the day tlie 
night; once more the concert-halls 
will be filled, and peace I'oign in the 
heart of Mr. William Boosky. 
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COMICSTRIPITIS. 

QSTO, PLEASE DON T WOERY—I ’m QUITE ALL EIGHT ; I ONLY DOING THIS AS A SLIGHT PROTEST AGAINST THE CONVENTION 

THAT A HUMOROUS SERIES MUST — 



SOME- 


VIOLENT— 


CALAMITY. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

That the last volume but oue of The Tale of Genji proper 
is far more attractive than its predecessors I attribute to 
tbe fact that there is less concentration on Genji and an un- 
precedented skill on the Lady Mueasaki^s part in rounding 
up the stray situations her amatory hero has created. Mr! 
Arthur Walby has put his most accomplished work into 
A Wreath of Cloud (Allen and Unwin), and, though I still 
think he tends to over-estimate our temperamental sympathy 
with Murasaki’s age and deflect his vocabulary accordingly,- 
1 have nothing but enthusiasm for his translation as a whole. 
The volume opens with an amusing biography of the 
authoress, who^ apparently recouped herself for a life of 
circumspection in the service of a prudish Empress by giving 
free literary play to an ironic wit and a luxurious imagina- 
tion. The story is devoted to the continuance, readjustment 
and consequences of Genji' s relations with his wife Murasaki 
and his various mistresses, with the disagreeable pendant 
of his adoption and attempted seduction of a second young 
Tamakatsnra, almost identical with that 
of Murasaki, is complicated by the fact that she is the! 
daughter of one oi Genji' s mistresses, but not of Genji him- 
self, and that Genji, pretending she is his own child, erects 
a formidable barrier to his own subsequent passion. Tama- 
^Osna' s destiny is not determined when the volume closes, 
por is that of the child-lovers, Kumoi and YUgiri, nor that 


of the baby Princess from Akashi. All those young people 
are responsible for passages of romantic charm, relieved 
by incidents of such satiric implication as Genji's distri- 
bution of stuff for spring clothes to the women of his 
palace, a ceremony during which Murasaki endeavours to 
divine from the character of tbe material her husband’s 
relations with the recipient. 

It would almost seem as if the charm that hangs about 
: old documents comes largely from their quaint other- world | 
i No one would want to be told, for instance, how | 

a modern steamship company’s board-room was found to 
be uncomfortably near the pay-office, yet when Sir W. 

: Poster, quoting from India Office records in John Company 
I (Lane), says of certain “marryners” that they crowded 
about the entrance in ** Bishoppgate Streote,” one is reason- 
ably content to read furtiier tiiat ** it "was mociond to have 
some more convenyent place made up for thatt use neerer 
unto the gate.’' Pantastio spelling, however, is not the 
only delight in this volume, in which the writer, with no 
small zest for his task, has brought together any number 
of half-forgotten stories and traditions of The Honourable 
the^ East India Company. Here is stout John Dean, 
ordinary seaman, who refused to desert the merchantman 
Sussex, abandoned, as derelict by her oflScers off the coast 
of Madagascar. Here are two comical ambassadors from 
the famous kingdom of Bantam, lionised by all London, 
King and Court included. Here is a duplicate insurance 



Febeoaey 23 , 1927 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CPIARIVARL 


policy from the seventeenth century, 
and again a facsimile of the petition for 
employment as a “writer*’ presented 
by a lad called Warren Hastings. 
Warehousemen, in these pages, are pro- 
vided with “suits of canvas doublets 
and hose without pockets*’ — pockets 
being liable to conceal pepper, of all 
things — and “hot cawdles** are sup- 
plied, before the days of Factory Acts, 
to workers in saltpetre as a cure for 
agues. 1} ncovered treasures like these, 
just not musty with age but delicately 
touched with a fragrance that has 
lavender in it, if perhaps a hint of cob- 
web, go to make up a narrative that 
stirs no very lively emotions and aims 
at no great literary triumphs, yet has a 
place entirely its own. It compares, in 
fact, at all completely only with the 
writer’s companion volume, The East 
India House, I think this one is to 
be preferred of the two. 


Blue Magic'^ a tale told in letters ; 

Eoy Devereux writes it, and he 
Isn’t irked by these self-imposed fetters— • 
For such I conceive them to be ; 

The book (Crosby Lockwood) discovers 
A lady who has in her train 
No less than a trio of lovers, 

And all of them sighing in vain. 

Their wooings are fresh and inviting, 
But rather to you than to her, 

For the call of the desert and writing 
Are things which she seems to prefer ; 
In fact, she ’s a difficult creature. 

For none of tho characters fails 
In any one cardinal feature 
Essential in lettor-box tales. 

They ’re splendid at penning epistles, 
■There ’s never a sign that they shirk 
When something is needed that bristles 
With details to help the good work, 
And, whether their missives are sloppy 
Or highbrow or thrilling or flat, 
They all send the printer a copy, 

And what could be kinder than that? 







'If A"' 



Acg_mintaiic6. “ And is youe other little giel at all like this one ? ” 

• Of all historical monuments, stranded Fond Mother. “Oh, ho, she’s quite a contrast to heb.’’ 

like a whale’s bones high and dry above Acimintance. “ How nice l ’’ 

the tides of to-day, few save the Pyra- ■■■■ ::i- t; 

mids are more remote than the Palace of Versailles. “ The ] sense “ characters.” Their names and relationships are at 
spirit of the Pharaohs ” went, as its latest chronicler main- times extremely confusing, and Mr. Bbadbt furnishes a 
tains, to the making of it ; “ the same reckless squandering helpful list of dramatis ‘personcB. He also plants the confines ; 
of the resources of a nation, the same prodigality of labour.” of his volume thickly with genealogical trees. Yet the true 
Appreciating this aspect of his subject to the full, Mr. G. P. praise of his book is that even the inexpert will find his way : 
Bhadbv nevertheless contrives to render The Great Days of about its world as he goes, and come to recognise the indi- 
Versailles (Bbnn) with extraordinary sympathy ; chiefly, I vidual voices and gestures of its habituis. Too modern to ^ 
think, because he distinguishes, as between sin and sinner, enphemise their vices, not modern enough to perform the , 
the pageant from the actors who played in it. He describes same service for their virtues, Mr. Beadby has given us no 
bow a peiiiScMfeitJAie cartes, a mere hunting-lodge, became one-dimensional portraits. I particularly commend his 
a colossal palace. Cartloads of dead workmen were removed Madame db Maintbnon and the delicacy with which he has 
from the barracks in which they were lodged as the work traced her relations with her own family and her own heart. 

proceeded ; and when it was done its housing of all save the 

highest notabilities out-barracked the barracks. “ Deadly The bright art of the short story has at the moment no 
dull ” too was the life that was lived in it. Yet, amazingly more talented exponent than Mr. A. E. Coppabd. His tales, 
enough, the livers of that life were often in the fullest rustic or contes, as we should have called them in the good old 
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days when, having never heard of Tchehov, we all swore by the crumbs from his breakfast-table; it has remained for 
Maupassant, are acceptable to the most fastidious of editors. George Cram Cook and Miss Glaspell to reveal the 
All the stories in (Cape) are well worth cosmic implications of this simple feat. The Road to the 

reading, and a good half of them are worth re-reading. It Temple is a long road, mostly uphill, and I am not too sure 
is not so much what he does as the cunning and lively way that the view at the top is “worth it.’' In any case this 
he does it. Take, for instance, his name-piece. Two women, book gives no clue to Miss Glaspell’s future; it is merely 
returning home from gathering firewood, sit beneath a hedge a rather lengthy interlude. 

and discuss a man whom they both have loved. Being no 

Classicist, I am not sure whether Lucian transcribed the Peking is the scene of Chinese White (Hutchinson), “ in 
equivalent colloquy, but certainly he might have done, for the period between the establishment of the Eepublic and 
the models for it must have existed in his day and ages the more recent disorders.” . An aroma of sex prevails 
before. Judith, again, the heroine (to call her so) of what through this tale of Manon Cassily, who loved David Magee 
is perhaps the best stoiy in the book, stoops to conquer and, none too wisely. Believing that her love was not returned 
as is the way of conquerors,' destroys her victim and shirks she concealed her motherhood from him and pretended 
theissue of her devastating condescension. That too seems a that the child was of her adoption. Personally I think 
familiar situation ; while Gawz'Zte and 0/w, those spinsters was marvellously slow ot perception, but the whole 

in uneasy circumstances who travel the continent of Europe plot would have collapsed if he had not been one of the 
together, quarrel and are reconciled — they are as familiar as world’s worst guessers. Subsequently Manoii \vas be- 
the dishes oi the table d’hdte which constitute their staple friended by Li Feng- Chang, Minister of Customs and a 

IVTv nnT>T>A T?T> 7 ..-I. ——— .. . ' ' .'ll 1 


diet. Mr. Ooppaed can 
take a trite or trivial 
theme and treat it with 
that touch of novelty 
which, since practically 
ail plausible themes 
have been used times 
beyond measure, is all 
that we can reasonably 
ask of the story-teller, 
but which we do not 
often get. If he has 
any faults they are that 
his sense of irony some- 
times runs away with 
him and that he suc- 
cumbs too readily to 
the lure of the phrase. 
But he is a for 

whom to be thankful. 





The future of Miss '/' • While admitting 

Sus^ Glaspell 18 a Th 6 Tmilor’s Gate 

matter of great moment - moDos-n ano S-rnrviff 

tosomeaudof somemo- Vtsitcr. “Wmt cah’i voo alu plav ai the racb-qame?” 

ment to a great many STowwiy- “Wa akb-aix piAyiuo, but I can’t make me book till Wilub t 

ivyrivo HIS MID-DAY wiftEs OFF.** tcBSo oxcitoment, I 

more. Vvien uiis, nn I np award it a 

publishers tell us that The high place among Mr. Edoae Wallace’s bountiful 

Road to the Temple (Benn) “was finished only a few collection of sensational novels. Let those on Towner 

months ago, and may be taken as the first really mature guard duty beware, for bore we have a keen and excellent 
work of ^ns writer. It is a biography of her late young officer, Dick Hallmoell, drugged and--tothodotn- 

Imsband, George Cram Cook, who gave up Harvard and ment of the Crown Jewels— an impostor substituted for 

Heidelberg to turn farmer on the Mississippi, and then gave him. And Mr. Wallace almost convinces mo that such 
up farming to live in Greece as a shepherd among shepherds outrages are possible. Indeed it is not with the crime and 
andfinally to die there by^the rums of the Temple of Apollo its development that I have a feeling of dissatisfaction; 
at Helphi. And games, we are told, “ were instituted in my grievance is that the relationships of the people in one 
his honour. Cook was a rebel against all forms of con- way or another involved in it were too complex. I wish 
authority, and, being an American, he did it all however, to give honourable mention to Mrsfoilorby, a dear 
very thoioughly and with immense seriousness. He was a old lady with a positive genius for managing other people’s 
mau of many enthusiasms, which went as suddenly as they business. I have so grelt a respect for Sie sty rin wEkh 
fTlf;/ thus largely a record of failure aud Mr. Wallace usually tells his stories that I do^L hesh^^^^^ 

attention to the following sentence: “The 
a'“o^®rae°tforregener- water was fresh, she told him. and after slaking his own 
at g the American theatre, and dropped it whan success thirst, he searched in his pockets in the hope of finding some- 
was under his hand. Miss Glaspell pleadt for him that, thing that would stay Ue pangs ThEnSr? fe m^t 

,g6v’er“i^triviaS™ 

M.any ,a suburban householder has trained a robin to take “ The Pied Piper ” again ? 




■ man of power, ability 
and discretion. In a 
story whose British 
men-folk were certainly 
not Ministers of Morals 
I toxxiodLiFeng-Chang's 
restraint as refreshing 
as a change of air. In- 
deed he and the affairs 
of the moment may 
win some popularity for 
this account of Manon* s 
lapse ; but David Cal- 
DEE Wilson’s hand, 
though strong, is also 
rather crude, and I 
would gladly have ex- 
changed several pocks 
of spice for a few 
pinches of subtlety. 


Visiter. can’t you ald play at the eace-gahe?” 

Tommy. “We .Ufs-ALL playing, but I can’t make my book till Wiixie 

GETS HIS MID-DAY WIRES OFF.** 


While adm itting 
that The Traitor* s Gate 
(Hoddee and Stough- 
ton) has its moments 
of tense excitement, I 
cannot award it a 
Wallace’s bountiful 
Let those on Towner 
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CHARIVARIA reference to the decision of the “I think men ^viil be wearing suits 

' . , ' ^ L.C.O.thattheeclipseof the sun, which of yellow this summer,” says a fashion 

There IS this consolation about China, will be visible in the North of England writer. We very politely ask him to 
Anything that happens in that country in June, is of no educational value, we think again. .j, 

nowadays is bound to be an improve- think it only right to point out that, if 

lie it had been, arrangements would have On consideration we have decided 

been made for it to be seen in London, not to offer the Alsatian League and 
It is now being suggested that a cer- ^ Club of Great Britain our suggestion 

tain Chinese warship did not fire on the According to a daily paper the Celtic for a motto, “ Intey^ canem et hipum,'' 
arsenal at Shanghai. The crew were name for Trafalgar SnnarA was Brun ^ . * 


meat. 

It is now being suggested that a cer- 
tain Chinese warship did not fire on the 


arsenal at Shanghai. The crew were name for Trafalgar Square was Bryn 
merely sending some of their shells j which means “Gently rising 


back to bo refilled. 

sjt ili 

Us 

Up till now we understand that 
Chicago is still refusing to send any re- 


ich means “ Gently rising It is stated that the proximity of the 
bosom.” Mention this to someone else South Downs interferes with the re- 
who is waiting to cross it. ception of wireless at Brighton. Tliere 

seems no end to the advantages of this 


We arc doubtful whether Shake- favourite resort, 


presentatives to President Coolidge’s speare ever was a golfer. His vocabu- 


disarmament conference. 


lary only contained twenty-three thou- There is apparently no truth in the 
sand words, according to the latest rumour that the Somerset village named 
estimate. ^ Wedmore is to be adopted by Los An- 


Thore are stated to be more centen- estimate. ^ 

arians in Spain than in any other * ' 

European country. A possible explana- A contemporary describes betting as 
nation is the national habit of putting a means of getting something for no- 
off dying until to-mor- 


Writing on the sub- 
ject of Liberal unity, 
Mr. C.' E. G. Master- 
man advocates opening 
the gate to the younger 
generation. The real 
difficulty about this 
gate, however, seems to 
be to prevent the older 
generation from slipping 
out. 

Answer to Corres'pon- 
dent\'^o. The Monarch 
of Hedjaz has no juris- 
diction over foot jazz. 




Spiteful Cat. 

SWEETY ? ” 


‘When aee you going to have yom pace lifted, 


man m Pans was I 

recently fined twopence for crossing I thing. 


geles film actresses as a mascot. 

1(5 i{! 

In classical circles it is feared that 
^ the bitter controvei'sy 
. . about the correct pre- 

'j i. ^ nunciation of Latin will 

l! Iflj I have the effect of de- 
ll I j terring many people 

I '[ I’ 1 from using it as a 

j I medium of ordinary 

' Jj ^11 conversation. 


We gathk' from the 
many articles in the 
Press that the secret 
of health is still a secret. 

* * 
sis 

There is only one 
motor-car on Easter 
Island, in the Pacific. 
We understand that 
callous pedestrians 
tease the thing. 



Experience teaches us that it is I The idea of buying three stockings 


the road at the wrong spot. It ap- usually a method of getting nothing for instead of a pair seems to have proved 


pears tho taxi-drivers complained that something, 
ho did not give them a chance. 


so popular that artificial silk-worms are 
said to be already on overtime. 


Judging by the exceptionally low 

A recent police case at Christchurch birth-rate in England and Wales, it Mr. T. A. Edison does not think that 
recalls tho fact that it is illegal for a would appear that many people are radio will ever oust the phonograph, 
tramp to ask for hot water instead of putting off being born until things in Then we can only say that the value of 
cold. It isn’t illegal to ask for it when this country have settled down a bit. radio has been over-estimated, 


staying at an hotel. It’s usually 


radio has been over-estimated, 

5l« iH 

It has been pointed out that most of 


futile. ,ic ,|. Three hundred windows were smashed It has been pointed out that most of 

in the Peck water Quadi-angle of Christ the sculpture of the period suggests 
A Daily Express reader relates that Church, Oxford, But surely that is car- that the Ptomans had large muscular 
his grandfather’s pony was often used, rying the craze for more fresh air a little ears. Well, they needed them when 
without permission, by Charles Peace too far, ^ Mark Antony was about, 

in committing his burglaries and mur- * 

ders. This confirms the belief that A number of M.P.’s have expx’essed Anewracing-carbas been constructed 

Charles Peace was not a straightfor- their willingness to speak in Hyde Park, at the Sunbeam works capable of doing 
ward man. , 1 . It is understood too that several Hyde two hundred miles per hour. But surely 

' Park orators have no objection to speak- no pedestrian can run so fast. 

While nearly everybody who has to ing in Parliament, 


rying the craze for more fresh air a little ears. Well, they needed them when 
too far, a, Mark Antony was about. 

'-I'* '1'. 

* 

A number of M.P.’s have expx’essed Anewracing-carbas been constructed 


stand and wait in the street for a few 
minutes indulges in tho Charleston to 


On the first night of a play produced 


keep warm, it is remarked that tho in London recently the curtain is re- 
police never do. No, tho pavements ported to have descended prematurely, 
aren’t wide enough. That, of course, is a matter of opinion. 


The Welsh Wizard Has a Brainv/ave. 

“Mr. Lloyd George replied that what was 
happening in China to-day was a little dis- 
turbing, but tho best thing for China and for 
the ■vYorid was a Pacific settlement.” , 

' ' " ’ Daihj Paper. 
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SPRING SONG. 

Once upon a time, spring was sup- 
posed to begin on St. Valentine’s Day. 
Owing to the immediate arrival of a 
second winter the day after, and the 
consequent discrediting of Sfc. Valen- 
tine as a prophet, that worthy gentle- 
man may be removed from the calendar, 
and I must say that, after last year’s 
spring, he deserves all he may get. 

But supposing he does go, some other 
method of deciding on the beginning of 
spring must be found. 

I approached Smith. 

Feeling of spring in the air to- 
day ? ” I queried. 

“ No,” he said, ** no. Nothing like it. 
I never think of spring until March 31st. 
It isn’t safe. Spring begins for me on 
April 1st.” 

Whereupon, after I had reminded 
him that April 1st was All Fools’ Day, 
he went back into a sorb of winter 
coma. Smith really hibernates from 
November Isb to March 31st. He regu- 
lates the seasons by the office radiator. 
I approached Eobinson. 

“ Quite like spring,” I said. 

“Spring? Why, my dear fellow, I 
saw bats in my garden on February 3rd. 
Spring always begins with the bats.” 

Eobinson knows a lot about bats. 
He has them in his belfry, if you know 
what I mean, and, though one would 
rather talk to an optimist than to an 
ordinary idiot, there is not really much 
difference. 

I approached Jones. 

“ Spring is coming,” I said genially. 
“If,’' said Jones — “if there is no 
sudden frost we may have an early 
spring this year. I was looking at my 
tennis flannels last Sunday. The rffoths 
have been at them again. Anyway, 

I ’ve ordered the new wall-paper for the 
dining-room.” 

He ’s like that. Spring is positively 
wasted on him . He goes about looking 
for trouble of that sort. He is the sort 
of man whose mere appearance makes 
one pub the cleaning into spring. To 
him, summer is the season when the 
blight is on the roses, autumn the time 
when the rates are due, winter the 
harbinger of income-tax and influenza. 
The moths have not only been at his 
flannels ; they have been at his mind. 

I called on Williams. 

; ^ He was sitting without a fire watch- 
f ing a faint discoloration on the wall- 

S ^per which he asserted was sunshine. 

e took me out into the garden, which 
; was practically a naked desert, and bade 
me sniff the air and listen. He stood 
vtrtos while a oroupy starling made 
? a* revolting noise on a neighbouring 
■ ^ ^ .^muey-stack. To W illiams th at croupy 
the very voice of spring. I 


shouldn’t be surprised if he had already 
cast every available clout. I caught a 
violent cold by sitting in his cold room 
and wandering in his howling wilderness 
of a garden. 

I called on Nicholson. He was ouL. 
He had, it appeared, gone to Italy to 
find a place in the sun for himself. 
Lucky brute ! 

I wandered in my own garden. A 
slug had completed the destruction of 
the rosemary, one-thousand-seven-hun- 
dred-and-ninety-three dandelions were 
showing in the lawn, two-and-a-half 
snowdrops were trying to flower, and 
the window-cleaner had put the base 
of his ladder on the only crocuses that 
had found the courage to come up. All 
signs of spring in a way, of course, but 
not what I was looking for. I wanted 
something I could rely upon, some- 
thing that would reassure me that the 
time of gooseberry-tarts, lamb and mint- 
sauce, new peas and new potatoes, was 
really at hand. 

Two-and-a-half snowdrops wore not 
enough. I went indoors, drew the cur- 
tains, put a lot more logs on the fire, 
filled my pipe and reached for my book. 
It should be winter then, though spring 
could not be far behind. 

Then Ann came in. 

“ A lovely evening,” she said. Quite 
like spring.” 

“ why ? ” I asked eagerly. 

“ Oh, I don't know. Only 1 'vc just 
seen the first cuckoos.” 

“ Ah ! ” Here -was really evidence at 
last. “Where?” 

She smiled, and a doubt swept over 
me. It was certainly too early for 
cuckoos, and any self-respecting cuckoo 
must be expected to be in bod lieforo 
eight o’clock. 

“ I came up by Lovers’ Lane,” she 
said. “The cuckoos wwe sitting on 
the log near the stile. The housemaid 
from the ‘The 151ms' and the chauffeur 
from the ‘ The Oaks.’ The darlings ! ” 

And then I knewthat springhad come. 


Our Youthful Cynics. 

Fi’om Smith minor's English paper : 

“Milton wrote L’ Allegro— Tho Happy Man and 
II Pensposo— TlioThonghtfwl Man. I/Allcgro 
was written to celebrate his marriage and II 
Penseroso was written to celebrate his married 
life.” 

Our tTp-to-date Scholars. 

The girls in a London school were 
required to paraphrase : — 

“Be wise with sgoed, 

A fool at forty is a fool indeed.”— Y oung. 

This was one pupil's effort : — 

“ When driving a car do not go at more than 
forty miles an hour, because there is sure to be 
an accident.” 

She deserves success. 


LONDON PRiDL 

[The London County Council’s General 
Purposes Committee reported last week that it 
did not see its way to recommend the Council 
to act on suggestions which had been made to 
attract visitors to London . Sir John Gilbert 
added that any proposal to advertise London 
condemned itself. London had no need to 
make itself better known.] 

There's more than one city 
Excels us in din, 

In the feats of banditti 
In sundaes and sin ; 

In the height of skyscrapers, 

In motors de hixe^ 

In the size of its papers, 

The skill of its crooks. 

Shall we seek and invoke 
Publicity’s aid 
To lure foreign folk 
Our haunts to invade ? 

O’er the Seas that are Seven 
Shall wc blazon our fame 
On the vaults of high heaven 
In letters of ffanio ? 

No ; London is proud 
Of her past and her sons, 

But to add to her crowd 
Is a thing that she shuns ; 

So, having discussed what 
Was fit, she replies 
That London is just what 
Slie won't advertise* 


IT DIDN’T HAPPEN IN LONDON 
YESTERDAY. 

[The Daily Keivn offers a daily foe for “ a 
brief account of any odd London liappeiitng.’' 
These accounU ap^ar under the heading, “It 
Happened in Ijondon YcHtorday,”] 

The pretty girl in the third-class 
carriage of the train from Southampton 
looked shyly at her foliow-traveller* 

“ My maid is bringing my trunks on 
the boat-train/' she said. “I felt I 
kind of wanted to just slip into li'l old 
London with no one to meet me. It's 
my first visit, and before I start work 1 
want to dream round those places I ’vc 
heard about all my life from my grand- 
mother — she 's English, you bet. The 
Tower and tlie Abbey and the Temple, 
and the old streets Dickens wrote 
about. I 'm just crazy to see them all 
— by myself. X guess III feel vurry 
small when I stand in Westminster 
Abbey.” 

The train drew in to Waterloo and 
the famous film-star got out with a face 
as^radiant as a child’s. 

You know as well as I do that it 
didn't happen in London yesterday. 


“Gentle Lady; widosv, ioucly, wishes to 
supervise (reii) Gent’s Home; Country not 
objected to.” — Adrt, in South African Pa^cr. 

But will the real gent find the lady 
really gentle ? 






BRASS TACKS. 


“Let us get down to brass tacks.” 

I do wish somebody would tell mo 
what it means. 

I am always doing it. Or rather, I 


get down to brass tacks realises at once 
that till that moment he has been 
footling in the clouds, hovering on the 


fringes, mossing about in the attics of 
the question. He longs with the grim 
man to proceed to the core and fund- 
ament and heart of the thing, an’d he 
considers swiftly in his secret mind, 
“ Now what exactly are the brass tacks 
of this particular problem ? ” in order, 
if he can, to get down to brass tacks 
before the grim man does, though in 
this he is very seldom successful. 

But whoever gets there first it is all 
the same, because when the conversa- 
tion gets down to brass tacks it generally 
sticks there, for there is no more to be 
said. In the region of brass tacks there 
are no irrelevancies or charming side- 
issues, and without these, of course, 
there is no conversation, everyone feels 
uncomfortable, and tbe guests who 
have come from Hampstead begin to 
murmur that it is time they were going 
home. The party dwindles rapidly till 
nothing is left but the grim man, who 


am always being invited to do it. 


know what happens* The argument 
is ambling easily about, darting into 
pleasant corners, lingering here and 
there, not too serious and not too pro- 
found, keeping the company lively and 
not much more important than the 
needlework or tobacco which have the 
rest of their attention. And then some 
grim man, who has said nothing so 
far and that incoherently (I have Potter 
principally in mind) — some grim man, 
I say, leans forward suddenly and 
points a forefinger (he always points a 
forefinger, and generally w^aggles it as 
well), and he says sternly : — 

: “ All very well, but let's get down to 
brass tacks.'* 

Instantly we are all ashamed. Any 
rliecent-imnded man who is invited to 


is mercilessly hammering brass tacks 
into the bead of some mild individual 
in a corner. So I would advise all young 
hostesses not to invite to their most 
important parties too many men who 
get down to brass tacks. 

As for a woman who gets dow'n to 
brass tacks*— never ! But happily there 
are very few of these. 

The fatal influence of brass tacks on 
parties could be endured, however, if 
only one felt that they added something 
to the sum of human wisdom. But it 
is my experience that when Potter 
gets down to brass tacks, he says some- 
thing extraordinarily useless and usually 
stupid. The discussion may turn, for 
example, on Protection and Pree Trade, 
and there is quite a merry hxizz. Then 
Potter gets down to brass tacks and he 
says, “Well, you can't get away from 
it, this country is an island.” i’lvery- 
body feels a \vorm, particularly those 
who had been under the impression 
that this country was a continent or an 
isthmus. Thera is a general feeling 
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that the thing is settled and the con- 
versation stops, which in this case per- 
haps is just as well. If Mr. Lloyd 
George is the topic the brass-tacks 
expert says tliat anyhow he won the 
War; if it's Nationalisation, he says 
that when you come down to brass 
tacks a man can’t keep a wufe and seven 
children on thirty shillings a week; 
and if it is Chinese Policy be says 
that anyhow you wouldn’t like one of 
them to marry your sister. The brass- 
tack merchant should be a great satis- 
faction. But somehow he isn’t. 

I may bo wrong, but it seems to me 
that brass tacks are a comparatively 
recent growth. Certainly there have 
been more brass tacks about during the 
last year or two than I ever remember. 
I cannot recall that we had brass tacks 
during the War. 1 believe we muddled 
through the South African War with- 
out any brass tacks at all. And I am 
sure ihdt, if brass tacks liad been as 
familiar in 1918 as they are to-day, we 
should have had a Brass Tacks Ministry. 
For the brass-tacks mind must evidently 
be the ideal instrument for government. 
It brushes aside all petty quibbles, 
flimsy excuses, sentimental pleadings, 
blasts its way through the jungles ol 
irrelevance, gets down to brass tacks, 
and presumably hits the tacks on the 
head. I imagine that the boy Musso- 
lini, as he walked back from school 
with his companions, was continually 
getting clown to brass tacks. Italy, 1 
suppose, is a nation of brass tacks. 

1 remember now. It used to be bed- 
rock we got down to. Yes, I can re- 
member Potter getting down to bed- 
rock, very red in the face and wagging 
that forefinger. And ))efore that he used 
to go to the root of the matter. And 
now it is brass tacks. 

I wish I knew why. I have even 
drafted one of those charming little 
letters you see in the Sunday news- 
papers, in this style : — 

Authob Wanted. 

Sir, — Can any of your readers trace 
the following: — 

“ ’Tia better to have loved and lott 
'Thau nevot to have loved at all ” ? 

I arn, Sir, T. PiuTcnETT. 
The (rlehOj Sevenoaks. 

And rows of people know wlio wrote 
it and write next week to say so. 

My letter runs : — 

Sir, — Can any of your readers tell 
mo the origin of the expression to 
get down to brass tacks ” ? 

I am, Sir, A. P. Haddock. 
Bella Vista, Hammersmith. 

Bub I shall never send it, for I 
have a gnawing fear that dozens of 
people will know what it means. And 
r should like* to think that it means as 


little’ to everybody as it does to me. 1 
like to think of a whole nation con- 
stantly hearing or using, and always 
with spirit and a great air of signifi- 
cance, a phrase which means absolutely 
nothing. 

And meanwhile one can indulge one’s 
little dreams. Is it, for example, one 
of these subtle protracted advertise- 
ments? Is the brass trade behind it 
all ? Will there be 'a Brass Tacks Club 
in the end? Or is it — perish the 
thought! — some dull industrial catch- 
word from Birmingham or Sheffield? 
Does the ironmonger at his stock-taking 
begin with electric kettles and pass 
down gradually, through ring-bolts, 
screws and two-inch nails, till he gets 
to brass tacks, which are the foundation 
and bottom of his trade? And are they ? 


What, now I come to think of it, are 
brass tacks? Are there such things? 
I never heard of them, except from 
Potter and his clan, I have done many 
little jobs about the house with nails, 
brass-headed nails and even tin-tacks, 
but never to my knowledge did I buy a 
brass tack. And if I did how should 
I get down to it ? Do I get down lo my 
tin-tacks? And why are they called 
tin when manifestly they are made of 
some other metal? And why does 
Potter not get down to tin-tacks, for 
they presumably are lower than the 
brass kind ? It is all a great mystery, 
and to-morrow I shall go to the iron- 
monger’s for information, and he will 
probably strike me, 

>|c Hi 5jc j)< 

I have visited two ironmongei'S. It 
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seems that brass taclis do exist, but 
neither of them had brass tacks in 
stock. When I asked them about the 
phrase, the first said, Yes, he seemed 
to have heard that expx’ession. The 
second said I thought I was funny, 
didn’t r, but he had something else 
to do. 


I^LL TELL THE WORLD. 

yil. — T he English : Their Love of 
Games. 

Sailing round the seven seas and 
planting here and there a flag and here 
and there the seed of a mighty industry, 
the Anglo-Saxons likewise spread the 


To-d ay I wal k ed h om e 
from the station with 
Potter. We had not 
gone twenty yards be- 
fore he got down to 
brass tacks. About 
China. I said, By the 
way, can you tell me 
the origin of that ex- 
pression ? ” He said, 
“Yes, well, of course 

Well, I mean, it 

means It means 

Well, anyhow, I 

mean, it’s perfectly 
clear what it means, 
isn’t it ? It means get- 
ting down to well, 

getting down to bed- 
rock, and all that.” 

So now I know. 



A. P. H. 


RED RIBBON. 

She is slim, she is fair, 

She wears a red ribbon, 

A bow in her bonny brown hair ; 

She might have worn blue 
Or she might have 
worn white. 

Either one of the two 
Would have suited 
her quite, 

But she wears a red 
ribbon, 

A bow in her bonny 
brown hair. 

She is fair, she is slim, 

She vreai'S a red idh- 
bon 

That makes lier look 
modest and trim, 

But take care ! 

Her ears are laid level, 

She kicks like the 
devil. 

Bed ribbon ! Bed iib- 
bon! Beware 1 
W. H. 0. 


iTAniAN FOOTS ALLEBS BFSTING AT HALF-TIME. 

Nordic or Teutc-Goidelic attitude to- 
wards games. It is a lesson not yet 
wholly learned. 

Two Spanish gentlemen, we read, 
business partners and friends, were re- 
cently playing golf at Los Angeles when 
a dispute arose as to whetlier one of 
them had taken four, or it may be five, 
strokes in reaching the green. His op- 



“ Mr. B^jrnard Sliaw’s Nod 
Connolly in ‘The Irrational Knut’ hated 
chess ,’* — Weekly Paper, 

Evidently not a chess(k)nub. 

Commercial Candour. 

Notice in the window of a provincial 


.English octogenarians arguing about what won the 
OeS ARE WITCH IN 1842. 


All the bottles in this window are simply 
specimens of the goods we sell and are worth- 


ponent, growing enraged in the course 
of the discussion, drew a revolver from 
his pocket, shot his life-long friend 
through the heart and then committed 
suicide. 

Such an action would be wholly i*e- 
pugnant to the English sense of fair 
play. Social ostracism, the severance 
of business relations, the refusal of a 


daughter’s hand in marriage, expulsion 
from the best seats at the bull-ring— 
all or any of these, together with a brief 
report of the circumstances by radio to 
the Koyal and Ancient Golf Club at 
St. Andrews, would have sufficed to 
meet the emergency. Assassination, 
even accompanied by the expiatory act 
of felo de sc, was an un- 
pardonable breach of 
etiquette. 

To the Englishman, 
whilst all may be fair in 
love and war, and a 
good deal in business, 
games are placed upon 
a far higher pinnacle 
than these. It is for 
this reason, amongst 
many others, that the 
attacks on our EngUsh 
public schools, where in- 
discriminate massacre, 
even on the Bugby foot- 
ball-field, is absolutely 
forbidden, are destined 
to fail so miserably. 

Every country has its 
own national pastimes. Polo for the 
Persian, pelota for the Basque. The 
Idahoo in his lonely igloo playing oojah 
is no less contented than theDyak head- 
hunter or the Chinaman absorbed in the 
intricacies of Noh-jong-boul. “Thine, 
Norway, is the pilum 1 ” sings the poet, 
and it may bo impossible to wean the 
Bushman from his boomerang or sub- 
stitute halma for hoto 
amongst the Hotten- 
tots. Yet the games pe- 
culiar to the En glish and 
played according to the 
English rules are rapidly 
becorningpopularin the 
mostdistantpartsof the 
globe, sparing neither 
sex, race nor creed, and 
defying the rigours of 
climate in their advance. 
Pisa plays Association 
football against Piorenco 
in an atmosphere remin- 
iscent of the martyrdom 
of St. Lawrence. Tou- 
lon tackles Marseilles at 
Bugby when the languid 
tourist sits gasping for 
breath amongst the 
orange-groves. Cricket 
has ravaged the West 
Indies and holds the gorgeous East in 
fee. The whole world is connected 
by golf-links, and wherever a patch 
of soil can be artificially levelled there 
will the eagle-eyed tennis-players be 
gathered together. It is calculated 
that lawn - tennis is now played in 
seventy -five different languages, and 
that in several of them a word for 
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had to be invented before the 
game could be played at all. 

Nor can anyone who has seen a light 
four or a' racing eight on the Lower 
Danube, the Orinoco or 'the Volga be 
ever likely to forget the spectacle. 

All this the English have dbne. And 
if they are not now in every case cham- 
pions of the sports which they have 
presented to the world, it is but another 
instance of their generosity, for they 
could easily have kept altering their 
rules and made them too complicated 
for foreigners to follow. 

As for the Englishman's love of his 
own games, it is best seen in the fact 
that it permeates every particle of his 
consciousness and every fibre of his 
being. 

Two men of the Nordic race, in en- 
deavouring to fix a date at a London 
club or elsewhere, will frequently, talk 
thus to each other: — _____ 

“You remember the 
passing of the Anthrax ^ 

Bill?" 

“I <^0- It was in 

1907." 

“1908." 

“You’re wrong. It 
was 1907, the second 
year of CAMPBEnn-BAN- 
nekman’s premiership. 

It was the year my 
great-aunt Mary died, 
the year of the great 
flood on the Trent." 

“You’ve gob things ^ 
mixed. It was 1908. i 
remember clearly. My 
house was burnt down 
that year. I broke both 
my legs by falling on a 
piece of banana peel, and the Anthrax 
Bill was passed while I was in hospital. 
I remember the night-nurse breaking 
the news." 

“Sorry, old man, bub it was 1908. 
My bank failed that year." 

“Look here, well put it to the test. 
Was or was not the winner of the 
Halifax Gold Plate announced in the 
House of Commons during the last 
stages of the Anthrax Act ? " 

“It was." 

“ And what was the name ? " 

“Guadeloupe." 

“ Well, 1907 was Guadeloupe’s year." 

“By Jove, so it was." 

In a similar w^ay the principal crises 
of political history during the past thirty 
years are recalled to the mind by the 
circumstance that it was this or that 
year that the Derby was won in a canter 
or a snowstorm, the Grand National 
was run in a fog or lost in a monsoon ; 
that Oxford was deliberately scuttled 
and sank ; that Cambridge, owing to a 
miscount, rowed fifteen in a boat; 


that W. G. Geace was bowled off his 
cap or his beard when playing against 
the Australians at the Oval, or that 
Shamrock VIIL struck an iceberg near 
the Azores. 

Prom the knurr and spell of Northum- 
berland to the stoolball of Sussex and 
Kent, the number of native English 
games is almost uncountable and their 
antiquity immense. Even in the medi- 
aeval period the popularity of cricket and 
football competed seriously with archery 
and witch-burning, and when badger- 
baiting was abolished as smacking of 
Popery, the institution of race meetings 
was probably the most valuable enlarge- 
ment of political theory made by the 
Stuart kings. The recent taxation of 
betting, alas, is only too sure a sign of 
the distance we have advanced to- 
wards the Socialistic state. 

The foreign tourist desirous of under- 













in the field. Jones is about to bowl to 
Smith. Jones, the fast bowler, takes 
a long run. He has made his mark. 
He is running. He has delivered his 
first ball. Smith has returned the ball 
to Jones. Jones has bowled his second 
ball. Smith has sent the ball along 
the ground to cover point, Brown, 
Brown has returned the ball to Jones. 
Jones has bowled the third ball. Smith 
has sent the ball to mid-off, Eobinson. 
Eobinson has returned the ball to Jones. 
Jones has bowled his fourth ball. Smith 
has returned the ball to Jones. Jones 
has bowled his fifth ball. Smith has 
sent the ball to point, Wilkinson. Wil- 
kinson has returned the ball to Jones. 
Jones has bowled his sixth ball. Smith 
has returned the ball to Jones. The 
umpire has called Over. It is over. 
The first over is now ended. The second 
over will now begin. The fielders have 
taken their new places 
for the new over. Evans 
: is about to bowl to 

White, Evans is a 
slow bowler. White is 
a slow bat. Evans 

I _I- 1 , takes a slow run. Evans 

has bowled his first ball 
aa to White " 



“Cambridge rowed fifteen in a boat.“ 

standing the English enthusiasm for 
racing and football may attend the 
several fixtures in person, or, if the 
weather happens to be unseasonable, as 
is often the case between the months 
of September and June, may follow the 
results on the wireless or the tape at a 
club or hotel, where the comfort is 
greater, though the excitement is no 
less intense. 

With regard to golf, cricket and 
tennis, it has been urged by the present 
writer that the British Broadcasting 
Company should make use of their un- 
doubted prestige to relay the incidents 
of matches to ofiices, roof gardens, 
and private residences during the long 
summer afternoons, when the claims of 
business no less than the terrors of the 
climate render actual attendance too 
large a sacrifice. Cricket in particular 
would benefit by this reform, as the 
following brief forecast will show : — 

“ The batsmen are now at the wickets 
and the fielders have taken their place 


But why continue? 
Enough has been said 
to show how the march 
of modern science may 
— — -V. still go hand-in-hand 

with the modern enthu- 
siasm for games which i 
has been fostered by j 
the Anglo-Saxon race, | 
an enthusiasm which 
still helps to promote 
peace in an age of social chaos and 
industrial unrest. Evoe. 


MOHAMMED OF THE DOUBLE FACE. 

There are some things — and people 
— in whose changelessncss one has the 
most deeply-rooted belief. Westminster 
Abbey, Bradshaw, a British policeman 
— these are the first I can think of. 
But far exceeding my confidence in any 
one or all of them was my belief in 
Mohammed-ben-Amzah, my cook-boy. 

Cook-boys may come and cook-boys 
may go — as a rule. Bach one seems to 
have a wider grin, a dirtier shirt and a 
more predatory hand than the last. 
But the moment I saw Mohammed I 
knew that he was going to stay with us. 
He bad an indescribably haughty mien 
which the unique and unclean garment 
he wore did nothing to lessen, IPerched 
on his head was a moth-eaten I’ed fez 
which allowed a glimpse of a black wisp 
of hair, that centre lock of suitable length 
by which the True Believer expects on 
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the Pay of Judgment to be haled uj 
to heaven. No Eoman emperor wore 
his laurels with more dignity than 
Mohammed wore his abject fez. Not 
for him was the subservient salaam, 
the sycophantic smile of his unworthy 
predecessors. I have hardly ever seen 
Mohammed smile, and certainly never 
with the vulgar purpose of being amiable; 
merely when some humorous calamity 
happened to a fellow-servant. 

He is skilful, deft, devoted, silent- 
footed and silent-tongued. The soul of 
. a perfect English butler seems somehow 
to have found its way into his slim 
Arab body. He is a walking reference- 
book of the things every woman wants 
to know. When I am distractedly 
planning out a dinner-table and getting 
thoroughly muddled over it, Mohammed 
will come and tell me kindly but defin- 
itely which Sidi-Oaptain should sit on 
my right hand, for he knows (Heaven 
only can tell by what dark means!) the 
exact order of their seniority. 

Of course the moral ascendency he 
has gained over me has its drawbacks. 
I should like, for instance, to invite the 
Kaid and his wife to dinner, but I dare 
not, because I know that Mohammed 
regards these emancipated Mussulmans 
as shameless children of Eblis. He 
would be capable of refusing to fill the 
Eaid’s glass with that juice of the grape 
forbidden by the Pbophet, and the sight 
of Madamela KaicVs unveiled face would 
shook his austere soul to its depths. 

Or so I thought — till the other night. 
But the other night I had a nerve- 
shaking experience which upset my 
whole scale of values. This is exactly 
what happened. 

For the f^te of the Aid-el-Kabir there 
were great festivities in the native 
quarter. It was rumoured that there 
would even be held a meeting of the 
Ai-Saouwa, that pleasant sect whose 
regimen consists of live scorpions and 
spiny cactus-leaves, and their light 
recreation of piercing themselves with 
swords and licking red-hot iron bars. 
Drawn by a horrid fascination, which 
psycho-analystswoulddoubtlessexplain 
in some peculiarly loathly manner, we 
felt we simply had to see it, so at ten 
0 * clock we dismissed Mohammed for 
the night and made our way to the 
Arab town, guided by the tbramming 
of the tom-tom. 

It was a pitch-black night. A few 
torches lit up the fandouk, which was 
thronged with natives, all squatting on 
their haunches and monotonously sway- 
ing. In the centre a little circle of the 
elect were sitting round the Master of 
the G^emonres, who was chanting a 
verse ot the Koran which they all 

1 r^>eated after him. 

i - .Woi^t down on a wooden bench that 

was found for us and at once became 
completely hypnotised. We forgot we 
were the scornful heirs of civilization, 
and wanted to sway up and down and 
chant, illah UV Allah"* with the 

rest of them. And when everyone had 
reached the desired state of hypnotism 
the proceedings began to get more ex- 
citing, The natives beat faster and 
faster on their drums and the circle of 
disciples redoubled their efforts. They 
rolled their heads round on their 
shoulders as if inviting dislocation ; the 
whites of their eyes alone showed, and 
their bodies moved exactly as the bodies 
of snakes dreamily and mechanically 
obey the movements of the charmer. 

Presently one sprang to his feet and 
began to whirl round like a top spun by 
an invisible hand, and in a moment they 
were all doing the same thing. The 
Master of the Ceremonies produced a 
box from the folds of his gandourah and 
calmly poured a heap of black scorpions 
into the hollow of his band, and while 
we watched him fascinatedly he seized 
each in turn and dropped it into the 
eagerly-open mouth of a whirling dis- 
ciple. After which repulsive hors d'cauvre 
the spinning teetotums began to get 
really hungry, and seized great pieces 
of thorny cactus and started to eat 
them. , . • 

I think we 11 go home now,” I mur- 
mured. 

“Don’t be silly. It’s just getting 
exciting . . . and, good heavens, look 
— there ’s Mohammed ! ” 

I stared spellbound. Leaping up and 
down with the wildest cries and tossing 
up scorpions one by one to catch them 
in his mouth, was Mohammed the per- 
fect Cook-boy. . . . 

The only way in which I can describe 
my feelings is to say that if I saw a 
dignitary of the Church doing a Charles- 
ton down Piccadilly or a respected mem- 
ber of the Government entering the 
House with a false nose on, I should be 
no more shocked, or surprised. Mo- 
hammed, whose Olympian calm I had 
never yet seen broken, gambolling like 
a mad dervish — Mohammed, whose 
fastidiousness forbade him to touch food 
that had been in the same cupboard 
with ^ a box of tinned ham, eating 
scorpions as children eat sweets out of 
a bag! It was incredibly disgusting. Of 
course I blamed my husband for bring- 
ing me. It seemed the best thing to do. 

Well, that was last night. This 
morning I rang for breakfast and waited 
expectantly. Mohammed came in wear- 
ing bis f^te-day clothes, orange bolero, 
spotless white pantaloons, a new fez 
decorated by a long and lustrous tassel. 
His face was a grave bronze mask. I 
suddenly realised that it was impossible i 
to question the mysterious creature. 

All at once I caught sight of a noisome 
yellow object wriggling about outside. 

“ Mohammed,” I exclaimed, “there ’s 
a scorpion on the verandah ! Take it 
away at once.” 

He slid away with great speed and 
reappeared with my curling-tongs, with 
which he nipped it up and threw it away. 

“ Pardon, Madame ! ” He gave me 
what was almost an apologetic look 
from those usually unreadable dark eyes. 

“ I had to get something to pick it up 
with, I could not touch it with my 
fingers. I go to boil the tongs.” 

"Well, did I or did I not dream last 
night ? 

THE PERSONAL ELEMENT. 

Snifferson is, to use his own phrase, 
a conscientious anti-alarmist. He has 
not, and never has had, the slightest 
doubt that seeing Red is infinitely worse 
and more harmful than being R^ ; and 
he is also one of those curious x>ersons 
who seem really anxious to believe that 
whatever their own country does in the 
way of foreign policy must of necessity 
be WTong. 

He has always been the same. In 
his comparative youth he regarded Lord 
Robbbts as a “senile scaremonger,” 
and loudly scoffed at the idea of Ger- 
many preparing for war or nursing any 
unreasonable military ambitions. Talk 
of German spies in this country used 
to make him foam at the mouth with 
scornful indignation. To-day he roundly 
declares that the Bolshevist menace 
exists only in the distorting imagination 
of wrong-headed and dangerous cranks. 

It is hardly necessary to add that he 
has always advocated cutting down the 
Navy and Army. 

I was therefore consideiubly surprised 
at his attitude in connection with the 
despatch of troops to China. Not only 
was he in favour of this step, but he even 
criticised freely what he was pleased to 
call the dilatoriness of the Government 
in getting the forces under way. When 
the first battalions arrived in China he 
appeared greatly relieved. 

Bocent events have caused iiim more 
than once in my hearing to express 
satisfaction that British soldiers are on 
the spot. 

I taxed him with his inconsistency 
and asked him whether his attitude at 
this juncture was quite in keeping with 
the opinions he had expressed so long 
and so loudly. 

“Well, perham not,” he admitted 
thoughtfully, “But, you see, I have a 
brother in Shanghai.” 

** A larf?c fioating mine in the track of ship- 
ping off Plymouth has been sunk by gunfire 
by the destroyed Tactician.”— Paper. 

There 's life in the old Tactician yet. 
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THE PAPER-CHASE- 

The driver's eyes were glaring ahead 
fixedly as the car tore along the road. 

The woman sitting behind sat for- 
ward to speak, but he ignored her, so 
engrossed was he with the urgent need 
for speed. Two or three fruitless 
attempts she made to gain his attention. 
Then she gave up and sat quiet, her ex- 
pression rather pathetic in its sadness. 
Eventually they reached a town, and he 
pulled up at the entrance of a large 
hotel. 

Hurriedly ho jumped, out and turned 
to the woman, “We haiven-^t ^ b6en 


long' ; we should find it," he blurted out. 
“ Where do you think you left it ? 

“ Oh, Jack," she began. 

But he had turned to the manager 
and was speaking to him. “ My wife 
lost a hundred-pound note here this 
morning," he said, “ so we came straight 
back 

The woman broke in. “ Jack, dear," 
plaintively she spoke, “ I 've been shout- 
ing at you for the past hour that I 
found it in my handbag after all, but 
you wouldn’t listen. It had slipped be- 
hind the lining." 

“Good Lord!" exploded her hus- 
band, “and I ’ve been risking both our 


necks^ Oh, well, we may as well stay 
the night here now." 

They were alone again, and he turned 
to her once more. 

“ Couldn’t you have made me under- 
stand — waved it under my nose, or 
something ? " 

“ I tried to do that,'' she wailed, “ and 
the wind blew it out of my hand” 


Toxoid Inocupation Bepuatikg 
Diphtiieeia.” 

Canadian Pajjer, 

Here, on the contrary, it has been no- 
ticed that a comparatively poor resist- 
ance to disease is put up by the idle. 
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ia his excuse that Pilani, the language Once again the superb opening sen- 
THE INTERPRETER. into which this great truth was to be tence w^as bellowed forth. Without a 

■ Life has its moments even in this translated, is chiefly notable for the blink Henry turned towards the crowd 
part of the “White Man’s Grave” to fact that its vocabulary is limited to and, with a graceful motion of his left 
which it has pleased God and the about two thousand words, the local hand towards the spoke as 

Colonial Office to send me. It is made native considering, very wisely, that to follows : “ You see on my left hand the 
more bearable by the fact that Henry call a spade an agricultural instrument Monstrous Hull Elephant of the oouth, 
is now with me as an Assistant District of labour is redundant. ^ who has travelled many days and 

Officer, to give him his full rank and The V.G.M. glared once again at the through many strange places that he^ 
style. It needed a little wangling to get interpreter, cleared his throat and again may lighten your eyes with his mag- 
him away from the outlandish province deliveredhimself of his opening remarks, nificence.” 

in whi.*^.]! hft was first interred, but he is Once asain there was a deathly silence. ! roaied the multitude, this 


him away from the outlandish province delivered himself of his opening remarks, nificence.” 
in which he was first interred, but he is Once again there was a deathlt silence. “ ZaiH ! ” roared 


deathljr 


nothing if not persistent. 


The V.G.M. turned to the Resident being the local equivalent for “ Hear, 


A few weeks ago we were summoned and remarked coldly, “Mr. Boboson, hear.” ^ 
to bring in all our Emirs, Waziris, Gela- wffien I come here for the express pur- The V.G.M. beamed on Henry and con- 

dimas,%tc. (by the way, these are pose df delivering an address to the tinned: “Inmyschemeofadministra- 
humans, not fauna), to attend a great assembled peoples of Pilani I do at tioniconsideritamatterofmost pro- 
Durbar given in honour of our Supreme least expect to be provided with an in- found importance that the political 
Commissioner at Meno — aVERYGuEAT terpreter who is not a dumb ignoramus ; genius of the governed race should be 
Man, with capital let- ] : j explored and exploited 


ters throughout. 

It was a most uncom- 
fortable business. Meno 
was crowded, and the 
Public Works official 
who invented the sen- 
try-box type of bunga- 
low (Mk.I.B.3.1925) 
will, I trust, spend a 
long time in purgatory 
nailed up in one of 
diabolical devices. 

The Durbar was timed 
to take place at 8.30 a.m. 
on the day after we got 
in, and Henry and I 
were out early mar- 
shalling our guests. 
There must have been 
several thousand there 
altogether, and, if there 
is anything more pun- 
gent than a large and 
excited mob of Pilanis, 


Efk ^ 








Grannie. “Welh/, dear, can’t you find anything to do?” 

Mtiriel. “ I can’t find anybody to flay ‘ Hide the Thimble ’ with me, 

so I ’VE HIDDEN IT MYSELF, AND NOW I WAITING UNTIL I FORGET WHERE 
I PUT IT.” 


explored and exploited 
to its utmost limits.” 

“You will observe,” 
interpreted Henry, 
“that he is appearing 
before you in a very fine 
sui t of raiment, and that 
his strangely - shaped 
hat is adorned with 
feathers of superb 
whiioness.” 

“ There are men,* * said 
the V.G.M., “who take 
an ignorant pride in 
uprooting the customs 
ingrained in the heredi- 
tary feelings of a proud, 
if primitive, nation, and 
imposing in their place 
the habits engendered 
by a thousand years of 
Western culture; but of 
such am not J.” 

“ So far as his per- 
sonal appearance is 
concerned,” interpreted 
Henry, “you will ad- 


I have yet to meet it. ^ waiting until i forget where concerned,” interpreted 

However we got them ! Henry, “ you will ad- 

into some sort of order and then perhaps you will call on one of your mire his breadth of figure and his 
adjourned to the royal pavilion with officers to make my meaning clear.*’ marked rotundity, the strength of his 
other perspiring D.O.’s to await the The Resident looked extremely un- voice and the flashing glass which is 
Very Great Man’s arrival. He came comfortable ; Pilani is not suited for the fixed in his eye as a sign of his great- 
along soon after, accompanied by the expression of such great thoughts, but ness,” 

Lieut.-Govemor and the Resident, and, he could hardly say as much to the Zaiki, ifafW /” shouted the corn- 
having adjusted a monocle, proceeded V.G.M., who prided himself on “ his pany, bowing to the ground, for the 
to cast before the assembled swine the intimate knowledge of the country he Pilanis have a natural reverence for a 
pearls of his oration. administered,” etc., etc. There was a man of girth. 

Having glared at the chiefs, glared pause, and then, to my horror, Henry “It will therefore be my constant 
at the officials present and fixed the stepped forward and giuvely saluted, endeavour, and the endeavour of all my 
official interpreter, one Alu, with his “I think I can do what you wish, Sir,” officers, so to study your customs and 
glittering eye, he commenced : “ The he remarked. habits that we may sift all that is bene- 

fundamental essential in the adminis- Now Henry had only recently been ficial in them and interweave with them 
tration of a primitive people is a proper ploughed in his attempt to pass the the knowledge gained by our experience 
admixture of sympathetic patience on Lower Standard Pilani exam., a sore of other peoples for your especial and 
the part of the governing race with a point with him, and his knowledge of peculiar benefit. May the blessings of 
loyal spirit of trustful adherence and the language was limited to bourgeois Allah be on you!” concluded the V.G.M. 
docility^ on the part of the governed talk of horse-boys and orderlies. The And you must realise,** said Henry, 
m^ses. Resident looked as if his blood-pressure “ that this wonderful costume is only 

He paused. The interpreter opened was mounting dangerously high, and one of many dozens owned by the Bull 

his mouth, cast up his eyes to heaven most of us, I think, began to feel a little Elephant ; his slaves are innumerable 

and remained dumb. It may be said damp about the brow. and his wives number more than a 




thousand in his own country. This 
Very Great One hopes that you may all 
grow fat, that your wives may increase 
in number and that they will perform 
their duties expeditiously in adding to 
your families.” 

*^Zaiki, Zaildt ZaihiT' roared the 
people, now thoroughly convinced of 
the importance and good sense of the 
distinguished visitor. 

The V.G.M. turned to Henry : ‘‘lam 
much obliged to you Mr, — er — ’'(“Man- 
ton,” interposed Henry) — “Mr, Manton. 
You think you have conveyed to them 
the sense of my remarks ? ’’ 

“ To the best of my ability, Sir,” re- 
plied Henry. 

“Very satisfactory,” continued the 
V.G.M. “ It is always pleasing to find 
a young officer keen enough on his 
work to become proficient in the lan- 
guage of the people amongst whom he 
works.” 

“He turned to the Resident: “No 
doubt Mr. Manton has passed the 
official language test ? ” 

The Resident swallowed ; Henry fixed 
him with a cold stare which dared him 
to deny it. “ Oh, yes, Sir,” he answered; 


“Mr. Manton was not successful at his 
first attempt, but he has since satisfied 
me that he has made great strides in 
his knowledge of the language.” 

The party then broke up, and next 
day we set off to our head quarters. On 
arrival there I found two official tele- 
grams from the Resident awaiting me. 
The first read as follows : “ Ref. 
Gazette Notice No. 41 of 1926 aaa lan- 
guage exam, results aaa for Mr. Manton 
failed read Mr. Manton passed aaa 
amend your copy and inform this 
officer aaa ” 

The second ran as follows: “Ref. 
Manton's application for local leave to 
shoot big game aaa unable to approve 
aaa consider a further encounter with 
a bull elephant might be disastrous aaa 
inform him aaa.” 

** pEESON-AliS. 

From this day I will not be responsible for 
any debts contracted by my wire.” 

Canadian JPa^ter, 

Why make such a fuss about it ? The 
advertiser is not the first bookie to re- 
fuse to execute orders by telegraph or 
telephone. 


CHANGE OP WBATHBE. 

At times I feel within my mind 
A friendly passion, full and sweet, 
Por all the race of humankind, 

And itch to say to all I meet 
With altruistic unction, “ I 
Am your own brother, passer-by,” 

At others I remain apart 
In deeply egotistic mood ; 

I hug my angry little heart 
And revel in my solitude, 

Prepared at sight to black the eye 
Of any casual passer-by. B. P. W. 

Isolation. 

“ Is it a fact that an onion a day keeps influ- 
enza away ? ” — Local Paper, 

Influenza, perhaps ; one’s friends, cer- 
tainly. ^ 

“Getting married appears to be one of the 
chief pastimes of Young Russia, The process 
has been reduced* to its simplest terms by the 
new Soviet decrees. All that is reguirod is a 
declaration before an official. 

Getting unmarried seems to be as easy. 
Divorce is granted on the films'.ost (sic) pre- 
texts,* — Evening Paper, 

1 Just as at Hollywoocl. 
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ARTISTIC LICENCE IN A BOHEMIAN NIGHT-CLUB. 

The Lady, You veb^ seetimbntae 

The Artist, “Ah, me beae, I feel ale aroukb me the first swi^et fresh fragrance op spring.” 


WINTER SPORTING. 


I SEEM to have devoted a lot of time 
to the discussion of ski-iog and curling, 
but it must not therefore be assumed 
that they are the only .winter sports. 
In the giddy social whirl of these big 
white -spaces, five thousand feet abqve 
sea level, we have also the following: — 

(1) Skating. 

(2) Bob-sleighing. 

(3) Luge-ing. 

(4) Dancing. 

(5) Bridge. 

(6) Photography. 

(7) Badinage. 


Several of the above sports you will 
further observe can bo carried on 
simultaneously. For example, num- 
, bers (4) and ([7) are perfect complements, 
and a combination of (1) and (4) is a 
test of skill. Combinations such as (2) 
and (5) will however be found difficult 
if not impossible. 


for fifteen seconds, and you hear a man 
saying, I think he *11 be all right now.” 

Lugh-ing. 


Skating. 


Pereival and I have not skated. 1 
don’t know how to, though for me this 
is a minor point ; and Pereival hasn’t 
skated since he won a Beginners’ Eoller- 
Skating Competition (Class III., Boys 
6-12 years) on the pier at Portsmouth 
in 1906. What I mean is, he thinks he 
may have gone off a little. 


Some of these, as you can see, are 
less dangerous than others; for instance, 
I have never heard of legs being broken 
at bridge and rarely at badinage, whereas 
in bob-sleighing I gather they snap in 
several places at once. Indeed, I am 
often* told (by those who bob-sleigh) 
that “bobbing” is a sport requiring 
much courage and that it is a perpetual 
, wonder that they come through alive. 
Often too i am told (by those who don’t 
. bob-sleigh) that this is in some cases a I 
, regrettable fact. 


I Bob-sleighing, 

Bob-sleighing we have done once, but 
we are not going to try it again. It is 
the poorest sport I know. You spend 
approximately an hour-and-a-half in 
heaving a great wooden carriage through 
the snow, in getting it put on a funic- 
ular, in heaving it about some more, in 
sitting on it, in getting up, in hammer- 
ing down protruding nails, in resuming 
your seat, and in giving the name of 
your next-of-kin. Then there is a sort 
of hiatus, accompanied by a blixzard, 


Luge-ing is bob-sleighing in a much 
more gentlemanly manner. You need 
a bob-run for a bob-sleigh, but a lugo is 
a cheery little thing which you can taka 
anywhere. It is as friendly as a terrier, 
not half so much nuisance and twice as 
: useful when it comes to going down any 
hill If, for instance, you want to go 
into the village to buy carved ivory 
figures, or cow-bells, or wooden boxes 
skilfully disguised as chdkis, you say 
airily, “ Let ’s take the luge, it wants 
exercise,” and there you are. It trails 
along to heel till the ground slopes 
downward, and then you sit on it and 
are off. I 

Shopping in this manner, however, 
is sometimes expensive. You find yoi^ 
have to buy things in shops into which 
you never really meant to go at all. 
When you arrive unexpectedly through 
a -thin wooden wall, together with a 
hundredweight of snow, your native 
politeness demands that you should 
purchase at least a packet of chocolate. 
’The Swiss shopkeepers, by the way, 
speak perfect English, but I never 
found one who was able to do it in a 
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situation like the above. They always 
relapse into Swiss-German, and I rnust 
say it sounds far more effective. 

Dancinu. 

Dancing is of course the mainstay 
of life in a winter sports centre. The 
inexpert ski-er can try on the dance- 
floor to regain some of that prestige 
which he has forfeited earlier in the 
day by shooting on the back of his neck 
down the slope his lady was about to 
use and thereby involving her in his 
ruin. No man looks his best on these 
occasions, particularly if he has fallen 
so inextricably that she is able to get 
up first and lend him the helping hand. 
If however he is an inexpert dancer as 
well, bis case is rather liopeless, for a 
contretemps which on the snow-slopes 
one can pass ofi‘ with a laugh and a cheery 
“Let me do it up again for you!” 
takes on quite a different aspect in 
the ballroom. In this case nothing 
seems left for him but to sit out with 
tlie lady (notwithstanding the fact that 
sitting in any form is hardly a change 
for him after his day’s ski-ing) and try 
to impress her ’with stories of his 
prowess at bridge and his similarity in 
temperament to the late Budolph 
Valentino. In this case his winter’s 
sport should rather be classed under 
the head of Badinage. 

Bbidge. 

For bridge you do not really need 
much snow. It usually occurs on the 
days when the outside snow is largely 
used up and more is being laid on (to 
the joy of the ski-runners and the annoy- 
ance of the curlers) ; or in the even- 
ings when the less serious-minded are 
dancing. It is best to bring your own 
cards ; bridge with the hotel pack 
(Ch3bteau-b6ttled, 1906) is a game of its 
own, in which the unobservant or too 
lionourable player is severely handi- 
capped. I 

Photograpity. 

Of this sport there are two branches, 
amateur and professional. Of these the 
amateur branch is by far the more in- 
teresting. Half-a-dozen families at least 
in every Swiss village live by developing 
rolls of under-exposed amateur film for 
eternally hopeful enthusiasts. And what 
a variety of joys amateur photography 
possesses! The joy of finding your 
camera more or less in shape after you 
have done a long run on skis; the joy 
of setting all the little gadgets to “Bril- 
liant Sun,” or “Near View,” or “Cloud- 
burst Expected” ; the joy of loosing off' 
at a clean white expanse of snow and 
labelling it “Percival in Ski-ing Kit”; 
tbe joy of wondering whether you hav^ 
turned the last film on ’and not knowing 
till the genial Swiss who develops for 


you shows you a print like a battlefield 
and says it must be one you took at 
home because there’s no* place like it 
in Switzerland; and finally the joy, 
months after, of sitting over a fire and 
pointing" out with a pipe-stem indistin- 
guishable dots in the middle distance of 
a smudgy photo and saying, “ That 's 
me doing an ‘Open Christiania’; see 
where my left foot is.” There’s no- 
thing like it. 

Professionalphotography, on the other 
hand, consists chiefly in following a man 
with a camera about the place till he 
looks like taking a group, when you 
firmly grip your ski-in g-sticks, charge 
into tbe forefront, occupying two-thirds 
of tbe picture, and glare sternly at khe 
Jungfrau with the gaze of the experi- 
enced skier. You can later buy post- 
card prints at fifty centimes a time and 
send them off* to friends, writing on the 
Iback, “This is one of tbe local views; 


I may be somewhere in it.” Occasion- 
ally it even appears in The Continental 
Daily Wail as — 

“A JOLLY GROUP OP WELL-KNOWN Slil- 
BCNNERS AT IMUBBEN. 

Une JOLIB GROXJPE DB PBOMENEURS a 
SKI BIEN CONN US A MxIeREN.” 

But do remember to brush the snow 
off’ your breeches first. 

Badinage. 

This goes W’ell with anything except 
bridge. On tbe whole it is perhaps 
best adapted to ski-ing. Uncompliment- 
ary remarks on Major Blud-Wessel’s 
“telemark” turns, made ostensibly to 
a companion at your side, can, owing 
to the rarefied atmosphere, be easily 
heard by the Major across a valley 
half-a-mile wide. Five minutes of this 
will probably make him burst forth into 
virulent repartee. You affect not to 
hear and continue your observations. 
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He repeats fortissimo. This time you 
paiase and look wonderingly about you 
before resuming. He gets at it again 
with embellishments that melt the 
snow for several feet round him. When 
he has nearly sworn himself out with 
a magnificent peroration, you or your 
companion for with luck a total stranger 
on a near-by mountain) simply call 
“ What ? ” If he is unable to answer, 
whether owing to apoplexy, avalanches, 
or snow-blink, you have won. A. A. 


“Russia Burs Herrings.” 

Headline in Daily Pa]}er. 
^^Eed” ones, of course. 


Athletics at Cambridge. 

“Half-Mile won by seven pards. Time, 
2 min, 11 sec .” — Daily Paper. 

Who said the leopard cannot change 
his spots? These Light Blue pards 
can, and pretty qtiickly too. 

“ Wat de beer Clynes zeide was dit (volgens 
het verslag van de ‘ Times *) : 

As a policy he thought that the general 
strike was a crude and foolish proceeding, but 
as the endeavour of one class to rescue another 
it was a fine and praiseworthy display of reddi- 
ness to sacrifice and to serve.”— Paper. 

Does our perspicuous contemporary 
owe an apology to “de beer Clynes ? ” 
On the whole we think not. 


ELIZABETH AT THE ZOO. 

Whenever Elizabeth goes to the Zoo 

There's such a commotion and hulla- 
baloo. 

The elephant washes his ears and his 
face 

And hooshes the water all over the place. 

The lion, who's rather inclined to be 
vain, 

Takes a brush to his tail and a comb to 
his mane. 

The camel stops humphing and puts on 
a smirk, 

And actually offers to do some more 
work. 

The long-necked giraffe is uneasy with 
doubt — 

Supposing Elizabeth misses him out ! 

The tiger roars loudly whenever she 's 
near him ; 

He 's proud of his voice and he wants 
her to hear him. 

The kangaroo leaps in the air with great 
vigour, 

Eor someone has told him it 's good for 
the figure. 

The big hippopotamus puts up his 
snout 

To ask what on earth the excitement 's 
about. 

The gentle gazelle, very tidy and sleek, 

Just rubs his cold nose on Elizabeth's 
cheek. 

The woolly white bear waves his great 
paddy paws 

And wistfully looks for her smile of 
applause. 

The solemn baboon, who is seldom gre- 
garious, 

Is skittish and friendly and almost 
hilarious. 

The crocodile beams just for once in a 
way 

And ceases from tears for the rest of the 
day. 

The ostrich uncovers his head from the 
sand 

And tries to take hold of Elizabeth's 
hand. 

The pelican opens his bill very w’lde 

To show' her how shiny he keeps it inside. 

The penguin bows low, getting mixed 
with his feet. 

Like a pompous old gentleman rather 
replete. 

The squirrels rush wildly all over the 
tri^s, 

Their kind little hearts simply bursting 
to please. 

And everyw^here round is a buzz and a 
hum, 

*'Oh, isn't it thrilling? Elizabeth's 
come I ” 



LtJigiilil 














V 


h^': 




a^-b™ COMMUNIST! SINGING. 

Por T rYiTro^^i^ • -. .. 




F^I have said it 

*° “y discredit 
•i-hat I am an Englishman. 


Or u ®°oshiaD, 

Oi perhaps a OhinamaD ; 


But despite my aspirations 
lo belong to other nations, 
rj 77 7 Englishman.” 

LM« durst into howls of humiliation. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIA- 
MENT. 

MoJiday, Fehruary 
Colonel Wedgwood, who 
believes in giving to Ceesar 
the things that are Caesar’s, 
provided the Socialist Party 
has not earmarked them for 
communal ownership, asked 
the Colonial Secretary 
why an alien king’s image 
and inscription appears on 
the Palestine coinage. Mr. 

Amery explained that Pales- 
tine is using the Egyptian 
coinage while its own is 
being minted. This will 
bear inscriptions in all three 
of Palestine’s official lan- 
guages. 

Mr. Amery also informed 
Mr. Eoy Wilson that the 
Nigerian Loan had been 
over-subscribed four times 
within a few minutes of the 
lists being opened. 

The House’s pleasure at 
learning that there is still 
a spare bob or two knock- 
ing about was enhanced by 
the news (gleaned from the 
Secretary of the Over- 
seas Trade Department) 
that in 1926 we exported 
two - hundred - and - eighty- 
thousand pedal bicycles and 
only imported one thousand. 

Captain Garro Jones asked thePRiME 
Minister if the Government would 
acquiesce in the disarmament pro- 
posals made by the United States. 
Mr. Baldwin said he expected to be 
replying to the United States shortly, 
but tactlessly refrained from saying 
anything about replying to Captain 
Garro Jones. 

Whenever he finds himself in a fog, 
which is apparently pretty often, Mr. 
Trevelyan puts in a quiet Sunday in 
the Natural History Museum. He 
would prefer the British Museum — the 
stuffed owls in the other place have a 
look of the Fabian Society about them — 
but they shut it on foggy Sundays, and 
Mr. Trevelyan has to worry along 
with the dinosaurs. Sharply questioned 
on this point the Secretary for the 
T iiEASURY explained that South Ken- 
sington has lighting facilities denied to 
Bloomsbury. 

Sir A. Chamberlain, answering Mr. 
Looker, said that the British ^ Conces- 
sion at Hankow would be administered 
by a Sino-British municipality. Later 
on, in reply to Mr. Clynes, Sir Austen 
read the text of the agreement between 
Mr. O’Malley and Mr. Chen, which 
provides that the Concession is to be 



THE BETUEN OF THE MtGBANTS. 

What you back, too ? Fancy your wings beating my legs 
S m Samuel Hoare and Lord W!Nterton. 



I 

JENCOUEAGFBLJES AUTRE S,'^^ 
(Cliiiiese style.) 

[Me. G. A. Spencer, M.P., has been ex- 
pelled from the Parliamentary Labour Party 
for “ his action in securing a favourable settle- 
ment for his followers in the Nottingham coal- 
field and for his subsequent formation of a 
non-political trade union .” — The Times, 


handed over to ** the new 
Chinese municipality.” The 
House ignored this trifling 
discrepancy in its obvious 
satisfaction at having se- 
cured an agreement of any 
sort. 

After Mr. Jack Jones, 
who comes from Cork and 
should know better, had ob- 
jected to Mr. O’ Mallet pro- 
nouncing himself “ O’Mail- 
ley,” and Mr. Withers had 
introduced a Bill to regulate 
the date of Easter Day — the 
present system of thinking 
of a Golden Number, divid- 
ing it by the Epact and 
multiplying the result by 
the Indiction or the perihe- 
lion of Halley’s comet,' is 
undoubtedly clum sy — th e 
House settled to its Sup- 
plementary Estimates. The 
Pensions Ministry secured a 
handsome slice without any 
real opposition. The Scot- 
tish Board of Health followed 
suit, but had to go into the 
Lobbies for it. The ques- 
tion of the greatly increased 
number of sickness cerbifii- 
cates issued during the coal 
stoppage was mentioned in 
the debate, and Dr. Shiels 
indignantly asked if it was 
suggested that doctors had 
certified people as ill who 
were not ill. 

“The hon. gentleman and myself are 
both members of the medical profes- 
sion,” replied Major Elliott sooth- 
ingly, “ and we can say things wibh 
regard to that profession which we. 
should bitterly resent if they were said 
by other people.” 

The Ministry op Health had not 
only to go into the Lobbies for its paltry 
£200,000 odd, bub had to closure the 
debate as well. 

Tuesday, February 22nd , — This spring 
the wanton lapwing will not only get 
himself another crest but, if Lord 
Buckmaster can manage it, another 
lease of life. If the Protection of Lap- 
wings Bill becomes law, the plover will 
no longer be able to lay even a propor- 
tion of its own eggs, and the seagull 
will have to work overbime. Lord 
Buckmaster, whose reburn to work 
was the subject of some graceful con- 
gratulation, praised the lapwing as the 
farmer’s best friend. Their Lordships 
gathered that as “ the beneficent ally of 
the agriculturist ” the bird almost ranks 
with Mr. Lloyd George. 

Lord Desborough, while not oppos- 
ing the Second Beading of the BiU, un- 
expectedly exhibited himself as the 
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beneficent ally of the gastronomer. Lord Buenham rebuked his “vitriolic _ Inthellouseof Commons Mi. Harris 
There was, he declared, a large body of violence’^ in whafe was a “vexed and introduced a petition, signed by sixty- 
ornithological opinion to the effect that difficult problem of industrial policy in four thousand costeimongei^ against 
the taking of the first clutch of plovers’ the international sphere.” Lord Des- the L.C.O. (General Poweis) Bill. Mr. 
esgs tended rather to increase than to borough, for the Government, said it Harris had left his pearlies at home, 


diminish plovers. He has « aisappomtmenc oi 

a friend 4o_keeps ducks, 
he told their Lordships, 
and he always destroys the 
early eggs because they 
come to no good. 

Lord Desboeoug-h’s argu- 
ment greatly impressed Lord 
SouTHWAEK, who reminded 
their 'Lordships that the 
G.P.O. had laid a fat nest- 
egg in the shape of a seven- 
million-pound surplus. He 
suggested that, if the egg 
were taken now and made 
into an Imperial penny-post 
omelette, the G.P.O. would 
almost certainly go ahead 
and lay harder than ever. 

Lord Lucan, who is no 
ornithologist, advanced the 
'Government's view, which 
is that penny postage, like 
plovers’ eggs, is a luxury 
that the nation cannot at 
the moment afford. 

The Poor-Law E m ergency 

.Provisions (Scotland Bill) Kimkwood, “I should hkb to ask the Cii.^ncellob op tub Boars, you seowo are 

gave Scots on both sides of Exchequer where his Treasury chest is?” 'walking on all tno squares! 

the House the opportunity introduced a Bill to prevent 

ofagreeingthataBill providing that the I was vexed indeed, and it would be a London squares from being built on by 
British taxpayer should pay £240,000 to- pity if all civil servants resigned when the L.C.O. Major Owkn, in a burst of 
wards debts illegally incurred by Scot- they did not agree with tho head of Liberal jollity, followed up with a Bill 
tish parish councils for poor relief must their department. to reform leasehold injustices. 



to the disaiDpointment of 
the House, but bis deter- 
mination to “ Knock ’em in 
the Old Kent Eoacl,” or at 
any rate in the County Hall, 
Avas unmistakable. 

Mr. Lansbury, wliose 
zeol for culling information 
about British troops in 
China is under the suspicion 
of Sir W. Davison, pressed, 
along with other Labour 
Members, for the Wahnsien 
Eeport. Sir Austen again 
declared that it would not 
serve the interests of peace 
to publish it now. Did not 
this refusal give the im- 
pression that this country 
had a good deil to hide? 
asked Mr. Thuutlio. It j 
would not if it were not for i 
tho kind of questions put in I 
that House, retorted the 
PoREiGN Sbcrktahy tartly, 

Mr. ScuRH, desiring, like 
Christopher llobin, to shout 
out Boars, you soowo are 
walking on all tho squares 1 ” 
introduced a Bill to prevent 


have its merits. Scots Labour Members, 
however (undeterred by Mr. Kirk- 
wood’s failure at Question-time to dis- 
cover “ where is the Treasury Chest ? ”), 

went further and moved an amendment ^ ^ 

requiring the British taxpayer to pay 

the whole debt incurred by the councils, ^ / J 

instead of a paltry forty per cent, of it. / Y 

The House thought otherwise. \ j A 

Ac 8.15 Mr. Parkinson moved a 

resolution calling on the Mines Depart- --A-l \ 

ment to promote a system of co-opera- 1 Mm I Iv. 

tive selling agencies for the distribution (Jff ifrCCV 

of coal. The President of the Board ? r* / ‘ oi / ^ \ 

OF Trade, however, took the view that ^ S fic H / 

the object of a selling agency \yas ob- \o I 

viously to sell at the highest price, and jj 

the matter could therefore be safely left l^\ 

lo the industry itself. kI [< mk \ 

Wednesday, February 28rd, Lord ! ^ 

Arnold drew attention to the resig- ^ w 

nation of the Senior Medical Inspector \\ V Tl 

of Factories and charged the Govern- \\^/ 

ment with going back on the Draft Con- ^ 

vention (on lead-poisoning) signed at WMm 

Geneva, and, at the instance of the 4Lw^l* • 
manufacturers, regulating, instead of 
I prohibiting, the use of lead-paint for 

interior decoration. He laid on the WISDOM OP THE KERBSTONE. 


•(WeiL ‘ 


p^t''(and the poison) so thick that] 


Sir OYRiri Cobb, 


to reform leasehold injustices. 

Boots canniness in tho poison of Mr. 
Graham provoked an amondmont to tho 
Poor Law Binorgency Provisions (Scot- 
land) Bill to substitute tho words 
equal to for tho words **not exceed- 
ing” (tho forty per cent, to be paid by tho 
Saxon taxpayer), and Sir J, Gilmour, i 
who is familiar with the old Scotch 
saying, “Bang goes not exceeding six- I 
pence! ” accepted it. I 

London Members had a good innings 
with the L.C.O. (Geneial Powers) Bill ; 
the value of tho coBteimiongors as a boon ; 
to the poor consumer providing tho 
central theme of the discourse. Captain 
Hacking, whose favourite song is “Tho 
Coster’s Serenade” (though you would 
not think it to look at him), blessed 
them on behalf of tho Government; and 
Sir Oyriei Cobb convinced the House 
that tho costers had a good friend in 
tho 1x0.0., and that tho Bill would not 
unduly curb their activities. 

Thursday, February 24th.--lvi inquir- 
ing whether the Minister of Educa- 
tion was acquainted with “ Tho lied 
Flag,” and if so, what wore his objec- 
tions to it, Mr. Will Thorne was none 
too clear. But the reply made it plain 
that “ the funeral march of a fried eel ” 



fas Mr. Bkunart) Shaw has described 
it) is not the soog that reached Lord 
Eustace Percy’s sensitive heart. “ I 
have felt the strongest objection to 
‘ The Bed Flag,’ ” he said, ** on artistic 
and other grounds.” 

Mr. Lansbury asked the Home Secre- 
tary to state what periods of detention 
without trial in this country Messrs. 
TcHiOHERiNf, Borodin and Litvinofp 
had undergone, And how many Social- 
ists have been imprisoned without trial 
by the Soviet Government? ” intex'posed 
Mr. Sexton. 

On the motion for the Second Beading 
of the Great Western Bailway and 
Southern Bailway Bills Members waxed 
eloquent on the pleasures and vicissi- 
tudes of travel. The Great Western got 
the bouquets and the Southern the 
brickbats. Mr. Galbraith, who lives 
at Parley, declared that it was quite 
impossible to 

Live in Surrey 
Free from worry,” 

as the Company urged him to do, unless 
they gave a better service. Mr. Baker 
reviled its “prehistoric’* third-class 
carriages, and Sir E. Hume- Williams 
its “deplorable” boats. Sir E. Cecil 
and Sir G. Oourthope stoutly defended 
the railway, and Mr. Hopkinson and 
Sir G. Butler advised the malcontents 
to stay in England or travel by Im- 
perial Airways. The Bills were passed 
without di vision. 

“ The circle, if not a vicious one, is one diM- 
cult to find the end of ,” — Provincial 
But that applies to mos^t circles. 


LITTLE TALKS. 

The Wash; or, Dawn in Hospital. 

I WOKE, like a log, one eye at a time. 
Dimly I perceived beside my bed the 
night-nurse, a basin of water in one 
hand, a thermometer in the other. 

“ Do you feel like a little wash now ? ” 
she said brightly. 

“No, Nurse, I do nob,” I said, and 
I went to sleep again. 

When I re-woke (as the films might 
say) there was a thermometer in my 
mouth and the night-nurse had “ cap- 
tured” (as the poets say) one of my 
hands. 

“ You know very well,” I said, taking 
out the thermometer, “ that my pulse 
and my temperature are always the 
same. I am very well. All that I need 
is sleep, and this is the hour of all 
hours in the day when I sleep the best. 
And if I am not to sleep I will not be 
washed.” 

“You must be washed,” she said, 
“before the doctor comes.” 

“ I am quite clean enough for the 
doctor,” I said. “I will be washed at 
noon, when I stop sleeping.” 

“ You will be washed now,” she said, 
and, untucking all my snug bed- 
clothes, she piled them in a disorderly 
and draughty heap. 

“This is barbarous,” I said. 

“It is,” said the night-nurse, and 
scrubbed my face with a hard rubber 
sponge. 

“ It is extraordinary,” I said. “ When- 
ever the doctor comes he inquires if I 


have slept well ; when Sister comes in 
she asks anxiously how I slept; last 
night you gave me, yourself, two differ- 
ent preparations or drugs to make me 
sleep. One would think that the whole 
establishment had no other aim than 
to make me sleep ; all the resources of 
medicine have been mobilised to make 
me sleep. Yet when I do sleep, or 
rather when at last I drop into a fitful 
doze, I am immediately woken up. And 
for what purpose ? To be washed ! ” 

“ You’re a martyr, aren’t you ? ” she 
said. “ Now the hands.” 

“ The hands do not want washing,” 
I said. Wash the hands if you must ; 
but you will have no assistance from me.” 

She dropped the hands into a basin 
of boiling water. 

“I should have thought that you, at 
least, Nurse, would have seen the futil- 
ity of this proceeding,” I said. “Thi t 
sleeping-draught you gave me was 
wholly ineffective. All night I tossed 
upon my sleepless couch, counting the 
hours, and every quarter reviling the 
punctual clanging of your local clock. 
Before five, I know, I did not sleep a 
wink. About six 1 may have dropped 
off. And no sooner do I drop off than you 
wake me with thermometers and soap.” 

“You have been sleeping like a log 
since ten o’clock,” she said. “Now the 
legs.” 

“ I deny it,” I said. “ What time is it 
now?” 

“ It’s half-past seven,” she said, “ and 
I’m late.” 

“ Do you realise,” I said, “ that when 



I am in full Kealth I do not* begin to have an Abdominal dying of ablutions, talked about as if I were something in 
think of washing till about nine, and Just because I have no appendix,” I a butcher's shop. I am a living soul, 
even then it does not always happen? said, ** you think you can humiliate and with aspirations and a future life, and 
Yet now, when I am extraordinarily ill torment me bow you like. And there's you are not to keep speaking of the 
and cruelly deprived of my appendix, another extraordinary thing I ’vo dis- back and tlie leg as if I were so many 
I am expected to endure this distaste- covered. I have been lying in this bed Joints of beef.” 

M ordeal at day-break;” , for a fortnight, Nurse, with no tobacco, Neither of the ministering angels 

“You ’re lucky,” 'she* said at some no alcohol, no late nights, no ni^ht- took any notice of this protest, so 1 
places they wash the bodies at six.” clubs nor dances,' nor the pernicious resumed the main argumcnt.^ 

“No one shall w^sh^Ws body at six,” society of your sex, Nurse. 1 have not “There is this further consideration,” 
I said. ' so much as eaten a sweet. I have lived, I said. “So far (touching wood) I 

“ Can you lift that leg? ” ' in fact, a life of abstinence and virtue, have made a most rapid recovery from 

“ I cannot,” I said ; “lam very ill.” gazing at flowers, reading good books the mutilations of the doctors. The 
She' went out of the room, and I went and eating little but vitamins. And if wound is not septic, tlia tongue is clean, 
to sleep again. there is anything in what the reformers and, if all goes well, as you have told mo, 

She came back with Nurse Andrews, of this world tell us, I should wake each I shall escape from your clutches in rc- 
They woke me up again and seized the morning as fresh as a lark, Nurse. As cord time. In fact, Nurse (making every 
riglit leg. They soaped the right leg soon as my eyes are open 1 should have allowance for the skill and attention of 
and sponged it with a cruel sponge, all my faculties alert and buoyant, ready the medical and nursing professions), 
They put the right foot in a basin, for anything. Well, they are not, Nurse, the conclusion is that* in order to be 
poured methylated spirit over the heel I am not fresh. I wake each morning healthy, and especially before an opera- 
and sprinkled powder over the whole, feeling like an old piece of blotting- tion, a man should constantly absorb 
They rubbed the right leg with a towel paper, as other men do. I wake fuddled in enormous quantities all those poisons 
and hid it under a blanket.. Then they and suicidal and quarrelsome and hog- which modei n civilisation has made 
unveiled the left leg and started on that, like, as usual, I wake like chewed available, for this it is my habit to do, 
Meanwhile the maid came in and did string. I wake as I might wake after a and you see the result ; but you will 
the grate, leaving the door open. week’s debauch.” find that long after I leave you the 

“Do you have many deaths in this “If you will turn him over, Nurse teetotalers and vegetarians and non- 
hospital ?” I said. Andrews,” she said, “I will do the back.” smokers will be stretched upon their 

“Not so many,” said the night-nurse. “You will kindly leave the back beds about this hospital, feebly com- 
“’Wbll, ohe of these days you will alone,” I said. “And I will not be plaining and constantly ringing the 
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beli. Which is the worst case here, 
Nurse?** 

“ The Abdominal in Number 9,” she 
said. 

An archdeacon, I believe. A non- 
smoker ? ” 

*‘Yes.’* 

“ And a teetotaler ? ’* 

“Yes.** 

“ Well, there you are,*’ I said. 

“ Now the teeth,” she answered. 

I washed the teeth under protest, for 
this is a thing I hate to do before 
ladies, I then shaved by numbers and 
lay back exhausted. They then began 
the painful and fatiguing process which 
is known as making the patient com- 
fortable. This took a quarter-of-an- 
hour. I am condemned for some rea- 
son to sit upon an air-cushion, and 
while one is being washed one slides to 
the bottom of the bed. The two good 
women with heroic efforts hauled me 
up into a sitting position, but left the 
air-cushion behind. While the ^ air- 
cushion was being placed in position I 
slid down the bed again ; it seemed to 
be a down-hill bed. They heaved me 
on to the air-cushion, reviling me alter- 
nately for exerting myself too much 
and for making my self too heavy. When 
I was enthroned on the air-cushion at 
the right elevation the air-cushion was 
not central, and while the air-cushion 
was being centralised I slid down the 
bed again. When both the body and 
the air-cushion were right the pillows 
were wrong, and while the pillows were 
being put right, I did an avalanche, air- 
cushion and all. And all the time, with 
little anecdotes about abdominal cases 
they had known, the thoughtless women 
made me laugh, which hurts more than 
anything. 

“x\re you comfortable said 

the night-nurse at last. 

“ I am not,” I said. “ But I would 
rather live on in discomfort than perish 
of exhaustion in a position of ease. I 
do not feel nearly so well, For a whole 
hour, Nurse, I have had worry and 
hard work, and all this before break- 
fast. When a man is in health, Nurse, 
a man takes great care of himself before 
breakfast, husbands bis strength, nurses 
his soul and does as little as possible. 
But here upon a bed of sickness he does 
the equivalent of about two hours’ 
hard labour before breakfast. It *s ex- 
traordinary, And, speaking of break- 
fast, Nurse— well, what about break- 
fast?” 

The night-nurse arranged upon the 
table a number of nasty-looking steel 
instrum^ts, 

“ The doctor is coming before break- 
fast,” she said, “ ta take your stitches 
out. And,” she added wickedly, “I 
hope it hurts^” A. P. H. 















Householder (to maid who has been sent Jor the plumber). “Is he coming, Maud? 
Maid. “Yes, Sib. He^dl be here all bight. You see, he’s promised to 

TAKE ME OUT THIS AFTERNOON.” 


Another aiimpse of the Obvious, 

ti declared that every slip in the 

yard of would shortly he occupied by a I 

ship. If the same could he said of every ship- 
yard in the counfery the industry would be 
well on the road to prosperity.*’— DaiZi/ Pamper. 

TheBenoivn at the Marquesas Islands : 

“As the Administrator stepped upon the 
quarter-deck, the hand struck up the * Mar- 
seillaise,’ and when he left the cattle cruiser’s 
guns coomed a salute .” — Liverpool PapeT% 

Such is Renown I 


Underneath an advertisement picture : 

“ As is seen by the picture, the treatment is 
absolutely painless ,” — Provincial Paper^ 

Not a squeaking likeness. 

At a farmers’ dinner : — 

“The menu was typical of agricultural 
England — roast beer, roast pork, roast mutton, 
fruit tarts, and Stilton cheese ,” — Local Paper. 

We are glad to observe from the first 
item that that fine old English beverage, 
‘ mulled ale, is coming into ibs own again. 
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AT Tuc A has had anotoriouspast and is obviously the panel of the locked door — a panel 

AT THE PLAY. discreetly enjoying an unvirtuous pres- which, by the way, had earlier in the 

“The Donovan Affair*' (Duke of ent. Of all the assembly she seems most evening fallen out of the door, to the 
York’s). capable of sticking game-knives into ambiguous comment of Feier Bankm, 

Not since Hamletj I should suppose, people, so that we know that she is, at “That such a thing should happen in 
has there been such a shambles on the least in this capital matter, quite inno- my house 1 ” 

stage as this Donovayi affair, and at one cent. Of the others, anyone may be The acting was as good as was neces- 
time it looked as if the whole cast was the culprit. sary — indeed better. Mr. Fred Groves 

destined to be done to death with game- It would be frankly impossible to plot as Killian^ Miss Amy Brandon Thomas 
knives or shot with carefully-disposed out the triangles, quadrilaterals and as If rs. (contriving to look 

revolvers. polygons of the diffused affections of evorso wicked), Mr. Franklyn Bellamy 

The late Jack Donovan seems from the adventurous group, or to indicate as the butler, Miss Dorothy Dix as 
all accounts to have been a bit Bayikin's honest daughter, Mr. 

of a lad. He had apparently ,, Leslie Harding as Mr. 

lived or attempted to live with / Lawrence Ireland as Lawyer 

most of the ladies, gentle (com- Holt, Miss Dorothy Tetley as 

paratively) and simple (com- YJ the hysterical BiUh, and Mr. 


of a lad. He had apparently 
lived or attempted to live with 
most of the ladies, gentle (com- 
paratively) and simple (com- 
paratively) , in his environment, 
and to have been more or less 
affianced to the rest. And never 
surely had an odder, madder, 
badder crowd of well-dressed 
citizens assembled than were 
gathered at Feter Bankings 
dinner-table on* the fatal night. 
Donovan had a luminous cat’s- 
eye png with the wonderful gift 
of makingthe possessor irresist- 
ible with women, Itwas lumin- 
ous in the dark, to prove which 
the lights had been turned out, 
and when turned on again there 
was our young Fifth Avenue 
Don Juan with a game-knife in 
his heart. Everybody suspects 
everybody else, and to do every- 
body strict justice everybody 
else seems likely. 

The play opens with the sur- 
viving guests of the evening 
corralled by the police in the 
library, with a bull-necked de- 
tective bullying the lies out of 
them all in turn. Everybody 
has something to conceal. One 
young man has stolen money 
out of Feter BanHn/s bank. 
Later he gets a bullet in the 
diaphragm from the banker for 
I his pains, but meanwhile has 
his^ innings and throws sus- 
picion on a perfectly innocent 
person out of some compli- 




itvrieuoer^- 


KEEPING A GOOD WATCH ON HIM. 

“I COULD SEE EVERYTHING YOU WERE DOING BlilHND MV 
BACK, REFLECTED IN MY WATCH.” 

Clarke Tremayne .... Mr. 0. B. Clarence. 

Sir Francis Mordaunt . . . Me. C. M. Lowne. 


Bayikin's honest daughter, Mr. 
Leslie Harding as Carter, Mr. 
Lawrence Ireland as Lawyer 
Holt, Miss Dorothy Tetley as 
the hysterical Buih, and Mr. 
Paul Neville as the Irish 
“cop ” deserve special mention 
out of a long cast, A half-crown 
shocker, lazily finished, T. 

“The Wicked Earl” (His 
Majesty’s). 

Whatever the merits of Mr. 
Walter IIackett’s Farcical 
Adventure it is unquestionably 
pleasant to have Mr. Cyril 
Maude with us again with that 
diverting soft chuckle of his, a 
veteran on the eve of retire- 
ment disporting himself like 
a two-year-old, robbing mail- 
coaches, drilling “ bad men’s ” 
abdomens with guns, inheriting 
titles and sharing tliem with 
simple Western maidens. I 
think perhaps the author might 
have mado up his mind more 
clearly whether lie wanted to pre- 
sent us with strong “dramma” 
or uproarious farce. IMood and 
jokes don’t mix very readily, 
and the serious people, sheriffs, 
desperadoes, oven the lawyers, 
are so serious, and the two 
Earls of Clargesso impenitently 
flippant and absurd, that we are 
not as thrilled by the rough stuff 
or as amused by the ludicrous 
vagaries of our two aristocrats 
as we might have been if the 
mixture had been less crude. 


the Wisis and turns of the inquiry con- However. as thi-ee-diinonsionalfilm-work 
of ugly deeds, desires and hatreds, it- ducted by JCMian the detective. The for a simple nature, The Wicked Earl 
was impossible to follow the detailed mam fact that emerged was that the serves to pass two hours pleasantly 
outline. Another has come with loaded author, Mr. Owen Davis, who is experi- enoucrh ^ ^ 

pn at hip, having frankly professed enoed enough to know better, definitely Inlihe Long Gallery at Saffron End 

couldn’t get sold us a pup The cat’s-eye had nothing from the wallsot which many entirely re- 
^ moral suasion, whatever to do with the case, and was spectable Tremaynes, and one dublLs, 

^nflv no f “merely put m to make it all more difli- lookdown.the new Earl is expected by 

ently no leal initiate of this corrupt cult. On this conscienceless plan any- his lawyer and his ovidontly Mprehen- 

i’^oluble mystery, sive uncle. The late eccentrm noSeman, 
1 sotbeeoronor’sverdictdoclared,hadshot 

FnvthA intepal knife and bullet was an exciting one, himself accidentally when cleaning his 

modified by laughter as revolver. The lawyer, Sir Pmneis &cr- 

I found with the same old game-knife the score mounted and the lights went daimt, has his doubts the uncle and 

sticbngm his rubricated shirt-front. As upanddown. The murderer was baulked the butler know more than they care to 
to .the women, the wife of Peter Bankm m a last attempt by the police breaking tell-and the new Earl, opening a sealed 
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letter, learns that his father met his London, Brighton & South Coast Bail- leader^ happens _ to he Death Yalley 
end at the hand of one Death Valley way. Tomkins, and will hold his own with 

Tomkins', it is a surprisingly naive and Of course the blameless and unlikely them: he will befriend and help the 
unliterary affair, the letter, and closes young nobleman, a titnid fellow afraid escape of the daughter of 
with an injunction solemnly woman hi? father had flirted 

laid upon the young man to go ^ rAv with so inconclusively twenty 

out and get "that deft marks- years ago; he will^ disarm 

man, Tom/cms. By some astute V " j V in the most distressingly un- 


laid upon the young man to go 
out and get ” that deft marks- 
man, Tomkins, By some astute 
work with a watch used as a 
mirror Sir Francis detects col- 
lusion between Uncle Clarke 
Tremayne and Billings, the 
butler. These two faked the 
corpse of the late earl, and 
evidently no intrusive expert 
pointed out the difference be- 
tween the effect of a bullet at a 
range of eighteen inches from 
one fired from a window at a 
dozen yards. But now we are 
to learn the reasons for their 
manipulations and for the 
uncle’ s per j ury concernin g som e 
papers." [Sir Francis, by the 
way, continues to bleat plain- 
tively about ‘‘papers" when- 
ever he gets an opening.) Uncle 
Tremayne tells his story in the 
solid. Wearetakenbacktwentj'- 
oddyears to Indian SpringPass, 
in the canon country of New 
Mexico. The hunt is up for a 
notorious train-robber, Apache 
Kid (pronounced apashy), a 
most engaging scoundrel, who 
has got- away with a hundred- 




I ##\ 


J#- 






•woman hi? father had flirted 
with so inconclusively twenty 
years ago; he will disarm 
in the most distressingly un- 
convincing manner (really 
Mr. Hackett !) the ruffian Tom- 
kins and shoot him with his 
own gun ; will find the boodle 
hidden by his late lamented and 
lamentable father, and gener- 
ally live happily ever after with 
the rescued maiden , who folio ws 
him to Saffron End to warn 
him that the Sheriff, who just 
missed catching his father, is 
now hot on his trail. Well, well. 
No one need complain that the 
films have it all their own way, 
or that our brains are going to 
be too heavily exercised by all 
this. 

Let us freely acknowledge 
the excellence of the parts, if 
the whole is not quite satis- 
factorily put together. Mr. 
Oyeil Maude made a really 
credible and entertaining 
Apache Kid, and played with 
a skilful difference of character- 
isation the grotesquely aveng- 
ing son. Mr. 0. B. Cdarence 
(the embarrassed Uncle Tre- 


. LOVE AT SIGHT-CLOSE RANGE isatioa the grotes^udy ayeng- 

mn< 5 t enffaoincr scoundrel wlio Apache Kid. . Mb. Cybic, Maude. mg gon. Mr. 0. B. Clarence 

has gotiway with a hundred- Sally Lunn. ..... . Miss Maeios Lobke. (the embarrassed Tre- 

thousand dollars and an assortment of of cows, will go forth and find his mayne) and Mr. C. M. Lownb (the 
rings and watches, which are evidently father’s murderer ; of course he will unbelieving lawyer) could ha^ve ^one 
kept as love-offerings for any likely maid be made free of the fellowship of a des- what they did so competently in their 
or matron. One such, a schoolmarm perate band of outlaws, of whom the sleep. The outlaws were - a likely 
fuller of courage and womanly crowd. Mr Alfred Drayton, 


wit than of learning, holds him 
up with a revolver, flirts charm- 
ingly with him, helps to conceal 
him in a bush that wouldn’t | 
adequately conceal a jenny ^ 
wren, and so foils the sheriff 
and. his posse. Whereafter 
Clarke Tremayne and Billings 
announce to the Apache Kid 
that the death of his cousin 
has made him Earl of Clarges 
and convey him out of the 
country. Such is the story told 
by the timid respectable uncle, 
whose passion is the honour 
of the Tremaynes, and the 
last twenty years of whose 
life have been made a burden 
by the thought as to what the 
train-robber Earl might donexfc. 
There was some trouble, you 
remember, about the funds of 
the Agricultural Society, of 
which he was President, and a 
certain humour to be extracted 
(by someone more detached) 
from the fact that he was for 
many years a Director of the^ 










COOKTAIL-TIHE IN NEW MEXICO. 

Mexican Annie Miss Stella Aebenina. 

Death Valley Tomlins , . Mu. Alfred Drayton. 


crowd. Mr. Alfred Drayton, 
always the happy villain, made 
a sound thing of the sinisfeer 
Tomkins, and Mr. Sam Livb- 
sey's Sheriff did not lack 
stomach and plausibility. Mr. 
James Dyrbnporth gave us 
an amusing, indeed a very 
clever, little study of the stam- 
mering Sam Perkins, sheriff’s 
deputy. Miss Marion Lorne’s 
rendering of Sally Lunn, the 
schoolmistress, and of the 
daughter who so obviously 
took after her, was full of 
humour and resource. Miss 
Stella Arbenina cleverly 
touched in the portrait of a 
Mexican siren, and Miss Joyce 
Kennedy was amusing as a 
modern young woman with the 
bumps of irreverence and self- 
interest highly developed. A 
special word of praise is due 
for the scene set for the out- 
laws’ refuge in Whispering 
Canyon, and for the speed with 
which the elaborate changes 
were made. T. 
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MELODIOUS MARS. 

All who have the welfare of the 
Army at heart will be delighted to 
learn that the authorities have at last 
set the seal of their official approval 
upon the scheme for the encouragement 
of singing amongst the troops. The 
delay in realising the prime educational 
and moral value of this exercise is quite 
unaccountable. As was to be expected, 
however, the zeal and thoroughness 
with which the various departments 
concerned have entered into the task 
of working out the details have more 
than made up for their initial apathy. 

A series of exceedingly handy official 
text-books has already been issued, and 
the following table of contents will give 
some idea of the ground that they 
cover : — 

Voh L — Military breathing. Interior 
economy. Scales and exercises. Mili- 
tary voice-production. Words of com- 
mand. Visual training and sight-read- 
ing. Hints on larynx inspections. Epi- 
glottis drill. 

FoZ. JI. — Part-songs. Glees. Simple 
solfeggi for soldiers. Songs without 
words. Songs without tunes. Plain- 
song. Barrack ballads. Aural examina- 
tions. 

Vol, III . — Combined training. Tlie 
attack. The crescendo. Mobility. Songs 
of battle. 

(A short appendix is issued as a con- 
fidential document, entitled “Officers’ 
Mess, Guest-night in, Songs for use on.”) 

Not the least attractive feature of 
the scheme is that it throws practically 
no additional clerical work upon the 
staffs of the lower formations and units. 
In fact the new daily strength return 
by voices, the extraordinary bi-weekly 
manuscript madrigal programme (three 
copies), and the supplementary forecast 
of expendable stores required for quartet 
work (in quadruplicate) are the only 
innovations of any consequence,' and of 
course they would not be called for if 
they were not considered to be abso- 
lutely essential. 

The new procedure for General’s In- 
spection makes it clear that the all- 
I'ound military efficiency of a unit will 
be judged in future more by its vocal 
performances than, as has been the case 
hitherto, by the punctuality of its re- 
turns. A brief description of the latest 
ceremonial will perhaps be of value to 
those who have not yet received their 
text-books. 

As soon as the inspecting officer 
appears the command, “By tones — 
number,” is given, whereupon the men 
.number off smartly from the right, 
re, mi, fa/* etc., repeating at 
every octave. In place of the time- 


honoured “Present arms” the General 
is greeted with a few bars of the regi- 
mental anthem, two companies taking 
decani and two cantoris, with the head- 
quarter wing in close support to deal 
with any unforeseen occurrence. The 
Commanding Officer doubles the tonic 
in the lower octave and the General 
replies with a suitable hel canto or 
florid counterpoint, after which he pro- 
ceeds to inspect the troops, stopping 
from time to time to test an intonation 
or to inquire kindly after a uvula. 
Finally, instead of calling upon the 
junior subaltern to take the battalion 
through a few drill movements, he 
selects an officer at random and asks 
him kindly to oblige by stepping out 
and giving a solo. This is done to a 
figured bass by the regimental sergeant- 
major and an obbligato by the pre- 
centor (formerly known as the ad- 
ju^nt). The inspecting officer then 
chants a few remarks, which, if com- 
plimentary, are acknowledged by ren- 
derings of “Hail, smiling Morn” and 
the “ Hallelujah Chorus.” Otljer pieces 
to be held in readiness for use if re- 
quired are “Miserere” and “Dowm 
among the Dead Men.” 

It is gratifying to know that every 
possible assistance is being given to 
commanding officers to enable them 
to attain the unquestionably high stand- 
ard that is ' expected of their units. 
Schools of Army singing are being estab- 
lished in all the important military 
centres at no expense lo the public, 
and an entirely new branch of the ser- 
vice has been created to act as leaven 
to the remainder. Competition for 
transfer to this newly-formed Eoyal 
Army Sol-fa Corps is likely to be very 
keen, A smart distinctive uniform has 
been approved, consisting of a khaki 
surplice and brick -red mortar-board 
bearing the inspiring motto Sursum 
Chorda/* 

“NEW PHASE AT SHANGHAI. 

Sun Abuicates.” 

Ileadlincs in Daily Dapcr. 

Now we really have something in com- 
mon with China. 


From a Girl Guides’ handbook : — 

« “Bulks of llEALTir. 

G. A Guido never walks with his hands in 
her pockets.” 

But before she is much older she will 
probably have her hands in liis. 


From a Brewer’s letter : — 

“ Speaking for my firm, I have much plea- 
sure in saying that we brew our beer only from 
the very finest malt, sugar, and hope that 
money can buy.”— IFkZs/i Payer, 

Froth-blowing in that district must be 
a specially cheerful pastime. 


WITCHERY. 

Said the ancients, there are sirens on 
the islands of the sea 
Who lure wave-weary mariners with 
songs of sorcery, 

And mothers, wives and lady-loves in 
vain must look and long 
For the ships of those who listen to 
their fatal ocean-song. 

If the open sea’s wide waters with the 
sirens’ voice entice, 

There ’s a burn by which I ’ve rested in 
the hills, not once nor twice, 

That can hold me and enfold me by 
enchantments of its own 
I As it lulls witli soft allurements while 
I linger there alone. 

Hills unclimbed serenely challenge, 
home with kind temptation calls; 
But with all its runs and ripples, little 
linns and tiny falls, 

Sings the burn's seductive music, 
“Crowded valleys! crags austere! 
Heed them not. Time nowhere lapses 
softly, slumbrously as here.” 

If some summer day I’m missing, let 
the frifnds who chance to care 
Seek beside those witching waters — 
they will find mo happy there, 
Them and all the world forgetting, 
drowsing in an endless dream, 
Languid, lost, complacent captive of 
that lone heart-stealing stream. 
============== W.K.H. 

Another Impending Apology. 

From an official guide to the borough 
of St. Marylobone : — 

“Hurley Street rmn parallel with Wiuipole 
Street, and m to-day alinoijb entire I v monopol- 
ised by the medical and kindred prof(‘SHions, 
but in other times it lejoiced in many famous 
residents.” 

The Simple liife; or, Diogenes 
Outdone. 

“ Wanted. 

Bung, or House ; beds ; 2 or months ; 
now: adults; carofnl,”— ProrZneiT/ Payer. 

The Problem of the Over-filled Ouiver. 

“Authors and Composers invited to forward 
novels, poem.s, tales, children, plays, 

films, essays, lyrics, music, songs.” 

Ijocal Paper. 

“Lady desires post; domesticated, fond of 
cooking children .” — Weeldy Paper. 

“Lady will thus assume a third tile, 

forhor prc\ious husbands hsive included a lord 
and a prince .” — Kvenxng Paper. 

We suppose she celebrates each union 
by getting a new hat. 

“ Konie, Tuesday. 

The special military tribunal created last 
autumn held its inaugural sitting this morn- 
ing at the Central Law Courts. Black-shirt 
militiamen and Carabinieri were on duty in- 
side out outside the court.”— Paper, 
Oases of extroversion inside the court 
are usually confined to the witnesses 
under cAss-examination, 





MR. PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES. 

XxXVn. — AIR CHIEF MARSHAL SIR HUGH TRENCHARD. 

I N a fortnight, if the “Cease-Fire” bugles hadn’t butted in, 

He’d arranged to have his Specials loosing bombs above Berlin; 

And to-day, when skies are normal, whence “there rained a ghastly dew 
{Locksley Hall), our “airy navy” circles round its central HUGH. 







OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Against oppressive realities which it has no means of 
combating the soul of man usually erects some such barri- 
cade as humour or mysticism, and leaves it at that. Many 
oppressive realities of to-day, I have noticed, come thought- 
mlly provided with a specific philosophy for their victims. 
They present the gas-mask with the gas, and before you 
know where you are you are breathing their air without 
any noticeable discomfort. American Big Business is par- 
ticularly given to these mystical interpretations, and Mrs. 
Alices Tisdales Hobaet, in describing her modest and 
arduous part in the operations of her husband’s oil com- 
pany in China, has added a religious exaltation to the 
natural fervour of a hundred-per-cent. Middle Westerner, 
bhe has very little use for “the ruthless sights, sounds, 
smells of the over-stocked East,” and being, apart from 
professional glamour, a critic of few susceptibilities and 
illusions, does not pretend that the Chinaman has any 
particular craving for oil or love for the foreigner. Her 
husband’s task in China was to extend the borders of 
American commerce; hers to improvise a series of Main 
Street homes in a series of officially-furnished “ company 
houses.’ This process, repeated in innumerable Chinese 
■outposts, culminated in an attractive English house By the 
of the Lcmg Sand (Eishee Unwin) ; and in that city, 
Oliangsha, the capital of the independent province of 


Hunan, her story begins and ends. It is not, strictly 
speaking, history; its names, dates and events are re- 
shuffled for personal reasons. But 1 have no doubt it 
presents a typical picture of the life of a courageous 
woman in circumstances that assume a heightened interest 
from the developments of to-day. Its illustrations-photo- 
graphs taken by several hands— depict with exquisite charm 
an aspect of China almost wholly ignored in tho text. 

It is ungracious to grumble at profusion, but I feel that 
Miss MaBiToeib Bowen has undertaken perhaps a little too 
much in giving us another romance on the heels of her book 
on the Netherlands. A certain amount of good material 
has gone to the making of the new-comer; but the ingre- 
dients are blended without discernment and tho simmering 
(if 1 may so culinarily express myself) seems to have been 
unduly accelerated. The book deals with a diabolical situa- 
tion, recurring over and over again in tho same house with 
a new set of characters. Denis Bunjoyne, a middle-age 1 
failure, is for some unapparent reason loved by Kitty Lovell, 
a wealthy and masterful widow. On tho point of proposing 
to Kitty, as an easy if unpalatable way out of reduced circum- 
^ances, Burgoyne inherits a compeloncy and an old house. 
Five Wtnds (Hoddeb and Stoughton) stands on the site 
of tho tomple of a WostmorlaDd u^olus of satanic disposi- 
lion, whose aboriginal shrine was destroyed by an original 
Burgoyne. Every Burgoyne ivieWine in “Five Winds” 
comes to perdition, and on his way tnither ruins or slays 
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a woman and acquires a familiar in 
female shape. The token of this destiny 
is a blue-stoned ring, and this Burgoyne 
secures in London before leaving for 
Westmorland. His sojourn at •‘Five 
Winds ” is devoted to the perusal of 
ancestral records and a partial fulfil- 
ment (with Kitty as victim) of the an- 
cestral doom. The records, purporting 
to be of the seventeenth, eighteenth 
and early nineteenth centuries, are not 
very convincingly written in a common 
I'omantic patois. The last, however, 
boasts an original portrait of a married 
courtesan, while the main chronicle 
gains a brief Defoe-like credibility from 
tlie visit of an ordinary tourist tq 
the scene of horror. 

Thumb-nail sketches from thenotes that 
he took 

Make H. Moetimer Batten’s new book 
Nature from the high grounds, Nature 
from the low, 

Or from anywhere a camera and car 
can go. 

Full fifty incidents — fifty and more 
Make up an interest that ’s all out-o’- 
door ; 

They ’re facts found at random, a 
Northern whirligig, 

Most about animals — small beast and 
big. 

Here roar the great harts, at rut, and 
roar anew ; 

Here pop the weasel and the wicked 
little shrew ; 

Bold beasts and shy beasts, but most 
particular 

I like the kingfisher that rode in the 



\T'fT/ 
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Jenkins publish this light and happy Mffll \ 

Mr. Batten’s sketches on his thumb- ‘ 

Bead them, and tell me that you’re 

glad you haven’t missed Jr r 

His jolly Nature Jottings of a Motorist, ^ 

I have seldom met such a charming 
family, so charmingly presented , as J ohi 

(working for Greats), Ghloe (at home Welfare Worl{€)\ “Do you mean to tell me that this child was dropped on 
for the moment), Mike (last year at to the eloor?” 

Eugby), and (a schoolgirl for some Worhna 7 i. “That’s all pio-ht, lady. All my kids bounces.” 

years yet), whose father is the central : '■ „ 

figure of Mr. Allan Monkhouse’s new novel, Alfred the apples at the top of the basket. Alfred, then, for all the 
Great (Seckee). They are modern youth at its best, with skill which has gone to the composition of him, is something 
all its shining qualities and enough of its defects to convince of a pill, but I ask you to swallow him for the sake of his 
us that the picture is true. My only regret is that Mr. Monk- family. I recommend this delightful book to all parents 
HOUSE did not, for his own sake, see fit to give them a more and all young people. It will make them pleased with 
popular type of father. For Alfred Burton was an author, themselves, parents no less than children. And even the i 
and I doubt whether any section of the public, whatever its crustiest of grandfathers will admit, after reading it, that ! 
gauge of brow, is interested in the troubles of an author, there is something in English family life to-day which he i 
Even writers themselves are not interested in other writers, never knew himself and w^ould have given much to know. 




Welfare Worlcer, “Do you mean to tell me that this child was dropped on 

TO THE ELOOR?” 

Worhnaiv, “That’s all pio-ht, lady. All my kids bounces.” 
aovel, Alfred the j apples at the top of the basket. Alfred, then, for all the 


And the fact is so nakedly exposed on the cover of the book 
— “a domestic comedy con'Cerning a crisis in the life of a 


Ckascebdo’s Eorse Sense and Sensibility (Country Life) 


literary man,” which is rather like putting the greenest [is a pleasant book of gossip about horses by one who has 
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taken the trouble and has the wit to understand the shy, 
sensitive, V7ay ward and, to the perceptive, intelligent friend 
of man. Our author is an optimist about the future of the 
horse, all the gathering evidence to the contrary notwith- 
standing. If Hoeacb Walpole's “traveller from Lima” 
were perched on the ruins of the Quorn kennels, he would 
find, says Orascredo, members of the Hunt busy rebuilding 
them. But what likelihood there is of a world fit for foxes 
to live in he does not suggest. Certainly the English will 
not let the horse die without a desperate struggle; and by 
the English our author doesn’t mean merely the English of 
the Imnting classes. There is sound advice on the teaching 
of the young horseman. Orascredo prescribes long hours 
of conversation between rider and mount and much haunt- 
ing of hay-lofts and corn-bins and harness-rooms. Words 
of blame are offered, and ' 
rightly, to rich men and fool 
architects who line stables 
with shiny white tiles; reproof 
too to the elect of the shires 
who offer no welcome to the 
“new men” in the hunting- 
field, but merely sneer at the 
cut of their clothes, the pattern 
of their crops or the buckles 
on their bridles. A wise book, 
in fact. Perhaps the author i 
is a little too eager a jester; 
he will break off any piece of 
horse-lore just when he is most 
interesting and ride off on a 
witticism. - But no one who 
has lost a favourite will read 
uhmoved the charming little i 
skietch in ’ which the forlorn 
motor-and-junk- haunted sta- 
bles are revisited by the ghosts 
oftheir old inhabitants. “With 
our motors we know now every 
mile of the road, nob every 
yard,asweusedtodo.” Gras- 
credo throws off* little things 
like that as proof of his own 
sense and sensibility. Mr, 

Lionel Edwards in his ad- 
mirable drawings proves his 
line gift of conveying the sense 
of poise and movement in his 
charming models. 

An excursion into the land 
east of the sun and west of 



Cheerful Fcrsm. “Ah— ha ! Painters, "bh ? ” 
Bored Person (who hna hoA 
that morning) 


horribly associated even with the appearances of wicked 
men who are dead. How their enchantments subtly inter- 
penetrated the monotonous life of Liid4n4lie-Mist, stealing 
away the minds of the children and eventually intoxicating 
the respectable (if stupid) burghers, Mr. Hope Mirrilees 
narrates with a charm which persists in spite of its author’s 
occasional lapses into inadequacies of diction. 

Miss Margaret Peterson’s new novel, Pcmela and Her 
Lion Man (Hutchinson), is described on the wrapper as a 
“ story of love and adventure,” and that it certainly is. Botli 
the love and the adventure begin almost on the first page, 
when Pamela, on the day on which she leaves school, dis- 
covers and coldly succours an unknown man, with motor- 
cycle, unconscious by the roadside. A few days later she 

starts for Africa with her father 
and finds the unknown as 
stoker on the liner. Yet a day 
or two more and the ship sinks, 
very conveniently for Miss 
PETERf 50 N. The stoker rescues 
Parnda and bears her off, solo 
woman in a boat-load of his 
mates. Eventually she and 
her “Lion Man” arc landed 
on the coast of Africa, “not 
far from Abyssinia,” and taken 
by the local Arabs for tlioir own 
special brand of Aphrodite and 
her servant. Here the adven- 
tures begin in earnest, and with 
them the love, thougii Pamela 
to the last rather boggles at 
consenting to marry a stoker, 
and the Lion Man ” refuses 
on principle to woo her in any 
other guise. For the reader 
who doesn’t mind how highly- 
coloured his, or her, love and 
adventure are J cannot imagine 
anythingjollior than thisstory. 
It goes with a swing from 
cover to cover, and every page 
is pleasant, if some are a 
little oddly written. Really 
high-browod readers will shud- 
der at the thought, bub I must 
confess to having enjoyed it. 


Bored Person {who has had the same quesHcn fiflu times 
. “No, CAT BURGLARS.” 


+ M 1 i. T'T moon is ever alluring 

to the rjght-mmded adventurer. There reposes the free 
gate of Dorimare, whose history is related by Mi- 
Hope MinEiLEEs in _ Lutz. w-ffte-lfisi (Oollims), and 
whose queer capital city bore that name. Dorimare was 
anciently allied to the adjacent realm of Fairyland, of 
which the mercantile class in Litd-in-the-Mist so violently 
disapproved that, quite contrary to the habit of commercial 
persons, they indulged in a revolution, slew the aristocracy 
and proscribed all intercourse with the people dwellin^^ 
beyond the Lllin Marches. Even the mention of the word 
fairy was forbidden. But the old legends remained, the 
old magic songs were sung, and the fairy-folk continued to 
smuggle into the town their fatal and tempting fruit of 
whieh whoso ate became mad. Here the story repeats the 
pnister aspect of the Little People so dauntingly suogesled 
mLHHisTiNA Eossetti’s Weird poem, Gcblin Market? These 
fairies, though not wholly evil, are malign and mischievous, I 


Madame de Soymi, the load- 

, ing lady of Mr. E. P. Oppen- 

HEIM H Madame (Hodder asd Stoughton), was a dazzlingly 
attractive and an extremely dangerous woman. In pre-war 
days she had collected a team of “dashing young adven- 
turers ” who had committed various crimes and pooled the 
proceeds thereof. To ensure their loyalty she had made 
each of these “ dashers ” give her a written confession of his 
first crime. Then the War broke up Madame' s oulloction, 
and as the years passed the various members of it wanted 
to forget nothing so much as their lurid pasts. But their 
astute leader had kept their confessions, and presently she 
summoned the members of her team to her villa on the 
French Eiviera, for each of them to earn what she was 
pleased to call his “quittance" by doing her one more service, 
ihe Idea is ingenious and worthy of its author, but, apart 
frofti Eapasto’s Last Service ” and “ Madamo’s Mosaic 
Law, I did not find his lure quite so potent as in the past. 
All the same, if I had to suggest a book foi' a long journey, 
i should unhesitatingly recommend these tales. 
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rMAPiVARiA Havelock Wilson has chal- people with whom it is a charity to 

UnAKIVAKIA. ieriged Mr. A. J. Cook to a public de- dance are given an ^opportunity of 

Tjrotsky has announced that he does bate in Edinburgh. The idea, we fancy, dancing with one another, 
not agree with having British troops in is that it might result in a triumph of 

China. If he did we should want to mind over patter. , According to a weather expert we 

know what was wrong with the idea. shall now be free from gales until next 

^ ^ An American Eevue actress says she September. This looks as if many 

A writer in an evening paper points hopes to come over here shortly to froth-blowers will be thrown on the 

out that, as the climate of Canton is shock the inhabitants by defying the rates. 


, According to a weather expert we 
shall now be free from gales until next 


hot, the further northward the Can- authorities.’ Surely she is not going to 

tonese troops advance the more they are be so brazen as to purchase cigarettes Mr. J. A. Cooke, who managed to 
likely to feel the cold. It takes an after 8 p.m. • secure the largest piece of pancake at 

expert to explain things like that. ' Westminster School last week, ^ was 

^ ^ It appears from the fashion experts presented with a golden sovereign. It 

Battles betv798n the rival Chinese that the feminine waistline is to return must have been the one that America 
armies have recently been postponed this year, although it is not known- 'didn*t get. ^ 

because of rain, but spectators clearly where it will be placed. One suggestion ’ 

understand that no fighting is guar- is that it should be worn round the In our opinion the drawback to the 
anteed. neck instead of a fur. * “ jumping-balloon,'’ with which experi- 

^ ments have been promoted by 

Mr. Eamsay MacDonald takes a grave As an instance of the rejuvenating Srpms, is that pedestrians who adopt 
view of Italy’s Medi- ] ^1 it are liable to be re- 


Mr. Eamsay MacDonald takes a grave 
view of Italy’s Medi- 
terranean polic/. We 
too have an uneasy 
feelingthat Signor Mus- 
solini is not blind to 
the possibilities for *gon- 
dolas in the Suez Canal. 

“ What does Mr. 

Chubchill want?” 
asks a daily paper. The 
answer is that all a 
Chancellor of the^ Ex- 
chequer wants is what 
I we have left. 

I 

It is now denied t^t, 
at the suggestion of’Mr. 

Baldwin, a proposal 
has been made by Mr. 

Evan Williams to the 
Bishops that a small / I 

committee of ooalown- 
ers might intervene to li 


||-rMlFlOA.T ^ I 





,Wife (sternly to Jnisband, as croiod of sixty thousand coimnence community sing- 
7). “ Now YOU JUST KEEP QUIET, HEEnBY, OE YOU BUIN THE WHOLE THING.” 


garded as fair game by 
the aviator as well as 
by the motorist. 

* s!c 

The Chinese can tell 
the time fairly accur- 
ately by looking at a 
cat’s eyes. Provided he 
has had the experience, 
any man can do the 
same by glancing at the 
corners of a Judge’s 
mouth. ^ 

sH 

The matter of over- 
crowding on London's 
Underground has again 
been raised in Paidia- 
ment. Tbe passengers' 
grievance is a long- 
standing one. 

F rom the Eeg istrae- 


wu- ^ QUIET, HEEnay, OE YOU ^LL EUIN THE WHOLE THING.” -r 

ers might intervene to iL : ^ ! From the Eeg istrae- 

bring about a settlement of their differ- effect of modern fashions we hear of a General’s latest returns it is deduced 
ences in regard to the revision of the girl who is sometimes mistaken for her that the end of the surplus of women 
Prayer Book. ^ own mother. ^ is in sight. Some of us men may yet 

* , * live to get a seat in a Tube, 

Now that some Territorials have been Football matches are now broadcast. 

refused refreshments in a London hotel The owner of a particularly sensitive The College of Pestology lias decided 
onthogroundthat they were in uniform set claims that he heard the barking of to employ large numbers of motorists 
it is expected that in future, in the case a hot dog. ^ in a campaign against mosquitoes, 

of trouble, nations will only be able to * This explains why the College has as 

have plain-clothes wars. Two houses, Tbe Limes and The yet made no attempt to combat the 

*!*jjj* Elms, in Bromley Eoad, Catford, are swarms of motorists. 

A correspondent having written to being reconstructed as a police-station. 

The Daily Mail to say that since that The rumour that the new building will Tennis matches are to be played in 
paper had increased its size he had been be called The Birches is not relished the Albert Hall. It is rumoured that 
late for business every morning, it is by the baJboys of the district. the building is to be equipped with a 

possible that business will have to be sliding roof to enable a famous French 

abolished. Things appear to be so quiet in player to make his usual entrance by 

' * Mexico just now that the American aeroplane. .v 

A manufacturer is anxious to find a authorities are wondering where they 
new name for the gramophone. We ought to book seats for the next revo- A woman living in a village in the 
have found several, g,ll different, for lution. province of Catalonia has given birth to 

tbe one next-door, but we don’t think * * a child with five arms. Tins seems to 

any of them is suitable for family One definition of a charity dance is be nature’s attempt to produce the per- 
use. , that it is an entertainment at which feet jazz pianist. 
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BETTER WIRELESS. 

I *vi3 only just heard about it,” I ex- 
plained hurriedly, ^'and so of course I 
off at once to buy one before they ’re all 
gone.” 

*‘If you mean a new hat,” she said 
sympathetically, don’t let me stop you 
for one moment.” 

‘‘I do not mean a new hat,” I an- 
swered with some indignation; ** this is 
pre-war and much admired by connois- 
seurs, besides being perfectly safe in the 
cloak-rooms of even the most fashion- 
able hotels.” , 

Then what is it ? ” she asked. 

A wireless set,” I explained— “ crys- 
tals, valves, cat’s-whiskers and loud- 
speakers all complete.” 

** But you ’ve got one,” she protested. 
“When we had lunch with you the 
other day I remember quite well you 
offered to start it for us, only Tom had 
an engagement and so had I.” 

“ Yes,” I agreed, “ I remember. You 
both had, hadn’t you? ” 

“ Well, then,” she demanded, “ what 
do you want another set for in such a 
hurry?” 

“You see,” I explained reluctantly, 
“ mine isn’t one at all — not really. It 
doesn’t work ; it hasn’t any works to 
work, not even a cat’s-whisker. It’s 
only a cabinet, an empty cabinet. But 
you ’ ve no idea hpw long people will stop 
sometimes, and if you OTer to turn on 
the loud-speaker, they nearly always 
remember they’ve an engagement, both 
of them,” 

“I quite understand,” she'said coldly; 
"‘and next time we come to lunch we ’ll 
go immpdiately it ’s over, and even be- 
fore— unless it’s quite a good one.” 

“Do not for one monient,” I begged 
her, imagine , that in your case— I 
assure you I didn’t really care one scrap 
whether I missed that rubber of bridge 
at the club or not, X merely wished to 
get Tom back to his office in decent 
time for once and to give you a chance 
to get to What’s-tfor-names before 
all that cheap line of what-d ’ye-call- 
’ems was sold out.” . 

** It was thoughtful of you,” she ad- 
mitted, still coldJ^ ; “ but what happens 
if someone ’s very nice and sweet, and 
just tells you to -go on with the loud- 
speaker — some people will endure any- 
thing if they think they ’re being polite 
— what do you do then ? ” 

“It happens seldom,” I assured her, 
“ for such true courtesy is rare in these 
degenerate days. But wdien it does I 
make them my friends for life by saying 
suddenly that I’m sure they’d really 
rather not, and I won’t. Nothing will 
induce me to, I tell them ; and indeed 
nothing would. Their gratitude is in- 
I variably touching.” 


“Only I don’t quite see,” she per- 
sisted, “ why all that should make you 
now in such a hurry to buy a real 
genuine set ? ” 

“I’m afraid,” I reproached her gently, 
“you haven’t kept up with the newest 
developments in broadcasting. They re 
going to tackle the biggest thing they ’ve 
ever attempted— they ’re going to broad- 
cast Thought, just Silent Thought, that 
and nothing more. The programme 
that evening will be known as the Pro- 
gramme of the Silence of the Six Suffer- 
ing Scientists.” 

“ Why suffering ? ” she asked. “ They 
won’t hurt them, will they? ” 

“They will be silent,” I pointed out. 
“A silent scientist — well, just listen to 
’em when they get together, and then 
think of six of them obliged to sit 
together silent all an evening long,” 

“Well, it seems impossible,” she de- 
cided. 

“In these days,” I said gravely, 
“nothing is impossible. Why, only 
last week I wanted to chat with an old 
friend in New York, so I simply rang 
him up as if he were in the next street, 
and, alter I had been sitting for four- 
hours-and-a-half with the receiver to 
my ear, because the Post-Office told me 
to be prepared, J got a perfectly clear 
message from the local office to say 
they would try again another day. So 
I 'm sending a postcard instead to save 
time.” 

“The miracles of modern science,” 
she observed. 

“ Exactly,” I agreed. “ And the news 
about the great broadcasting experi- 
ment was in all the papers — not a thing 
to miss'. Sir OniVEk Lodge will explain 
it first, though Silence must be a diffi- 
cult thing to explain in these days. 
Then, on a certain day of this very year, 
Silence will "follow. The valve will 
cease from valving and the crystal will 
be at rest. I daresay even the cat’s- 
whisker will no longer whisk. All 
through the land the voice of the loud- 
speaker will be quiet, the very ether 
itself will thrill unimaginably to a great 
stillness, while all the time from ousy 
eager 2LO a great unceasing wave of 
silence will go pouring out into the 
void from that historic room where six 
scientists will sit together and never 
say a word : contradicting each other, 
when they feel* they must, with their 
eyes alone. Can you wonder,” I de- 
manded with bright intensity, “ that I 
determined on the spot to buy the very 
best set on the market, no matter what 
I have to owe for it, so as to be ready 
for that epoch-making day ? ” 

“ I shall tell Tom,” she cried, kindling 
at my enthusiasm, “ that we must have 
a new one too.” 

“ Only think what it will be,” I said 


on a rising note of ecstasy, *^if this 
movement spreads, as it surely must, . 
and soon the B.B.C. is sending out 
Silence all the day long. Think of our 
suburban gardens given back to us; 
think of Sunday afternoons with seven 
loud-speakers quite close and every one 
of them vigorously reproducing Silence ; 
think of the ruthless motorist no longer 
able to say, ‘ Here ’s a lovely, quiet, 
peaceful spot where we can picnic, so 
I ’ll get out the portable wireless and 

fix up the loud-speaker.’ Think ” 

Blit at the happy prospect tears 
choked my voice, and she, she wept too 
in sympathy and joy. E. E. P. 


“CORINTHIANS.’^ 

When decked in their caps and their 
colours, 

The blue, the old gold or the rose, 
Even Anthonys, Leaders and Dullers 
May find them redoubtable foes. 
Overweight? They can carry the 
burden ; 

Overmatched ? They ’ll dispute you 
the claim ; 

They are triers, and glory ’s their guer- 
don; 

They ride for the love of the game. 

They may take their full share of 
reverses, 

But don’t for a moment believe 
They are infants escaped from their 
nurses — 

They have sometimes a bit up their 
sleeve. 

You may scorn them as doomed to 
disaster, 

You may mark them for jostle and 
jest, 

But among them is maybe a master 
Requiring no weight from the best. 

They don’t sit as loose as they’re 
thought to, 

And some have sound sensitive hands 
^ And can ride out a horse as they ought to 
And lift a tired horse whoa he lands. 

; There are some independent of teachers, 
With lore of their own to impart, 

I Who can give you a lead overBecher’s 
Or match you at stealing a start. 

You may find when the birch-twigs are 
spinning 

And the guard-rail is rapped by the 
shoe 

They are equally bent upon winning 
And bold in the battle as you ; 

Ay, and sometimes a tiny bit bolder 
At the moment when boldness avails, 
So — look ovej* yotir shoulder 
lVke?i Cmlnih comes on the rails ! 

^ - - W. H. O. 

“ Jescs IV. iiEHAiN Head of Kivku. 

A Baeb Expeeiencb.” 

j Sunday Faim\ 

1 Unique, we should have thought. 
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THE OLD COACHMAN: A PICKWICKIAN PASTICHE. 

Lord Oxford (as Tony TFjBiiBu).^" WBREY GLxAD TO SEE YOU H-EEB, SAMIVEL, THOUGH 
HOW YOU ’YE MANAGED TO GET OVER THE OLD PARTY IS A MYSTERY TO ME.” 



MISLEADING CASES, 

XII. — Legacy TO the Liberal Party. 
In re Macalister, Bnnciman v. Prim, 
Bussdl y. Prim, 8vf)im y. Prim, 
Lloyd George v. Prim, Phillips v. 
Prim, Walter v. Prim, Stepheiison v. 
Prim, Kensington v. Prim, Stanley v. 
Prim, Kemvortliy v. Prim, Maclean y. 
Prim, Benn v. Prim, Smith v. Prim, 
The hearing was continued to-day of 
an action in the Probate Division arising 
out of the will of the late Miss Mary 
Macalister, of Peebles, who left a legacy-l 
of one million pounds ** to the Liberal 
Party'' 

Mr. Justice Tooth, in his judgment, 
said: Dead men tell no tales, and it 
were better sometimes if they made no 
wills. In the painful case which is now 
approaching its conclusion the defend- 
ant, Mr. Prim, is the executor of a Miss 
Macalister, and the several plaintiffs 
are thirteen persons or associations of 
persons, each of whom asks for a declara- 
tion that he is or represents *‘the 
Liberal Party ” and is therefore the 

S er recipient of a legacy of one 
on pounds. The testatrix, an un- 
m.arded^'pDman of great age, was active 


in politics, it appears, at the time of Mr. 
Gladstone’s &st Home Eule Bill, and 
since the death of Sir Henry Campbell- 
Bannerman lived the life of a recluse in 
a mountain cottage. It is therefore not 
surprismgthat,outof touch with modern 
conditions, she did not describe the ob- 
ject of her bounty in terms of greater 
precision, but it is unfortunate, and tes- 
tator® who have similar bequests in con- 
templation woulddo well to provide some 
indication of the particular Liberal Party 
which they have in mind, such as a 
telephone number or a Christian name. 

It has been proved in evidence before 
me that there are five main Liberal i 
Parties, and the relations between them 
are such that no one of these parties 
will willingly share a taxi with any 
other, while each of them has at least 
one offshoot which is accustomed to 
foam at the mouth when the parent- 
body is mentioned. Under these con- 
ditions the efforts which I made to 
bring about a compromise between the 
parties were naturally uustfcoessful, and 
any proposal for a division of the spoils 
resulted only in a further divisicto of the 
Israelites. Indeed, it says much for the 
sincerity with which these colleagues 


detest each other that, rather than 
share a common bank- balance, ^ they 
would continue cheerfully with thirteen 
independent overdrafts. 

I was asked by Mr, Carrutbers, who 
represents the fourth Parliamentary 
Liberal Party from the right, to base 
my decision on considerations of man- 
ciple, and to say that that Lioeral 
Party is the Liberal Party which pre- 
serves intact and untarnished on the 
field the holy banner of the true Liberal 
faith. But when I adopted this line of 
inquiry I was disappointed to find that 
each of the plaintiffs was the one auth- 
entic repository, torch and organ-voice 
of Liberal principle ; and, though few 
of them were so far in agreement as to 
be able to construct a common catalogue 
of these principles, all of them were 
agreed that the other parties had con- 
sistently ignored them. Further, though 
many of them were insistent that prin- 
ciples W’ere everything and persons no- 
thing, the discussion of principles in 
this Court has invariably led to the 
most distressing exchange of personal- 
ities, for those who attached the most 
importance to principles were loudest 
in their denunciation of persons. 
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Again, I have found it difficult to 
arrive at any clear definition of political 
principle. The evidence on the whole 
goes to show that a man who has made 
up his mind on a given subject twenty- 
five years ago and continues to hold to 
his opinions after he has been proved to 
be wrong is a man of principle; while 
he who from time to time adapts his 
opinions to the changing circumstances 
of life is an opportunist. One of the 
plaintiffs, a Mr. Lloyd George, in his 
evidence bitterly described a man of 
principle as “ one who religiously keeps 
to the left in a one-way street,” while the 
witness Simon, who followed, described 
the witness George as one who drives 
on both sides of the road everywhere. 
The witness George said that he had 
little use for principles ‘which wore 
whiskers and crinolines, and the witness 
Simon replied that these, at any rate, 
were preferable to principles which were 
naked and unashamed. . I asked the 
witness Asquith if the widespread 
assertion that gentlemen prefer blondes 
was. the kind of generalisation which he 
had in mind when he spoke of principle. 
He repliM that, if a man of principle 
had for thirty years of Parliamentary 
life endured without flinchin'g the honest 
obloquy .‘of the multitude and the insidi- 
ous calumny of cabals in the conviction 
that men ,of gentle birth are, for the 
most part, more powerfully attracted by 
women of 'fair "corfiplexiorf and light 
colouring, then it would need more than 
the occasional spectacle of a public- 
school man in the embraces of a dark 
woman to extract from him arecantation 
of his faith. He added that, though he 
envied a man (such as the witness 
George) who was able to change his 
mind every ten minutes, for his own 
part* he was unable to achieve any 
material alteration of opinion in less 
than ten years. He also said that the 
chameleon was endowed with the power 
of changing its colour for the purpose of 
concealing itself from view, but there 
were some chameleons who changed so 
rapidly and often that the only effect 
was to attract the attention of their 
enemies. 

These observations, however enter- 
taining, have advanced me very little 
towards a just disposition of the dead 
woman’s property. The plaintiff George 
and others invited me to ignore the 
question of principle and direct’ my 
mind to the realities of the situation. 
They said that the other plaintiffs con- 
sisted for the most part ot collections of 
fossils of, great age, embedded in the 
rocks of principle and having none of 
the attributes of life except a miraculous 
power of polysyllabic speech, and they 
argued that it could not have been the 
intention of the testatrix to leave so’ 


much money to a number of talking 
fossils while there was any Liberal Party 
which could be said to be actually alive 
and possessed the substance of popular 
approval if not the trappings of princi- 
ple. And this appeared to be a promis- 
ing line of inquiry, until it was sworn 
in evidence by the witness Eunoiman 
that the Liberal Parties referred to were 
supported entirely by Conservatives. 

I have therefore turned my attention 
in another direction, which was sug- 

f ested by only one of the plaintiffs, a 
fr. Smith, of Wimbledon, who con- 
fesses frankly that the Liberal Party 
which he represents is a party of one, 
but insists nevertheless that it is the 
only LiberaL Party. It has struck me 
as odd that no one of the distinguished 
Liberals concerned in this case has used 
the word Liberty, and had it not been 


for the obscure Mr. Smith the subject 
might never have entered my head. 
But Mr. Smith has argued with some 
force that there must at one time have 
been some shadowy connection between 
the Liberal Party and the idea of Liberty. 
What is more important, he has call^ 
evidence to show that the testatrix, Miss 
Macalister, was herself an earnest lover 
and apostle of liberty, resented strenu- 
ously all that large body of human 
actions which may be roughly classed 
as “interferences,” and attached her- 
self to the Liberal Party on the assump- 
tion that it stood for freedom, not only 
in Ireland but in England. Now, in 
cross-examination the witnesses As- 
quith, George, Grey, Simon, Ednci- 
MAN, and indeed nearly all the plaintiffs, 
have confessed that they have been 
guilty from time to time of legislation, 
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proposals for legislatioB, of which GOURMET. 


tunny-fish, or are of the introspective 
nature which sombrely values the grey 


,, j- ^ WLHU nc.iw« rwim ■ ■■■« nabUitJ WlJLlOiJL 

do^s^efchFn^WchThey nob wish The romance of food is being realised parls of Astrachan caviare, yon mil 
todTottolr^entpSefbom doing ab Iasi, Hood, our leading Arms are hail onr lera <i «»bv. as ciie/s d miure. 
something which they did wish to do. beginning to recognise, can be as wort ly ^j^(jgoYiES. 

Few of them could point to an item in of sympathetic prose as a psychological anchovies cosilv curled in silver 

their legislative pro^ammes which had romance. The firm whose reputation afthe b 

any other purpose, and, with the single can afford rhapsody is that one whic i^p j ’-^.g ( 1 ( 351 ') 
ex^ption of Mr. Smith, they have can look its valued customer in the eyes le-Fome (IbOt;. 

no legislation to suggest of which the and say, “This is the cheesewe supplied In slender fancy flagons, 2/6, or in 

purpose is to allow people to do some- to Mr. Gladstone; ” or “That, Madam, Olde Englysshe Wooddenne 

thing which they cannot do already, is a tea to Miss Nightingale’s blend.” Tubbes, 6 /-. 

On the contrary, it appears they are as We make our appeal at once to the 

anxious as any other party in Parlia- heart and the stomach , lightly playful r r r i , tu 

mant to make rules and regulations for yet always deferential, and retaining at Our Italian olives, light green like a 

,q.iv,Wr,'.r Plaanin^, — lai’ch-wood lu April, sleeping 

in finest golden oil from Monte 
Invidioso, were not unknown 
to Dante. 


the eating, drinking, sleeping 
and breathing of the British 
citizen. On these grounds, 
therefore, Mr.' Smith has ar- 
gued that these plaintiffs have 
not the idea of liberty in the 
forefront of their political equip- 
menfc, and do not therefore de- 
serve the name of Liberal as 
the testatrix understood it; and 
in my judgment that argument 
is well founded.' Mr. Smith’s 
own programme is simple : (a) 
to propose no legislation unless 
its purpose is to allow people 
to do what they like, and (b) to 
support no legislation whose 
purpose is to stop people from 
doing what they like. 

Here and there, he admitted, 
good cause being shown, he is 
prepared to compromise; but 
that, prima facie, is his founda- 
tion and beginning. For exam - 
pie, the first measures which 
he intends to introduce are a 
Bill to repeal the Marriage Act 
of 1886, by which a wedding 
may not take place after three 
o’clock in the afternoon, a Bill 
to Allow the Sale of Cigarettes 
and Chocolate at any Hour at 
which Anyone is Willing to 
Sell Them, a Bill for the Insti- 
tution of the Death Penalty 
for Police Officers who enter 





Young Thing (io her Counsel who has won the dag for her). 
“ Oh, do Qtivm mb a nocK of vour curdy hmb, please.” 


Per 8 oz. original old stone 
jar, 3/9. Per 8 oz. vecchio 
pozzo di pietra originale, 
4/6. 

HA:\rs. 

Ivory fat which dissolves on 
the tongue with each slice of 
short crumbliiiglean— these are 
the hams cured in lonely Eap- 
scullion cottages over smoulder- 
ing fires of peat from the bogs 
of West Ireland by peasants 
grown bent in our exclusive 
service. Eaten with pickled 
passion-fruit, every impromptu 
snack becomes a little feast. 

Our Eapscullion hams, per 
lb. 4/-. 

Our lonely Eapscullion half- 
hams, from 1/5/-. 

Teas. 

If Napoleon had possessed 
a larger supply of our Caravan I 
Tea, he simply would notdiava 
been able to retreat from Mos- 
cow permanently. We can 
show m our vaults papers that 
prove he delayed Ins departure 
for three days, so entranced 
was the Man of Destiny with 


Eespectable Night-Clubs Disguised in the same time an unwavering grip upon 1 the fragrance of the leaf. So brisk 


Evening Dress,"" and other beneficent, the business of selling, ^ j did a farewell cup qf this invigorating 

if minor, measures whose purpose is dressed Dishes Department. beverage render the marching of the 

neither to improve, uplift, enrich nor c 7 rr? n ^ Irench troops that a peasant of the 

reform the British subject, but to in- Gharlotte Oerday. vacated area, observing them in retreat 

crease by however little his liberty. I A favourite dish of Marat’s. Many across his native river, was inspired with 
have decided therefore that Mr. Smith of the fine flower of France, when dining the now immortal Vulgar Boob Song, 
alone of these plaintiff s has made good with the Commune, €*iiffcmviLle,eit yciv^OTi Our Siberian Steppe blend, per lb. 7/6. 

hisclaim to be that Liberal Party which and en fille, were so enraptured with Our Siberian Two- Stenne* blend" ner 

the testatrix had in mind, and an order thispZai that cries of “ A la langomter g/g^ ^ 

will be made accordingly. The plaintiffs Sacres entreedtes ! and ^^Vivent les Our Siberian Door-Steune blend oer 

George and Asquith to pay Mr. Smith’s sanscdtelettes ! ” echoed round the table g /g^ ^ 

costs. A. P. H. (or table as it was then termed). ^ , ,, t m- . 

Whole Sole (twelve persons), 12/0. Tins* 


“Furn. or Unfurn., substantial Bungalow 
f on Gongleton Cloud ; 8 rooms, C bod.’’ 

! Provincial Pajper. 

A castle inibe air at last ! 


Hors d CLuvrb. While the guns of Waterloo were 

Whether you like to pause in silent about to boom, fair women and gallant 
ecstasy before a shell-pink flake of our men waltzed the night away at routs 


Our Siberian Two-Steppe blend, per 
lb., 8 / 6 . 

Our Siberian Door-Steppe blend, per 
ib., 9/6. 

Tlie Tea in the 1H12 Tins. 

Ices. 
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where water ices, of which we alone 
hold the recipe, were served. Brussels, 
famous for its lace, sprouts and carpets, 
has yet given the world of fashion no 
better thing than these. 

When you give your next big dance 
ybu will turn again to us. For do we 
not freeze ices of muscatel, transparent 
and delicately intoxicating as a success- 
ful lie ? Have not our ices given rise to 
some of the famous hons mots of the 
world ? 

Witness the following, culled from 
the famous memoirs of past and present 
generations : — 

His OracetheDukeofMonmoxith. Stap 
me ! The glace of fashion and the mould 
bf form 1 

Mrs, Fitzherbert, By George ! this is 
my fourth. After these. Sir, I cati re- 
tire with a suitable coldness into Bright- 
helmstone’s domesticity, 

' The Countess of Oxquith, I was look- 
ing my very prettiest when I first ate 
one of your ices. 

Oiir Bomhes Make Your Party Go Off, 
Wines. 

• In cities whose clubs are so exclusive 


as to be practically, memberless,’ there 
our wines are served. ' 

When the quality returned with full 
bags from snipe-shooting in Lowndes 
Marshes (now Square), it was to the 
rare and wondrous wines from our 
cellars that, disordered with aristocratic 
fatigue, they addressed themselves. 

If you would wax jocund with mag- 
nanimity you will call for a bottle of our 
Vintage Burgundy, cashed in seasoned 
wood from the murmuring forests of 
Migraine-en-T^te in the Blotteaux dis- 
trict or from sun-drenched Sailli-le- 
Silly-Sot. 

And those who falter for their lady's 
favour are braced to confidence, persua- 
sion and a ready wit by a goblet of our 
Sparkling Escapade. 

Our Sherry, per doz., 120/-. With 
silver pokerette for burning, 

* 160/-. With pokerette engraved 

with crest, to order, 200/-. 

Our Porto Colorado (one thick web), 
per doz.,’ 240/-. Obscured with 
more and thicker webs, 300/-. 
Ditto, ditto, ditto, and with label 
illegible, 360/-. 

Our Cellars Have Bin and Will Be, 


Cryptic Counsel. 

“Sayings op the Week. 

‘ If some of bur friends who are 78 now had 
been living forty years ago they would have 

been dead at 68-* — Councillor at 

Club .” — Vrovincial Paper. 

From Situations Vacant ” : — 

“Boy, age about 16, smart and able to swim ; 
private service .” — Daily Paper, 

As hall- boy in a riverside bungalow, 
we imagine. 

From a Parliamentary report : — 

“In a silence so solemn and profound that 
you could nob. have heard a pin drpp, nor heard 
a scratch of a fountain pen in the Press Gal- 
lery .” — South African Paper. 

It must have been rather disappointing 
for the young reporter who thought 
that at last he bad a chance of making 
a noise in the world. 


Extract from letter of a laundry com- 
pany 

“This article [a towel] has been carefully 
examined by ouc Technical Manager, who 
wishes to slate that these holes are razor cuts, 
and not due to lack of negligence on our part 
dutiug the washing process.” 

They seem to have done their best. 
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WINTER SPORTING, 

VI. 

My account of the Winter Sporting 
in which Percival and I have lately in- 
dulged has brought me in a large number 
of letters from earnest inquirerSi both 
in England and Switzerland, asking for 
further information on the subject, I 
will devote this week to answering a 
selection of the more interesting queries. 

A. W. {Mu$well).—A ski is a flat piece 
of wood much longer and heavier than 
you think. It is usually made out of 
sandalwood. No, it has no brakes ; 
perhaps you are thinking of a scooter, 

D. B. [Hants). — The following is the 
kit you will require : — 

One ski-ing suit (snow-proof), 

One pair skis (see answer to A. TF,), 
One pair ski-ing sticks (fool-proof), 
One haversack for camera, lunch, 
bandages and spare parts, 

One keg of brandy, 

One St. Bernard. 

L. TF. /. — The word is pronounced 
as in ski stoops to conquer.” 

8ki-ei\ — It does not sound like a 
** Telemark.” Turning on the back and 
then slipping sideways out of control is 
more like an Immelmann *’ turn, but 
this is usually only done by aeroplanes^ 

Leonard (St. Moritz), — (1) It was 
your own fault for expressing an opinion 
about her so readily. The fact that a 
man tells you he is no longer engaged 
to a girl does not necessarily mean he 
has broken it off. He may have mar- 
ried her. 

(2) Yes, Swiss doctors are good. 

Martha [St. Murritz).—N o, a proposal 
in Switzerland is not really considered 
valid until it has been made three times. 
Then you are entitled to it. 

Claude. — (1) There is no law, Claude, 
as far as I know, which limits the scope 
of a man's figure-skating, but for him 
to cut hfae words Claude is a poor 
hoot ’ ’ on the hotel skating-rink i s, as you 
say, neither funny nor gentlemanly. 

(2) Possibly (if the ice lasted long 
enough) it is a libel. 

(3) By the way, is the statement 
true ? It makes a legal difference. 

J. B. P. — Prom the photograph you 
send it appears to have been a nasty 
accident. There is rather too much 
snow about for me to give a definite 
opinion, but I should say the owner of { 
the small of the back and the broken 
ski-ing-stick originally had the right-of- 
way. The owner of the left leg and 
^ki and the right arm is to my mind in 
the wrong — or is he two people ? 

S. G. (Essex). — No, it is not neces- 
1 sary 3ced ribbon round your skis 

to denote that you are a beginner. 
There are various little signs by which 
the experienced onlooker can always tell. 

Jackie.— 'So, roller-skates are not 
good form. 

Sportsman (Tooting Bee). — Ice hockey 
is certainly much in vogne, but I have 
never heard of football on skis. 

Enthusiast. — No, not a graceful turn. 
You look like a stick of barley-sugar. 

Etiquette. — ^You ask the following : — 
“X, an inexperienced ski-er, drops a 
ski-ing-stick while pottering down a 
slope. Y, an expert who skis for Eng- 
land, passing at a very high speed, gets 
it between his legs and comes down a 
fair whistling crack. The stick is pro- 
jected within X's reach once more, and 
X, without thinking what he is doing, 
says, “ Thanks awfully.” What should 
X do next ? ” There is only one course 
open to him. He should rapidly bury 
himself in the snow and hibernate till 
April. 

JSghert. — It is a fact that in moun- 
tainous country at high altitudes the 
voice carries considerably further than 
in the cities of the plain. You should 
have thought of this, however, before 
you spoke to the young lady in ques- 
tion. No, I don’t know her mother. 

A. A. 

THE WALL GAME. 

Government Departments are pro- 
verbially guileless, but there should be 
limits. 1 mean, when the telephone 
authorities provided their call-boxes 
with plain walls of a light cream colour 
they should have foreseen the result. ^ 

I cannot think that I am peculiar in 
my objection to conducting business 
conversations surrounded by this sort 
of thing : — 

Western 284, 

I’ve said it twice before. 

Could I have Park G5 

J/ you are still alife ? 

London Wall 0528, 

Take your time, I 'd love to wait. 
Waltham Cross G432, 

I ’ll be cross till I get through. 

I do not suggest that this is the work 
of one individual. Possibly some exas- 1 
perated caller found relief in one speci- 
men and his successors carried on the 
good work. This is highly probable, 
for it is painfully catching. I myself 
once almost — but there is no need to go 
into that. It was perhaps fortunate 
that on that occasion there was no 
vacant inch of wall. 

Once only have I detected in these 
effusions any evidence of thought for 
others. The author of the following : — 

Brother callers, do not weep, 

She is not dead but gone to sleep, 

had his fellow-sufferers in mind; he 

even tried to excuse the operator. Not 
his the hand that perpetrated the enor- 
mity in the left-hand corner, where a 
crudely-outlined headstone commemo- 
rates 

JOHN BULL, 

Wiro DIED OE OLD AGE WHILE 

WAITING FOE HIS NUMBEE. 

It is superfluous to quote further out- 
rages, they are accessible to all those 
possessed of eyes. I shall merely en- 
deavour to encourage the authorities 
by making one or two suggestions, in 
the hope that some responsible official 
may visit the dentist and there read 
Punch. I do not of course mean that 

I hope anybody, even an official, will 
have to visit the dentist, but it will be 
painfully familiar to most of us that 
persons under that unpleasant necessity 
are enabled, if not compelled, to study 
Punch with a completeness and detach- 
ment seldom possible outside and very 
infrequently bestowed by Government 
departments upon communications from 
the public. 

(1) All future walls of boxes should 
be painted black. This would preclude 
defacement and discourage idle gossip. 

(2) The surviving blank walls, if any, 
mi^ht be filled in with Helpful maxims 
for the guidance of callers, after the 
style of those so thoughtfully included 
with the earlier directories. Bometh ing 
like this : — 

Though we kindly let you cull, 

Remember, please, this is cue wall. 

The operator has no time to pla\ ; 

Be brief, be civil and then go a\va\ . 

Chig^ve^, Chingforcl, Sidcup, Bloaue 

Don’t exist for you alone. 

Whether it ’s Wembley, Thame or Tring, 

Patience is a splendid" thing. 

There must be many unappreciated 
poets who for a moderate remunera- 
tion — need one be more explicit ? 

(3) If the departmental worship of 
economy cavils at the slight expense 
involved in (2), use may l>e made gratis 
of quotations from existing works. No 
additional staff would be required, as 
one of those ladies who do the knitting 
in our post-offices could be employed 
to look up suitable examples. Tliere 
are plenty of them (examples, I mean) 
obvious to the poorest intelligence, but 
here are one or two as a beginning, all 
by well-known authors and dealing with 
the telephone : — 

If you can wa.it and not bo tired by wuii- 
ing.” — Kipling. 

0 me no O’s.*’— domon. 

“Beware the fury of a patient man.” — 
Dr%den. 

“With one hand he put 

A penny in.” — Bolloh. ^ 

A selection of this kind would make 
the time pass pleasantly and also pro- 
mote a lofty tone ol moral philosophy. 




War-rich Lady (loho has just settled m an old family mansion), ♦‘Tkebe *s only one thing I ’m nervous about here— they 

SAY THE PLACE TS HAUNTED.” 

Caller, ‘*Oh, I shouldn’t worry about that. The family was always most exclusive; they only had the best class 
OF ghost.” I 


THE GREAT PAPER-CHASE. 

The Labrador Hintoriand seemed of small use To the court of appeal that 's enthroned in our city, 

In spite of its rivers and forests of spruce, The old Privy Oouncirs Judicial Committee, 

And no one was anxious to swallow or gulp it Which has finally handed the Island the prize 

Till somebody whispered, “Why shouldn’t we pulp it ? Of a tract that exactly quadruples its size. 

And started the Mainland pd Isle on a race Xhe issues involved are extremely perplexing, 

To secure the control of this coveted place. ■ Though throwing much light on the art of annexing; 

'Twas a struggle heroic, for Newfoundland’s grip Eor once you establish your claim to a “coast ” 

Was never relaxed on its grant of the slip The rights that it carries to ruling the roast 

Of the Labrador coast and on all it implied — Can be legally stretched, so it seems, till they reach 

Which Canada stoutly and strongly denied. A water-shed seventy miles from the beach. 

The lawyers rejoiced in the golden profusion But two points are clear : both the parties remain, 

Of fees, but the case never reached a conclusion As they were, still inside the Imperial domain ; 

Till, by common consent, the contestants referred While the fact^that they asked us at home to decide 

The award to headquarters, and left the last word' Is a proof of tbeir trust and a ground for our pride. 






• Motori$L “Well, where would yer ltke to go, Flossie? There’s been a murder at Ploughborough, ak akkoplane 

SMASH AT SlOCOMBB, A GHOST AT GiBBETTS AND A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE AT MeADOWS. WhICII PLACE WOULD YER LIKE 
TO ' *AVB A LOOK AT ? ” 


AUNT ISABEL 

Something had to be done about 
Aunt Isabel. I did it. 

The Flemish and Belgian pictures 
have gone now, but the memory of 
Aunt Isabel stays. 

.J^mefe her quite .suddenly, close to 
99 ; she held the catalogue in her hand. 

“ How very luchy ! she said. “ I 've 
left my readme-glasses at home. I 
want you to tell me exactly what this 
is , about. And please don’t drop your 
voice while you*re reading."' 

It isn't simply that Aunt Isabel knows 
nothing about Art. I don't really know 
anything about Art myself. But I do 
know that we art-lovers aren't really 
excited about the subject-matter of Old 
Masters. Either we understand the 
history and the hagiology so well that 
we scarcely need refer to them, or else 
we don't consider them at all. Ehy thm, 
paint, tone, light — yes, but not sub- 
ject-matter. 

In a foreign picture-gallery I don’t 
so much mind. After all, the people 
standing next to me may be German or 
Dutch, and even if they are English one 
d€fe|ae*es the other tourists so much 
that ^edoesn't really care what they 


think. But at Burlington House, in 
loud clear tones 

“ Go on,''^ said Aunt Isabel. 

Nobody disobeys Aunt Isabel. ^ 

“ Three scenes," I began as shrilly as 
possible, “ from the life of St. Nicholas. 
In the first he is standing erect in his 
bronze bath on the day he was born 
and giving thanks for being alive." 

“ On the day he was born ? " said 
Aunt Isabel. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“Poor little miteJ " said Aunt Isabel. 

I blushed all over. 

“In the second," I went on hur- 
riedly, “ having inherited the wealth of 
his parents, he is represented in secular 
dress at the open window of an im- 
poverished nobleman and about to de- 
posit a bag of gold on the sill." 

“ Still?" 

“ Sill. The nobleman with downcast 
mien is seated in the apartment in 
which sleep his three now penniless 
daughters and overcome by the thought 
that he must sacrifice them to an in- 
faihous life as the only means of ob- 
taining food.” 

“Dear, dear!" said Aunt Isabel, 
“how terribly sad.”-" 

“ In the third," I cried aloud, making 


a rapid abstract, “he is restoring to 
life some children who had been salted 
down." 

“ Been what ? ” said Aunt Isabel. 

“ Salted down,” I repeated. “They 
were stolen and murdered because of 
the famine, and packed up in tubs to be 
eaten. In the picture they are coming 
out of the tubs quite whole and well" 

“How very curious!" said Aunt 
Isabel 

Everybody was staring at^ us, of 
course. I kicked one leg against the 
other. 

“ Oan't we go on now ? " I implored. 

Aunt Isabel went on to 100. 

“ What is happening,” she said after 
peering at it for some time, ** to those 

I lifted up my voice again. 

“ It is St. Anthony of Padua,” I be- 
gan. “Havingcometothe city of Bimini, 
where there were many unbelievers, he 
repaired to the sea-shore. It was^ a 
marvellous thing to see how an infinite 
number of fishes lifted their heads 
above the water and listened attentively 
to the sermon of the saint. In the dis- 
tance those who refuse to listen are 
seen to doubt, while others are con- 
vinced.” 
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Little Boy (pointing to unfortunate skater who has just crashed through ice). “Now 
YOU CAN GET A GOOD LOOK AT THEM, MuMMY— LHAT 'S THE KIND OP SKATES I WANT.” 


“ There are only three fishes and all 
their faces look the same to me” said 
Aunt Isabel. 

“ I think it means the people, not 
the fish,” I murmured uncomlorfcably. 
“ What do you say to going and looking 
at the Van Dycks? ” 

I did not want any hostile 6meute in 
Burlington House, and I felt we should 
be safer with the Van Dycks. But I 
reckoned without my Aunt Isabel. 

“ Tell me about these three children,” 
she said. 

“Oh,butyouknowthem,”Iprotesfced. 
“ The three children of Charles I.” 

Bead me,” said Aunt Isabel sternly, 
“what the catalogue says.” 

“Van Dyck,” I babbled, “ had already 
painted .the royal children in the en- 
trancing group of * One Collie Dog and 
Three Children,* now at Turin. Ap- 
parently the Queen disapproved of the 
painter’s not having given the children 
aprons or pinners, so she had them 
painted again. In this group the 
Prince op Wales has been promoted 
from long skirts to a yellow silk doub- 
let and breeches, with a broad lace 
collar and has, left off his child*s cap.*’ 

“ Dear little fellow ! ” said Aunt Isa- 
bel. “ Go on.” 

Scarcely anybody near us, I noticed, 
was looking at the pictures now. 

“ Princess Mary,” I continued, 
“here stands in blue silk and a pinner, 
and is more sedate and self-conscious 
than in the picture at Turin. Between 
them now stands the infant Duke of 
York wearing a white pinner.” 

“ Why,** said Aunt Isabel, having 
given due attention to the masterpiece, 
“does it say * pinner,’ and not ‘pina- 
fore’?” 

“ I don’t know,” I groaned. 

Hastily shuffling through the leaves 
of the catalogue I had a sudden in- 
spiration. 

“Aunt Isabel,** I Slid hoarsely, 
“ there’s one picture I particularly want 
you to come and see. I ’m perfectly 
certain you *d like it.” And 1 led her 
right through to Gallery VII., and halted 
her in front of “Le Bonnet Bouge.” 

“ Well,” she queried a little tartly, 
“ what is all this about ? ** 

“ It *s an interior,” I said, “ the inter- 
ior of a country inn. On the left three 
men are playing cards, and two others 
stand by the fire-place.** 

“Who are the men?** asked Aunt 
Isabel. 

“Merely men. On the wall above 
hangs the drawing of * A Man.* ” 

“ What man? ” 

“Just ‘ A Man,* ” I answered. “ On 
the right is another man,” 

“Is he anybody?” 

“No,” I said, “just another man, sit- 
ting on a chair, so the catalogue says. 


Two other men are smoking, and a wo- 
man is looking in at an upper window.** 

“Who is the woman,” said Aunt 
Isabel. 

“ Nobody knows,** I told her. “ Isn’t 
it sad? ** 

“ Isn*t the picture about anything ? ” 

“ Nothing whatever.” 

“ Why is it called ‘ Le Bonnet 
Boim ’ ” 

“ Because the man by the cask has a 
red cap.’* 

“ Hum ! ” said Aunt Isabel. 

But her spirit was broken, and a few 
minutes later she allowed me to lead 
her away quietly to tea. Evoe. 

A Middlemen’s Trade Union. 

“ Hankow. — Chinese monks, nuns and 
priests have formed a union and arc demand- 
ing union rates for offering prayers. They 
paraded through the streets of the Concessions 
to-day with banners, incense and music, noti- 
fying the public of ah increase in prayer 
rates.” — North China Daily Baper. 


In Argentina — 

“ The elections . . . are in part responsible 
for the paralisation of business.” 

« Monthly Pajper. 

But they have stirred our contemporary 
to the discovery of a nice new word. 


AT THE ELEVENTH HOUR. 
Advice to a Beilliant Journalist. 

(See Sir Fjhancis AclasFs letter in ^^The 
Tvnes^^ of March 2nd.] 

Take a pen, a dozen pens, 

Write with colour, write staccato; 
Peal your Bens, your Biggest Bens, 
But, oh, stop short of Ben Trovato / 

From the report of a Guardians* 
meeting: — 

“ Mr. J. said he opposed the donkey and 

cart owing to the cost of upkeep, which would 
bo £20 a pear at least .” — Provincial Paper. 

Carrots would be cheaper. 

“It is pleasing to know an old School 

boy is in the Cambridge crew this year — 
^ , now at First Trinity Gollogo, Cam- 

bridge .” — Provincial Paper. 

When did “ First** acquire a local habit- 
ation as well as a name ? 


After a description ofthe forthcoming 
total eclipse of the sun on June 29feh: — 
“A party of 600 London schoolboys, accom- 
panied by masters, will visit AysgartJh on 
June 30th for the purpose of observing the 
sun's eclipse .” — Provincial Paper. 

Senior Master. “Sorry, boys; the eclipse 
was yesterday. We must try again in 
1999.*’ 



■ f . ■ Mystery of Orewsam Orange, by Avery sorbing topic of conversation, dinner 

MURDERS AND MOTIVES. Cross Traylor.” was one long and successful clash or 

We werelalking about country-house 5**I*ve read that,” said half-a-dozen harmony of theories as to the probable 
parties" when the weather is bad and voices at once. ■' course of events, 

conversation flags. For if it has been Of course you have,” said Mrs. Mrs. ffolliott paused for praise and 

too wet .for golf, how can a man relate ffolliott, “ but the point is that no one got it. 

the misadventures that beset him at had read it then.” • ” When they went to bed, she con- 

the fifth hole -or histriumphs at the ‘^sn’t that the story,” asked the tinned, “they found Chapter IL in their 
seventh ? Bridge, of Course, is useful bishop, “in which the murderer turns rooms. And so on through the week, 
between meals, but at meals there can out to be the maiden aunt ? ” the sections were carefully distributed* 

be serious silences, particularly among “That 's the one,^* we exclaimed. I kept them myself pnder lock and key, 

those whpse luck is out. “ It seemed to me,” said the bishop, and such was the excitement that I h$4 

“Let me tell you,” said little Mrs. “highly improbable: ’more than im- to hide the key for fear of theft. The 
ffolliott, “ of a scheme that I invented, probable, unfair. There was.no motive, man who had read the story in London 
You may all have it if you like. It 's and a motive there must be. My theory was so pestered for private information 
perfect. Last-year" we had a party in- is that murderers should be murderers, that he arranged for a telegram to be sent 
Scotland and it rained all the time, as -whereas this estimablelady would never to himself and left. Everybody joined 
one might have expected. Indeed, as I have hurt a fly. I doubt if it is playing in; even Percy, who has never been 
did expect, and that is why I took such the game to make the guilty person a known to read anything but llie Times* 
pains to make it a success.” fundamentally innocuous one like that, But,” added little Mrs. ffolliott, “ it 

Shepaused to give someone the oppor- just to put readers off the scent.” astonishing how, when you come to 

tunity of saying earnestly, “Do tell us.” “True,” said Mrs. ffolliott, who was detective stories, the dullest men, City 

As a matter of fact we all said it. getting a little restive under this inter- men, shooting men, even hunting men, 
Little Mrs. ffolliott composed herself ruption, “but if readers weren't put off can display literary taste.” 
happily to hold the floor. the scent there would be very little in A muimur of doubt, led by the bishop, 

“Just before leaving for Scotland,” my Scheme, and that’s why ran round the company. . 

she said, “1 went to th^ booksellers’ of Qretosam Orange so You “Well, at any rate,” Mrs. ffolliott 

and asked what was the very latest see, this is what I did : I had those amended, “ curiosity concerning the 
detective novel. They-showedmeseveral twelve copies cut up into chapters, and printed word.” 

old ones. ' No,’ I said, ‘ I don’t mean each chapter separately bound and let- “Better,” said the bishop approvingly, 
these ; I have-^read these; ' I want one tered ; and, having discovered that none “You never “heard such a rattle as we 
that was published yesterday or won’t of my guests had read the book — except used to have at lunch and dinner,” Mrs. 
be published tin to-morrow — absolutely one meek little man, and I swore him ffolliott resumed; “and I don’t know 
new;’ and at last they found one. It to secrecy — I distributed Chapter L on what the servants w^ould have thought 
was not to be on sale till two days later, the day of their arrival, with injunctions if they had not known about it, for 
,^ut*t^iey let me have a dozen copies. I that it was to be read before dinner, there was nothing but murders and 
remember the title and the author per- Bead; no skipping. What was the motives all the time. But as a matter of 
flatly, alirhough it was last year: The result? As they all had the same ab- fact the butler was playing too. for it 
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seems that my maid gave him one of 
the extra copies.’* 

“ Did many of your guests guess the 
guilty party ? ** the bishop inquired. 

“ Oh, yes; two or three. But only, 
I think, out of perversity. They agreed 
with you,** said little Mrs. ffolliott, 
** that to make it the maiden aunt was 
not quite the thing.*’ 

“ Indeed no,” said the bishop, ‘‘ most 
reprehensible.” 

“ I was sorry for the little man who 
had to leave,” Mrs. ffolliott went on. 
“The perfect way, of course, would be 
to get one of the swell authors to write 
one a special story — Conan Doyle or 
Austin Freeman or J. W. Crofts or 
Mrs. Christie — and then there would 
be no possible chance of anyone knowing 
the end. But only a millionaire could 
do that.” 

“ No need to buy the work completely,” 
I suggested. “You could acquire merely 
the country-house rights.” 

“I didn’t know there were such 
things,** said Mrs. ffolliott. 

“ Nor I,” I replied ; “ but I don’t see 
why there shouldn’t be. It would be 
an additional source of income for neces- 
sitous novelists.” 

The bishop rose. “I am afraid 1 
must be going,” he said. “ Of course 
you all know the earliest form of detec- 
tive story ? . No ? You will find it in 
the Apocrypha — the story of Susanna 
and the Elders ; its hero, Daniel, was 
the first detective.” E. V. L. . 


SHAKESPEARE AT BLACKHEATH. 

✓ 

A WEEK or so ago, during* the per- 
formance of Macbeth at the Princes, 
our Bugger reporter was observed to 
be making such copious notes upon his 
programme that we may expect his next 
report to read something like the 
following : — 

Where the lolace ? Upon the heath. 

At 2.30 prompt many unrcugh youths 
that even now protest their first of man- 
hood , . . steeped in the colours of their 
trade . . . began a dismal conflict. 
From the first scrum the ball was 
whipped to one of the home centres, 
who, cutting through, had a clear field. 
“ Go on,” shouted the captain. “ Thou 
art so far before that swiftest loing . . . 
is sloio to overtake thee.'' First try to 
Blackheath. Soon the ball was sent 
towards the full-back, who murmured, 
“ I'll catch it ere it come to ground; ** 
but the opposing forwards do stoarm 
upon him. My man is down," the 
skipper groans. The excitement be- 
comes- intense . . . There's but one 
down!" . . . He hath not toii'^hed t" 
. . . Now they rise again !" . . . But 
all\s too weak; the, opponents have 


scored. *Tis half-time and both sides 
are even. 

On the resumption of the game play 
waxed hot and furious. The Heathens’ 
heftiest forward like valour's minion 
cawed out a passage and carried the 
ball well down the’ field. “ This push 
will cheer me ever," uttered the captain. 
Stoppages were now frequent, for many 
garments were untimely ripped. Here- 
abouts the home team’s outside-half 
side-stepped the opposing “threes” 
and came to the full-back, “ Here is an 
obstacle,” be thought, “ on which I must 
fall doiun, dr else o'erleap,for in my way 
it lies" Likewise the full-back, full of 
resolution. ... “He that's coming 


must be provided for," “ 1 charge you," 
bellowed the half-back. “ You stop our 
way . . . Take thy face hence / ” , . . 
and with a smart hand-off he left the 
back dazed and muttering, “ Come, let 
me clutch thee ; I have thee not and yet 
I see thee still" Arm against arm the 
merry game continued, with Blackheath 
now overwhelmingly superior. Outside- 
half and centre scored tries in quick suc- 
cession. “ Thrice to mine and thrice to 
thine," reckoned the centre; “ and thrice 
again to make up nine." 

The final whistle blew . . . thehurhj- 
burly 's done and the battle lost and icon. 
As no tries were converted the score ran : 
Blackheath, 9 tries ; Opponents, 1 try. 




THE CONVENT GARDEN. 

{South India.) 

The convent stands on the In^an hills 
With a smiling face to a siahlib south, 

By a singing river that swirls and spills 
Over the ghats to t’He lowland, drouth ; 

Out on the plains the colours, harden ^ 

From gold to ochrei froiri blue to grey ; 

But it ’s gveeh ,and soft in the convent garden 
'Any hour of the day. 

The convent garden 's a haunt of peace, 

For it ’s set in a land where peace was born, ! 

Where the cloud^ sail.pver like silver fleece — 

Eosy at evening, opal at rnorn ; 

A land where the great hills, softly-wooded, 

Whisper that all good things endure, 

Shining at noon, at night cloud-hooded, 

Comforting, kind, secure. 

Here in the garden the nuns will sit, 

Their eyes to the south and their thoughts to home, 
And homeward their varying fancies flit 
To Brussels or Paris, Florence or Eome, 

Till sun and cloud and the shadow-races 
Magic the known familiar view 
To visions of old remembered places 
These wandering fancies knew. 

For Mother Cecilia the Apennines 
. , And the little towns of good St. Fiuncis ; 


For Sister Marie olives and vines 
And the Cote d'Azur whete the heat-haze dances ; 
For Mother Antony, brown as a berry 
With long, long years of the suns of Hind, 

A moment's glimpse of the crags of Kerry, 

A taste of the Galway wind. 

Mother Cecilia 's been toiling here 
Since her last home-ldave in nineteen-five ; 

Sister Marie 's beginning to fear 
She 'll never go back to Provence alive ; 

And Mother Antony keeps dn thinking : 

‘‘This year ; next — " but there 's work to do, 

And Ireland 's sinking, sinking, sinking 
Into the westward blue. 

But memory's pleasant and dreaming 's sweet, 

And it 's warm and quiet by the convent wall, 

And each is glad of the garden-seat 
And the comforting view that serves for all, 

Where subtle colour and rare engraving, 

Slants of sun and shadows astir 
Picture for each what her eyes arc craving — 

The land that was home to her. H. B. 

From a weather-chart ; — 

** Temperatures and rainhill are the highest and lowest in the | ericris 
9 A.M. to 6 p.M. and 6 p.m. to 9 a.m. respectively. Kunshine is Irom 
sunrise to sunset .” — Morning lajgw* 

“Another glimpse of the obvious," says the correspondent 
who sends us the above cutting. But is it ? 
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THE NEW SPIRIT OE INDUSTRY. 

■B&.T.-Dyn:s (llrs. Britannia’s Bidhr). “WELL, MY MAN. SO YOU WANT MOEE WOEK, EH? 
NOW WHAT CAN YOU DO?” 

OOHONETED Afplicant. “I’D BE GEATEPUL POE ANY LITTLE JOBS ABOUT THE UPPEE 
’OUSE. SIE; BILL-TEIMMIN’ OE 8UOHL1KE-SO LONG AS I GET IT EEGULAB.” 

rin the House of Lords last week a discussion took place on the faulty arrangement ®f public business ; and many Peers com- 
Plained that in the early part of the Session the House had nothing to do, and was called upon m its last few days to deal with 
a mass of Bills, without proper time for their consideration.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIA- 
MENT. 

Monday, February 28th,— HhQ 
British reply to President Cool- 
idoe’s proposal for a new dis- 
armament conference was read 
by the Pkime Minister. Accept- 
ance was a foregone conclusion, 
and all the Dominions had writ- 
ten concurring in the Note ex- 
cept the Irish Free State, whose 
reply had not yet been received. 
The Government is however 
satisfied that the Irish Navy 
will not prove a stumbling-block 
in the way of world peace. 

Captain Hacking ivill go 
down to posterity as the Al- 
satians* friend. He not only 
declined to ‘‘place severe re- 
strictions on the owners of these 
animals,^’ as urged by Mr. Beck- 
ett, but assured the House 
that Alsatians are not the only 
dogs that bite. To this policy 
of letting all dogs delight to bark 
and bite Mr. Beckett opposed 
the point that the Alsatian is 
half a wolf. Not so, explained 
Captain Hacking. The Alsatian 
was called a wolf-dog because 
it protected the sheep from the 
wolves. The notion of Captain 
Hacking as a sort of super- 
watoh-dog protecting the lamb- 
like Alsatian from t^he wolfish 
Mr. Beckett seemed rather to 
intrigue the House. 

Colonel Woodcock asked the 
Secretary i^’ob War if he had 
considered the advisability of 
abolishing the Territorial brigade 
staffs. Captain King, who had 
considered it unfavourably, said 
that these staffs consisted only 
of a brigade commander and 
one clerk. Members looked at 
each other in blank amaze. 
They had never heard of such 
a staff. Sir Samuel Hoare 
shuddered. Other Ministers 
scarcely concealed their annoy- 
ance. Visions of a Minister 
rising to announce that “ the 
staff of the Circumlocution Office 
now consists of a departmental 
chief and one clerk ’’ floated 
before the Chancellor of the 

JtliXOHEQUER. 

In Committee Mr, Hayday 
referred to the Washington 
Hours Convention. Major Hills 
and Lord H. Cavendish-Ben- 
tinck from the Conservative 
Benches and Miss Bondfield 
and Mr. T. Johnston from the 
Labour side besought the Minis- 
ter OP Labour to announce 


DISTORTING MIRRORS IN THE LORDS. 

[“The House of Lords took one long shuddering look at 
it 'elf i a the glass.”] 



The Long View. 

Lord Burnham akd Lord Haldane. 



The Broad View. 


Lord Carson. 


that the Government had de- 
cided to ratify the Convention. 
Lady Astos then lent her voice 
to the petition, at the same time 
announcing herself as one of the 
“ ginger group ’* of Conservative 
social reformers. 

Sir a. Steel-Maitland gave 
no sign that the ginger had 
penetrated his soul. He ex- 
plained that it had been found 
necessary to have a Conference 
to decide on what exactly the 
wording of the Convention 
meant. Apparently the Con- 
ference decided on what the 
word “work” meant. “Then 
why delay ? ” demanded Lord 
H. Cavendish-Bentinck. The 
Minister said the noble lord 
had not been paying attention. 
The noble lord said he had been 
paying lots of attention. The 
Minister said then the noble 
lord*s mental operations pro- 
ceeded slowly. The noble lord 
said the Minister was being 
grossly offensive. Sir A. Steel- 
Maitland withdrew the re- 
mark absolutely, and then re- 
lapsed into a ctatious vagueness 
which caused Captain Macmil- 
lan to declare that the Minister 
had “ made a speech which was 
not intended to have any par- 
ticular meaning.” 

Tuesday, March Ist. — To-day 
the House of Lords took one 
long shuddering look at itself in 
the glass and burst into tears. 
It was Lord Burnham who 
launched the Chamber on its 
orgy of melancholy introspec- 
tion. He asked the Govern- 
ment if it would consider setting 
up one or more Standing Oom- 
inittees of the House to which 
all Bills should stand referred 
on being read a second time 
unless they were expressly pro- 
posed for consideration by Com- 
mittee of the whole House. ' 

Lord Burnham said their 
proceedings had become a Par- 
liamentary scandal. Measures 
severely censured by H. M. 
judges for want of clearness had 
become law without the House 
having had a proper opportun- 
ity of amending them. It was 
said that they would never ^et 
Peers to attend Grand Commit- 
tees, "*but he did not think so 
meanly of their Lordships' spirit 
of self-saorifi’ce. 

Lord Carson thought as 
meanly of it and said so. There 
were seven hundred Peers, he 
said, and only about fifty or 
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sixty did anything. When anyone put being allowed in this Session to put to the plaintiff was intended. Calling 
down a motion there were mutter- a Bill on the Statute Book. attention to the fact that it was libel to 

ings of “What a boi'e! I wish the Wednesday ^ March ^7id , — Lord Gor- publish anything, in writing or pictures, 
fellow would stop.’* Nobody took the ell moved the Second Beading of a that held anybody up to ridicule or 
business of the House seriously, and it Law of Libel Amendment Bill identical contempt, his Lordship drily observed 
was looked upon as a terrible fatality with the one dropped for want of time that they “ all knew persons who were 
if anything should go on after seven last Session. He spoke for the poor greatly esteemed who made drawings 
o’clock. scribbler liable to be mulcted in heavy once a week which held other people j 


o’clock. 

Lord Haldane deplored that debates 
on Bills in their Lordships* House were 
so often an idle ceremony. Lord Salis- 
bury, holding his pocket-handkerchief 
before his streaming eyes, like the 
Carpenter, complained that the Second 
Chamber was a revising Chamber, but 
it didn’t revise and wasn’t allowed to 
revise. Bills came to them in a foul 
condition of drafting, and they had to 
decide either to waste the time spent 
on them in another place or pass them 
as they stood. * 

Other noble Lords joined in the dole- 
ful chorus, but with some uncertainty 
as to what was the cause of the trouble 
or the precise remedy. Lord Lincoln- 
shire thought they ought to have more 
Bills. Lord Banbury felt they should 
have fewer Bills. 

An unproductive Jeremiad ! In the 
cold language of The Times' report “the 
matter was dropped.” 












“WHO SAID ‘BATIFIGATION'?” 
Lord Henry Cavendish-Bentinck. 


up to some amount of ridicule.” 

In the CommonsMr.McNEiLLinoved 
the Second Beading of the Forestry 
Bill. The Bill, he said, gave power to 
appoint two more Forestry Commis- 
sioners and to make by-laws to protect 
afforested areas. 

In opposing the Bill Mr. T, Johnston 
pointed out that in this country forestry 
employed between two and three thou- 
sand men, and in India six million, in 
Germany over a million, and in France 
thirty thousand in one Department 
alone. Yet this country had a million- 
and-a-half people unemployed. 

It having been mged, contra, that the 
Forestry Commission was now plant- 
ing more trees than any country in the 
world, that the public’s ** right of per- 
ambulation among the mountains” 
was being in no way curtailed and that 
no agricultural land was being “ stolon” 
for arboriculture, the Bill got its Second 


The Commons got an idea of the value damages by some plaintiff who claimed Beading by a substantial majority, 
of the crossword puzzle as a source of that he (or she) was being identified TlrnrHlay^ March :hd , — Bolshevism 
public revenue from the answer to a with the scoundrelly Mr. Jones or the is a “rotten thing.” Its avowed aim 
question by Mr. Bethel. In two dis- impossible Miss Brown who figured in is to make the rest of the world as rot- 
tricts of London alone, the Postmaster- the author’s latest novel. ten as itself. Its immediate objective is 


General said, something like thirteen Lord Dablino said he bad opposed to breed and disseminaterot in the fabric 
million such letters were baudleddn a theprevious Bill, but would support this of the British limpire. The Soviet Gov- 

because it threw upon the author eminent has been pursuing this object 
The Union Congress, the the onus of proving that no reference relentlessly and in fiat violation of its 


General Federation of Trade 
Unions and Mr, Hannon all 
.want the. shilling divided into 
ten pence. At present, as 
everybody knows, it is divided 
into twelve pence, hut also 
divides quite easily into four- 
pennorth of whatever it is you 
want and three pence change. 
Mr. Churchill said that the 
difficulty, as envisaged by the , 
Eoyal Commission on Decimal 
Coinage, was to ascertain who 
was to get the odd two pence. 

The House gave further at- 
tention to the Poor Law Emer- 
gency Provisions (Scotland) 
Bill and a Second Beading to 
the Police Appeals Bill. The 
latter measure, won such eulo- 
gistic pagans from all sides of 
the House that Captain Hack- 
in a’s ears positively tingled. 
Police dogs and policemen 
have an equal share in his 
affections. Mr. Campbell 
Stephen also congratulated 
, the Secretary FOR Scotland, 
f a little ironically, perhaps, on < 



“YES, MADAM, THAT’S MY BABY 1 » 

Sir Bobeet Horne and Austen Chamberlain. 


agreement not to do so. 

All this was made clear in 
Parliament last night, forth- 
rightly in tho House of Com- 
mons, somewhat bleatingly in 
tho Lords. It was a matter of 
agreement on all sides of both 
Houses. Agreement however, 
went no further. Sir Archi- 
bald Sinclair, who opened the 
debate, expressed tho Liberal 
view, restated later by Mr. 
LxjOyd George, and elsewhere 
by Lords Grey and Ebading, 
that the Bolshevik will go on 
Bolshevizing no matter what 
we say or do, and that the 
borit thing is to go on doing 
any business with him that 
can be done in the hope that 
trade relations would gradu- 
ally undermine the foundations 
of Soviet rule.” 

Mr. Lloyd George dilated 
on the anti-Bolshevik speeches 
made by certain Cabinet Min- 
isters and declared that the 
man who invited another man 
to do business 'with him and 



March 9 , 1927 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


271 



CHILDHOOD OF GREAT MEN. 

Oliver Cromwell refuses a bauble on his fifth birthday. 


then ran out in the street and called 
him a murderer, an assassin and a 
thief, was a mental case. 

Sir Egbert Horne put the case for 
the Clear out the Beds ” faction. He 
admitted that he had expected much 
from the trade agreement (of which he 
was himself the negotiator), but had 
changed his mind. America, which had 
consistently treated the Soviet Govern- 
ment as a sort of pariah, was getting 
moire Eussiah business than we were. 

Mr. EamSay MacDonald, who was 
more effective than usual, asked the 
House to remember that Soviet men- 
tality was a ** reaction from Siberia 
and the knout." Having made merry 
over a circular he had received which 
began Dear Madam," and invited him 
to contribute to the Clear Out the 
Beds” campaign, he declared that 
the Soviet Government could dupli- 
cate practically every accusation made 
against it. The matter, he said, could 
not he left where it was. They should 
“put down the points specifically, argue 
them out, reason them out, and nego 
tiate.” 

The Foreign Secretary, restated 
the case against the Soviet Govern- 
ment, largely in the words of Mr, Mac- 
Donald and Mr. Snowden, and justi- 
fied the Note as giving Moscow an 
opportunity to mend its ways. The 
Liberal motion was defeated by 271 
votes to 146. 


SOMEWHERE IN VAR. 

n. . 

When the sun really did come out at 
the Paradise of Flowers on the Slopes 
of the Moors it came out very much as 
it does at home, if at all ; it came out in 
bits. This aroused in Enderby all the 
sporting island blood. 

“ We are here," he said, “ as I under- 
stand, to loaf in the sun, and loaf in the 
sun we must. Practically speaking, the 
sun is what we are paying for in our 
bills." 

The result was that whenever, looking 
out of his window above the Mediter- 
ranean he noticed a bit of sunshine 
gleaming or^ a mimosa-tree at the end 
of the drive or shining on a rock down by 
the seashore, he used to shout, “ Come 
along! Hurry up, all of you I ^ Don't 
let’s miss that little piece of sun-bathing 
over there I " 

And out we would pour, hell for 
leather like a fox-hunt, to sit down in 
the spot he had discovered for us, only 
to find when we reached it that the sun 
had maved away and got lost in the 
clouds again, after* which we all trooped 
happily horbe- and waited for the next 
“view halloo.” 

The game was complicated by the 
fact that in the South of Prance in 
February one has to deal with weather 
ranging from the Arctic to the semi- 
tropical, so that in galloping after the 


sun we each carried 'with us two over- 
coats, a muffler and a woollen pull-over 
dangling about us or trailing along the 
ground, besides the parasols and cush- 
ions which we intended to use if we 
came up with the sun in time to sit 
underneath it. This was particularly 
awkward if the sun happened to be for 
the moment at a distant part of the 
seashore, because there were so many 
rocks to scramble over. But Enderby 
was obdurate, indefatigable. ” 

“Just time for a good bask over 
there," he would say, pointing to a spot 
about half-a-mile along the coast, and, 
leaping over the boulders,* we would 
follow Kim, dragging our spare wardrobe 
^long the yellow sands, and sometimes 
in the translucent pools. When one 
thought of all the quiet simple folk in 
dear foggy old London, basking in their 
ultra-violet rays but there. 

. On the first completely fine day 
Enderby got up very early and came 
and batbered at our door. 

“We must take advantage of this," 
he’ said. “I have found a beaubiful 
little town called Oogolin on the map, 
and I propose that we all walk over 
the hills to it, have lunch there and come 
back by train." 

“What is the use," asked Natasha, 
“of walking over the hills ? " 

“ We get more of the sun that way," 
he explained. 

“Why?" I asked. 
























ffiaiBiili^^ 


** Because we get nearer to it.’* 

This seemed unanswerable. 

However, as soon as we started it 
became clear that Enderby had put the 
sunshine all in the wrong place, for it 
, shone directly behind our backs, so that 
we saw even less of it than on previous 
days, and'only knew it was there by the 
melting sensation in the spine. 

When 1 blamed Enderby for this, he 
said that I. could walk backwards if I 
liked ; anything was less^ trouble than 
to rearrange the hills. But I had my 
revenge a little later on. 

End^erby lost the way. 

It was not very surprising, perhaps. 
The first portion of any route over the 
Slopes of the Moors is easy enough to 
find. It Jeads by the little houses of 
the jonquil and violet cultivators, who 
rush out angrily with two dogs barking 
at their heels, and shout after one that 
there is no passage and that it is im- 
possible to go. Always it seems to be 
one of the principal pleasures of a 
Frenchman to tell the English that 
something they have just done is im- 
I [.possible to do. The real trouble when 
' 'one has passed the jonquil and violet 
^cns is not that there is no path, but a 
^plethora. We began to hunt paths as 


eagerly as on otlier days we had hunted 
the sun. A moist and merry pastime. 
Sometimes almost at the same moment 
we would each of us strike into a differ- 
ent path, exclaiming confidently that it 
must be the way. And Mrs. Enderby was 
often so earnestly convinced about her 
paths thatshewoulddisappear altogether 
amongst the broom and rook-roses and 
bruydre^ and had to bo discovex^ed by a 
rescue-party and brought back before 
we could go on.’ She also had the 
trying habit of perceiving birds at the 
most critical moments and insisting on 
looking at them through field-glasses, 
or making us all stop to listen to their 
notes, so that we forgot whether the 
path we were on was the one we had 
struck into in the hope we might be 
right, or the one that we were coming 
back from because we knew it must be 
utterly wrong; while Natasha spent 
most of her time collecting roots and 
herbs and bits of earth and putting 
them into a bag, with the idea of 
planting them in a rock-garden, if she 
really decided to make one, when she 
got home. Natural history, as I pointed 
out to both of them, is a serious work. 
It is not the pursuit of mere pleasure- 
loving idlei's who intend to dawdle over 


a mountain in order to trifle with a bit 
of lunch. 

The evening before, for instance, I 
had been only too willing to discuss 
with them whether the noise which was 
filling the air outside the hotel was 
being made by a tree-cricket or a tree- 
frog, or the chef trying to yodel, as 
Enderby rather absurdly maintained, 
or by the chauffage in the water-pipes. 
But to-day it was our duty to loaf. 

Towards noon, when we had nearly 
given up hope, we found a small hut in 
a clearing. Enderby volunteered to go 
and ask the way. 

-i* There is a man there,” he said, re- 
turning after a few moments, ** with a 
dog and a gun. Unfortunately he hap- 
pens to be mad.” 

What did you ask him ? ” I said. 

** Whether there was a path to 
Cogolin. He only said, ‘ Comment,' 
and shook his head. I asked him again, 
and he said it was forbidden to hunt 
for paths,” 

** Let me try,” said Mrs. Enderby. 

In *a few moments she l>eokoned us 
on through the underwood. 

By the way, what word did you use 
for a path ? ” she inquired of her hus- 
band. 
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“ The ordinary word.” 

“ What ordinary word? ” 

“ SanglierJ' 

^^^Sentier* is the Provencal patois,” 
she said sweetly. ^ Sanglier' a 

wild boar.” 

All the same,” said Natasha consol- 
ingly, ^‘it toas rather nice for him to be 
mistaken for a hunter of boars.” 

I looked at the sun. 

“We shall be lucky,” I said, “if we 
get as much as a ham-sandwich to-day.” 

Suddenly, through a gap in the cork 
forest, Oogolin, lying plainly beneath 
us, was seen. With glad cries we 
plunged down towards it. It was not 
so near as it seemed.' It kept getting 
lost in the forest like a wild boar. 
Everyone who sighted Oogolin was in- 
structed to shout. When at last we 
reached the foot of the hill we found a 
river at our feet. 

“ There ’s no bridge,” said Enderby. 

“ Nothing,” I murmured, “ escapes 
the eye of these great chasseurs^ 

We took off our socks, our stockings 
and our shoes. The water round my 
shins was delightflilly cooL 

In crossing the river I slipped on a 
large stone and sat down. The water 
round my waist was annoyingly cold. 
There was a sudden burst of laughter 
in the woods behind my back. 

** What on earth was that ? ” I said 
crossly, coming to land. 

Mrs. Enderby had her field-glasses 
glued to her eyes. 

“ A yaffle,” she said. “ A green wood- 
pecker.” 

“ Not that I blame it for smiling,” 
said Enderby. “It could never have 
expected you to do it quite so funnily 
as that.” 

“ If you were to car^y my bag now,” 
said Natasha, looking at my dripping 
clothes, “ I think it would prevent my 
flowers from dyin^.y 

“ Always the Eiviera lounge li^^ard,” 
I said, accepting it with a graceful bow. 

Enderby looked at his watch. 

“There’s just time,” he said, “to 
catch the train at Oogolin if we run.” 

We set off at a brisk trot along the 
flat and dusty road, 

“ A glorious piece of loafing,” I said 
to Enderby as we panted four abreast 
into the little station, “for our first 
full day in the sun.” Evoe. 


“LOOKINa BACKWAKD. 

EVENTS OF FrFi’V YEAES AOO IN LANCASHIEE. 

Febeuaby 22, 1977. — It was stated at a 
meeting of the Burnley Board of Guardians 
that there were more cases of desertion in the 
township of Haberghain Eaves than in the 
whole of Burnley.” — JSforth-Country Pajper. 

Let US hope that during the next half- 
century Habergham^ Eaves will decide 
not to earn this dubious reputation. 



Young Gallant “Give xjs yer poubpence .now, Liz. I ’ates to see a girl 
PAY FOR 'ERSELP.” 


“ Antx-Vivisection Bill, 

The opposition roused by the decision of the 
Koyal Society for the Protection of Cruelty to 
Animals to change its policy and become an 
anti-vivisecfcion society has induced the 
Society to reverse its decision and to withdraw 
its sui)poL*t from the Dogs’ Protection Bill.” 

Morning Paper. 

What else could be expected from a 
Society with that name ? 


“ Considerable stir is being caused ... by 
a recent appointment . . . and assertions of 
‘ petticoat influence’ are being freely made.” 

Sunday Paper. 

In these days such an accusation is 
surely vieux or rather vieux jicpon. 


DEPIiACEMENTS BT VILLEGIATUEES 
LORD BEAVER-CROOK 

Lord Beavercrook, propri4baire du ‘Daily 
Express’ et du ‘Sunday Express,’ passera 
avec quelques amis uu mois dans la Haute 
’EgyptQ.^-^Egyptian Paper. 

We observe and deplore the “ d^place- 
ment,” 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“The recent flotation of a large company to 
exploit the euphorbia trees of the eastern dis- 
tricts of the Cape Colony is another example of 
the old saying ‘ semper aliquid novi ex Africa ’ 
(always a new liquid out of Africa).” 

East Africa Paper. 

“These words were spoken by an English- 
man, and were enough, as I told him, had 
they been heard by American ears, to provide 
a casus bellum between the two countries.” 

JDaUy Paper. 


“The bridgeroom, instead of declaring * with 
all my worldly goods, I thee endow,’ declares 
‘ all my worldly goods I with thee share.’” 

Ear Eastern, Paper} 

Judging by our experience of bridge- 
rooms the latter version is at least a 
shade less inaccurate than the former. 


A Bridge Courtship. 
He. One Heart. 

She. Double. 

He. Three Diamonds. 
She. Content. 
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share in them. FrtSiJZi indeed has given is offered to the distressed Nadeslida, 
AT THE PLAY. Up the writing- for the gaming-table, and that Tzuloff , because Mr. Basil 

** The Greater Love ” (Princes), and owes ten thousand good pre-war Gill plays the part, will rise to unex- 
In this dramatically effective piece roubles to that starkly -bearded, ruth- pected heights of generosity, and that 
Mr. J. B. Pagan has a good, strong, lessly efficient and ambitious Colonel all will end on a note of happiness— if 
simple story to tell, and tells it well— Tzaloff, who, says rumour, has cast a somewhat sombrely, as befits the Eus- 
so well that I hope the unromantic passionate eye on his lovely sister, sian scene. 

stage superstition, to the effect that Nadeshda. The plot is complex but very deftly han- 

any play with the word “love** in its It is Tzaloff who, in the course of a died; the course of the action is made 
title IS foredoomed to failure, will be house-to-house visitation by the mili- clear; the difliculties are resolved with - 
finally disposed of. The action takes tary, brings his search-party to out insulting our intelligence. Miss 
place in a provincial Eussian town in house, impounds a few innocent docu- Sybil Thorndike has an admirably 
1905. Defeat by Japan, tbe consequent ments — the others have been burned — theatrical part as Nadeslida. Her work 
mutinies and assassinations, with the reprimands who, already un- is so interesting and so carefully pre- 

hopes of the Liberals expressing them- der a cloud for certain errors of judg- pared that it invites the compliment of 
selves in renewed and more hopeful ment in the matter of vodka when on serious criticism. It seems to me that 


1 agitation — all this has made 
tb^ Government nervous and 
the political police active. 
Mr. Pagan, by the way, exer- 
cising a di'amatist’s licence, 
assumes the Duma already 
in existence. It is certainly 
a ihoment in history in which 
dramatic situations present 
themselves freely. 

The scene 'opens in the 
ballof Count Ivan Sergevitch 
Pestoffs commodious bub 
heavily-mortgaged mansion 
in Vladimir. Mr. Pagan, not 
disdaining to take a hint 
from his Tchehov produc- 
tions, disposes about the 
sta^ge various detached folk, 
some burbling and rumbling 
(off dr half-OPF) about gen- 
eral strikes, others staring 
gloomily into the samovar or 
rating the servants or keen- 
ing in an impersonal way up 
and down the parquet. All 
this 'for atmosphere’s sake, 
which duly created we leave 
the‘ Eussia of irrelevant 
speculatibh and iiiactloh for 
a breathless and exbitihgrun 
among the bid properties of 
Muscovite romance, secret 







HARD CASE OP HEROINE WHO’ SEES HERO AND VILLAIN 
, CHANGING PARTS BEFORE HER VERY EYES. 

Colonel Tzaloff . , * > Mr* Basil Gill. 

NadesMa Ivanovna . . . , Miss Sybil Thorndike. 

Captain Pavel Kaulhach , . , Mr. Henry Hewitt. 


Nadeslida, who was a girl of 
spirit and intelligence, would 
have been a little less pale 
and wan, a little less hys- 
terical and more resourceful 
in her bargaining scene. Of 
course I quite see that I 
might change my mind — 
with my sex — if I had a 
similar interview with a pas-, 
sionate and unscrupulous 
Eussian Colonel in a locked 
room in a Kremlin, And 
certainly she made her effects. 
At any rate I found Mi\ 
Gill’s more restrained 
method much more moving, 
and he had every oppor- 
tunity of “ playing heavy.’* 
Ilis %'zaloffi^ a well-written 
part and as good as any- 
thing this skilled actor has 
given us. One really felt the | 
agony of desire that drove 
the man to his discreditable 
wooing and was also pre- 
pared for the raliyibg of his 
common - sense (or bettor 
nature), to the saving of his 
honour and his happiness. 
An admirable little study of 
a professor, beautifully bal- 
anced and unobtrusively 


police, house-to-house visitations, mys- active service, has stolen a few moments humorous, was contributed by Mr. Law- 
terious official envelopes, debts of hon- with his Nadeshda from urgent home- rencb Hanray. Mr. Henry Hewitt 
our, wild passions, extorted consents, duty, indicates to the young woman showed us most skilfully the surface 
burnt documents, betrayals, condemna- that he proposes to possess her and charm and tbe fundamental uusatisfac- 
tibns, and at last the long desolate trail always gets what he proposes, deli- torinessofthatpoorsoldierandinadequate 
to Siberia. . . , cately hints to the ambarrassed loYer, ,Kaulbac%, Mr. George Bealby’s 

Count Ivan Pesioff is flirting with that the names of the famous Strike Count Pestoff, pompous, bad-tempered, 
Liberalism. The mysterious strike com- Committee, enclosed in an official enve- cautiously adventurous, was a good per- 
mittee meets at his house. The police lope, will be worth quite ten thousand trait. Quite admirable was Mr. Charles 
know of the committee, but not the roubles (another suifirise) from an anxi- Laughton’s hesitating, comfortable, 
names of its members or its meeting- ous Government, and stalks out to his kindly governor, buUied by his ferocious 
place, which surprised me, as the waiting sleigh. We are obviously meant colonel of the political police, corn- 
conspirators seemed a guileless lot. to keep our eyes on Wzaloff* petently played by Mr. Lewis Oasson, 

Naaeshda Ivanovna, ihQ olthQ It would be unfair to the cook who Mr, Colin Keith- Johnston’s Vassili^ 

house, betrothed to that handsome die- has prepared this prdt|iy kettle of fish not a flattering part, was skilfully done ; 
h^xxd, Captain Kaulhach, ^odhexhxo^ov, to disclose the later, processes of the and equally of course Miss Ada King 
^^^assili Ivanovitch, tbe poet, whose in- cooking. The result is a highly-seasoned madeastilL less flattering and irrelevant 
, firing numbers are lisped by starving and, I dare prophesy, popular dish. The part so attractive as to make us wish for 
:'|yea^kts and disgruntled artisans, know instructed will guess that the alternative more of it. There was no doubt of the 
:M their father's activities but have no of her own or her brother’s dishonour effect of all this on the audience, whose 
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plaudits made the electric lights 

tremble in their sockets. T. i|\ 

The* Blue Comet*’ (Oouet). 

That no one may justly accuse 
Mr. Eden Phillpotts of too persist- 
ently exploiting his successful vein 

taken us to a cultured, indeed an 
The Bedales are a little too good to 

have^ a fine tradition of independ- 

things that aren’t done. So that /kLm/ /C^ . 

when their cousin Christopher comes 

adding to them, a profound materi- 
alist and a most appalling bounder, 

there are things that money can’t 
buy, that there is at least one 
family resolute to refuse offers of 9|^V 

blundering kinsmen, and two girls J 

and diamond necklaces as presents, 
even in times of acute financial de- 
pression. They even make some COLLISION COSTUMES, MILITARY AND 
sort of an attempt to refuse the help CIVILIAN, 

of kindly uncle JjUcols Beddlej the Colonel Lucas Bedale, F.C., C . B . Mr. Clarence 

V.O. and cautious invesfcorwho hap- Sedale Me. GeoJgeTtok: 

pens through a stroke of mck to 

have the sum necessary to balance their wa 

budget lying idle at the bank. ma 

Well, it is exceedingly comforting in 
this dollar-ridden age to find someone , ^ 

to keep the flag of independence and 

honest poverty flying. ^ And there was M\ dif 

plenty of good stuff for edification and Hft \ 1 hoi 

for amusement in the Bedales ; in that mm A in§ 

charming unpractical old bibliomaniac MJf M 

Nicholas; in fierce Aunt Jane, know- Im'wm 

ledgeable collector of old china and stark W MM Be 

reprover of unmannerly youth ; in young j ^ mflm Mi 

Mom 5 ,thepainter(yetitisoddhoweven u^rnmnUm k 

so observant a writer as Mr. Phillpotts M Ce 

can make a serious painter talk as no M 

serious painter talks) ; in the two Bedale mBm/ mm M Be 

beauties, Millicent, who has foolishly WW WUt m Ba 

quarrelled with her lover and whose , wHM l^he 

pride, the Bedale pride, always break- mm wm \ \ po: 

ing out in fresh places, prevented mm ||n| j\ i we 

her from healing the quarrel, and un- mu w|L ^ / \ \ 

selfish Betty, with her Wyandottes ; in ,mm * mm I \ \ 

uncle Lucas, pattern of loyalty, chivalry ^ IML II \\ 

and tolerance (Socialism always ex- ^ ^ 

cepted); in the old servants, the , 

buxom cook, and the butler, with ^ 

his appreciation of a dignified wine." Chnstoph : r . “Buck up, Blue-eyes; you ’re lat 

1 wn-r AWWAtn Tn HTP,. RTTFtELY i ” /111 


— all this is a theme for tragedy : not 
by any conceivable skill in presen- 
tation to be developed in the small 
frame of a stage-play to the accom- 
paniment of Mr. Eden Phillpotts’ 
excellent jokes. Quite frankly the 
Blue Comet won’t do if you are to 
apply any intelligible standard of 
criticism. Though I can find no 
record of it I feel that our author 
must have once written a long book 
which would have perhaps given 

tions and mask the crudities too 
^ apparent in this compressed form. 

There was an admirable and quite 
sufficient comedy motif in the 
mutual reactions of staid Hampr 
stead and resilient Sydney without 
comets whose paths baflde 

observed study of the old Colonel 
was excellently done. Toshowhow 
■MB FMC ^ far his author had tried him one 

liflf may mention that he has to appear, 

P|BI ^ ^ minutes before the stroke of 

ill a doom which he believes to be 

\ \ impending, in a hussar’s pre-war 
full-dress uniform, and to observe 
that “ all civilians should kneel " — 
COLLISION COSTUMES, MILITARY AND with much more to the same effect. 

CIVILIAN. * But before the comet began seri- 

Lucas Bedale , F.C., C . B . Mr. Clarence ously to interfer^e with him he g?iye 
^ ^ Blakiston. fuiiyaluetohis many excellent lines. 

IB Bedale Mr. George Elton, George Elton’s Nicholas 

was a delightfully human, gracious old 

i man, with no trace of stage-dodder, but 

with rather better clothes .than the 
text indicated. Mr. Paul Oavanagh 
1 did his best, which was good, with the 

difficult Christopher, money-bug and 
\ W’Urn ] bounder with heart of gold, a promis- 
mm J youthful version of an old stage type. 

Wg JB But the comet eclipsed him. MissDoE- 
Hall as the formidable Aunt J ane 
mm/m Bedale, a well-conceived character, and 
W Kik Minnie Rayner as the faithful 

m fk added to the laughter ; and Miss j 

m Cecily Byrne, Miss Dorothy Black , 
m and Mr. Edward Chapman as the young 
wK M Bedales were all quite adequate. Mr. 

Wm im Paul Shelving did his best to prevent 

the comet becoming a bore. A disap- 
\ pointmont. And it all promised so 

\\ Cocks and Hens " (Royalty). 

I \ \ Mr. C. K. Muneo’s Codes and Hens 
/ X \ V is the first play to be presented by the 

Forum Theatre Guild, which, under the 
^ skilled direction of Mr. Robert Atkins, 
C/im to7i:r. “Buck UP, Blue-eyes; YOU ’re late of the Old Vic, proposes to intro- 




But why in Heaven’s name drag in rot afraid to die, surely i ” duce modern plays of merit and back 

ihf^Tihie cfmnpfV THa imnendini? doom MilUcent. “I know it’s very silly of them through their first difficult weeks 
of a wTrld! ?!^^^^ I .o hatb b. . attendance of its subscribing 

pense on the character of individuals Bedale . Ma. Paul Oavanagh. , “embers. It is a sane and promising 

or of a nation, the passionate protests £s Cacmv Bvhne. ?°heine. Many a play of sound quality 

against the arbitrarycruelty of a Creator , " . [is refused by managers vsrho have to 


members. It is a sane and promising 
scheme. Many a play of sound quality 
is refused by managers who have to 
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husband their financial resources be- He succeeds admirably with his 
cause they fear that it may not win its characterisations. The teak - hearted 
audience in time. It is a venture that scholar, as interpreted by Mr. Ernest 
deserves the support of all lovers of a Thesiger in his most bizarre mood, is a 
theatre not primarily designed for mere delightful creation. The conscientious 
purposes of pleasant digestion. loquacious logical little Professor, played 

Cocks and Hens is a disquisition in with intelligence by Mr. Hay Petrie 
the ultra-farcical mode on the import- (but why he smother the end of every 

ance of the factor of illusion in what sentence ? A. good follow-through is as 
we know as love. ' There are but five important on the stage as on the links), 
characters, a Scholar (Shakespearean), is a sound portrait of a kindly bore. 
His WifCr Another Scholar (Shake- The lady who dazzles him with her 


spearean), A Lady and Another Lady 
It would discount the intriguing sur- 


beauty and traps him in her rather 
obvious snares develops from a mere 


prises which the aifthor has up his minx into a philosopher and parts 
sleeve to indicate precisely the relations from him just as he has summoned 
between these folk. The second Scholar, up the resolution to throw over his too 
an immense gaunt man, boasting of his clear- seeing and sexually intolerant wife, 


loneliness, his savage n'ature- 


with a homily on illusions which is the 


dering Ishmael,” “an oak,” “a heart oi\cloii of Mr. Muneo*s scheme — ^'jouis- 
teak," and so forth — has obvious designs I sautes d* elles~7n6mes sotis Vapparence de 
upon the wife of his ' 
rival. The wife is a 

sive little woman; her 

^li'| 

™ ISHMAEL ASKS rOB LOV: 


AN UNHAPPY ISHMAEL ASKS FOR LOVE. 
IMiss Hilda Trevelyan. Mr. Ernest Thesiger. 


to say, but he cannot ^ o^xr. x^rnest xhesiger. to^mxis 

cure himself of the habit of saying what tel objet, elles croient jouir de cet ohjeV" the crest or crown, 

he has to say so often that it is difficult he quotes upon his programme from But James contrariwise shot down 

not tOibe impatient with him. Perhaps Stendhal. Miss Laura Oowib was And thus ensured the crash. 

he writes down to pur intelligence; but brilliant in this well- written part, with ^ . i.xi* i tmi 

it is a dangerous method. Heisgener- her siren's eyes, her soft leisurely I do not think I 11 e%"er be 

ally dexterous enough.to give some un- method, her perfectly - timed pauses, A skilled performer cn the ski, 

expected twist to his plot or wise and her admirable elocution. Miss Hilda ^ squires and dames ; 

whimsical turn to bis argument, or Trevelyan played the part of the wife, I only know that every day 

make some thoroughly diverting jest, amiable and patient in the ordinary “ blessing on you, John I" I say, 

just when we ai*e faint with boredom, traffic of life, -but a vulgar fury, when ** ^ Murren on you, James! ■ 

We sit up, are again interested, and the jealousy has her in thrall, with great — " ^ = 

situation is saved. His repetitions are conviction .and all her pleasant, airs Our Cynical Medicos. 

so flagrant Jh^^t they cannot be the and graces.’ And Miss Ella Dain- A Harley Street report : 

result of carelessness. They must be ooubt gave a clever thumb-nail, sketch »The ordinary £an>il> doctor has boon ox- 

part 01 a metnod, where they are not due of a. lady who had something brief and cepfcionally buny, but those who* cafcor for ail- 

to the defective memories of the players, to the point to say and said it once Rients thsit do not need immediate treatment 

memories wJhich this kind of writing a concession on the author's part which l^bomselves with time to kill.* » 

must very gravely tax. Is the method must have caused him some searching iEf 

that of. a too conscientious realism, a of the heart. T. Offered in exchanffe-— 


JAMES AND JOHN. 

A Ski- Shanty. 

]\Iy wife, insisting that it would 
Amuse you, dear, and do you good, 
Enticed me overseas ; 

She chose the clothes I had to wear 
And made me buy a pretty pair 
Of black and shiny skis. 

I quickly found my dexter ski 
Was out to do bis best for me, 

And him I christened John ; 

But James, upon my other limb, 

Was surly, and I bated him 
The moment he was on. 

How soon had I aspired to “ stem ” 

If both instead of one of them 
Had only shared my aims ! 

The Telemark and Christie turn 

Were not impossible to 
learn 

Had it not been for 
James. 

I frequently encoun- 
tered trees, 

Yot might have cir- 
cumvented these, 
Eor John would take 
g. / 1 them wide; 

f ^ But,thoughIcalledhim 

J I fearful names, 

I Always the undefeated | 

James 

I I I nl \ Went round theother 

sids. 

-Jli-L Ui And when,asski-bGgin- 

«so.^3. 

i I hesitated on a hill, 

To save a painful 
smash 

John soared towards 
the crest or crown, 

But James contrariwise shot down 
And thus ensured the crash. 

I do not think I 'll ever be 
A skilled performer cn the ski. 

Like other squires and dames ; 

I only know that every day 
“ A blessing on you, John I" I say, 

“ A Murren on you, James ! " ■ 

Our Cynical Medicos. 

A Harley Street report : — 

*‘Tbe ordinary jEaniilv doctor has been cx- 

u*.! ^ 1!... -‘v 


protest against or a deliberate reaction ==== 

from the. epigrammatic school ? It is Copied from a 'deni 

difScnlt to say, but it vironld seem that' in Constantinople : 

its hazards outweigh its advantages. . ‘>x>t .Dentist. 

'It is not always the interesting things 2th Floor." ’ 

.that Mr. Munbo says six times. Obviously the right storey for him. 


the heart. T. Offered in exchange : — 

. " “Swoefe-tempcred Alsatian, five monthK, for 

Copied from a dentist’s name-board speaker Wireless typewriter, or anything 
Constantinople : — useful .^’ — Provincial Paper, | 

, “Dr. , Dentist. It would serve the ungrateful owner | 

ith Floor.’* ^ right if the Alsatian forgot its sweet 

)viously the right storey for him. temper and gave him a good hard nip. | 
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UNICORN 


• 


Of all the good inns in the world that I ’ve struck, 
Whether np in the saddle or down on my luck, 
When I finished my journey, in mud or in dust, 

To dine on six courses or cheese and a crust, 

With mivee reservee or very small beer. 

Under skies of all tempers, both cloudy and clear — 
Of all pleasant pitches the finest by far 
Was at Obtershaw Brig, in the Unicorn bar. 



/ 1 




How good to the feet was the smooth sanded floor, 

If you ’d tramped twenty miles over Utterscar Moor, 
If you ’d fished all the elbows of Gocklety Beck, 

If you ’d galloped from Hardhope with never a check 1 
Oh, to stretch muddy boots to the glow of the peats. 
With a lazy look-back on the day and its feats ! 

A treasure no trlcksiest fortune could mar 

When you ’d chalked up its score in the Unicorn bar. 

Oh, snug w’as the settle on wild winter nights 
That roared in the chimney and fluttered the lights, 
And merry the rouse of our full-throated stave 
When the bitter black frost w^as as still as the grave ; 
When the mist like a blanket lay over the moors, 

Bu j thicker the fog from the baccy indoors. 

From the landlord’s churchwarden, the bagman’s cigar. 
That rolled the ricli clouds through the Unicorn bar. 

But sweeter the noons when the windows ' were wide 
And the glow of- the garden flowed in like a tide, ’ 
When midsummer drowsily filled the old rodai 
With hum of the bees and the scent of the bloom. 
And there in the garden I ’d watch at my ease , 

Mine host^s pretty daughter a^gatherihg pea’s ; 

Midst lilies and roses she shone Hke a star. 

Sweet "Milly the maid of the U’mcorn bar. 

Ay, queen of the clan was the hazeheyed lass 
Who frothed up the pewter and polished the gla^.s^, 
Whose' glances conveyed in*esistible shocks 
As she brandered our salmon or mended our socks : 
And everyone there wouM have put down his pile 
To know that she meant what she said in her smile ; 
I put down my heart, and it still bears the scar 
It got from her eyes in the Unicom bar. ^ 

And now that I’ve covered the world on the tramp, 
And tried every sample of harbour and camp, 

I run through the list, and I always begin 
And I always end up at that jolly old inn ; 

And sometimes I guess what a world it would bo 
If Milly had settled to walk it with me, ’ 

If Venus had lent us her doves and- her car 
For a honeymoon jaunt from the Unicorn bar. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The breezy forcefulness and debonair outlook upon life 
revealed in all that Mr. Winston Churchill writes and 
does make an irresistible appeal alike to the adventurous 
and to everyone with a spark of romance in his or her soul. 
Yet beneath this seemingly careless, almost cavalier reck- 
lessness lies concealed a capacity for cold appraisal, a swift 
intuitive appreciation of the essentials in a situation, and a 
ruthlessness in action that cause me to wonder at times 
whether the body of Winston Churchill is not inhabited 
by the outwardly dashing,. inwardly calculating spirit of his 
great ancestor, the Duke of Marlborough. Thus I was not 
surprised to find in the two final volumes of Mr. Churchill’s 
narrative of The WoM Crisis, 1916-1918 (Thornton But- 
terworth), with their tale of great battles by land and sea, 
^ the entry of the United States into the War, the collapse 
of Eoumania .and the critical situation thereby created in 
the Balkans, the strangling of the U-boat menace, the 
German offensive and break-through on the Western Front 
in Maroh-April, 1918, and the final victory of the Allies, 
that his native impetuosity had been held in check, if not 
wholly subdued, by a fine critical faculty and a unique ex- 
perience of men and events. His thumb-nail sketches of 
great soldiers, sailors and politicians are always self-revealing. 
Field-Marshal Sir William Eobbrtson seems somehow to 
have aroused in him a feeling akin to personal resentment, 
and he is, I think, unduly critical of Lord Jellicob’s caution 
in not exposing the Grand Fleet to the risk of defeat, 
; although he recognises the immensity of the responsibility 
resting upon “the only man on either side who could lose 
! the War in an afternoon.” I fancy, however, that most 
’readers will find with me their greatest pleasure, not in the 


thorny political and strategical problems so ably discussed 
by Mr. Churchill, but in his superb descriptions of battles : 
they are equal to the finest in historical literature. He has 
dealt with a great subject greatly. 


The strength and weakness of Mr. L. W. Vbdrbnne’s new 
novel lie in its “ purposes ” and in the analytical and critical 
handling of character needed to make these apparent. Never 
was a work of fiction in which revealing situations occurred 
with more expository patness,yet almost all are suflSciently 
vitalised by their creator’s enthusiastic belief in them. To 
the extent that you can bring yourself to share this belief 
you will, I think, enjoy the story, whether you see eye to 
eye with its purposes or not. I may add for the consola- 
tion of those whom the drift of the first chapters strikes as 
unpromisingly Bed that this (like everything else in the 
world except organised Labour) suffers dilution, and that 
only the vaguest hint of rosiness pervades the last chapters. 
The ruddier implications of the first are provided by Gilbert 
Ar^nature, who follows up an exceptionally pugnacious war- 
record by preaching Trotsky to a Capitalist suburb. In 
the first round of Armature v. Feyhurst the agitator scores. 
Feyhurst, a snobbish place with a highly-developed in- 
feriority complex, feels that it is being laughed at; and 
Feyhurst’s most representative young man, John Manifold, 
goes over to the enemy. Armature and Manifold, the man 
who was in the War and the man who was just out of it, 
are described as typical of This Generation (Allen and 
Unwin). The first half of the book sees them making 
painful headway against the elderly and conventional ; the 
second sees them triumph. .Their public activities are for 
the most part rather generous than novel; and you see 
their temper at its best in their personal relationships. Its 
effect on John*s sister, a deo^ent actress, and on her 
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*‘What do you want with a new eeock?” 

“How THOUGHTFUL OF YOU, DAELING.l Of OOUBSE I ’d LOVE A NEW HAT TO ,GO 
WITH IT.” 


demoralised suitor (owner of an unfor- 
gettable dachshund) struck me as par- 
ticularly apt and well-proportioned. 


That healthy sporting tastes, combined 
With British brands of education, 
Have formed the kind of sturdy mind 
That typifies the British nation — 
This is the theme Sir Theodore Cook 
Develops in his latest book. 

His Character and Sportsmanship 
(Williams and Norgate) states pre- 
cisely 

That, for the grip that makes things rip. 
The British method answers nicely, 
And that successful foreign lines 
Are really based on our designs. 

This may be strictly true or not, 

A vital fact or an illusion, 

But I 'm too hot a patriot 

To question such a glad conclusion ; 
And, were I otherwise, the route 
That] gets us there would keep me mute. 

For, questing after whaib reveals 
The sporting touch, or its omission, 
Sir Theodore deals with ballads, meals. 
Strikes, War-debts, Marx or Prohi- 
bition ; 

And, following happily his moves, 

I don’t care twopence what he proves. 


The marriage of May and December, 
when December is actuated by sen- 
suality and May by avarice, never 
seemed to me a hopeful topic for 
comedy. Handled over and over again 
by really able ribalds of the middle 
ages, it did not repay the trouble and 
expense ; and to-day only a Gallic wit 
could support the sordid and pathetic 
implications of so unnatural a union. 

Miss Ellen Glasgow’s share of this 
two-edged quality is negligible, and what 
has induced her to desert her own 
admirably ploughed furrow for a sophis- 
ticated and unfamiliar path it passes 
my wit to fathom. I cannot deny an 
element of humour to The Romantic 
Comedians (Murray), butit is chiefly confined to the develop- 
ment of a subsidiary character. For the rest, Jndge Ho7iey‘ 
well, an urbane Southerner of sixty-five, discovers himself 
on the first anniversary of his wife's death no longer incon- 
solable, This justly worries him, for the late Cordelia had 
kept him lapped in solicitude and preserved his digestion and 
dignity by not only ordering the Sishes that agreed with 
him, but herself renouncing the plats that didn^t. His 
native town expects him to marry again, and an ancient 
flame is designated as Cordelia* s successor. The Judge 
however prefers a flapper, sole offspring of a careworn and 
ingenuously diplomatic widow. Annabel has ^ just lost 
(through inconstancy) an apparently undeserving young 
man. She is also quite passionately and openly mercenary. 
The Judge, disapproving of her character, finds her physi- 
cally irresistible ; her mother, after a few half-hearted 
cautions to the girl, is glad to get her settled; and 
AnnaMi like Mated Muller, becomes the Jtidge*3^ bride. I 
wish I could credit the results of this step, which occupy 


the rest of the book, with anything like the vitality of 
Mated* s classic misalliance. 


To the series of little books on great subjects issued under 
the general heading “ To-day and To-morrow ” Mr. Basil 
de SisLiNCOUET has contributed one of the briefest, under 
the title of Pomona : or, the Future of EnglistifK^Oc^'^ Paul). 
Why Potnona ? you may naturally ask. She was not one 
of the Muses, and I find, on consulting my old friend Lm- 
vridre, that she “particularly delighted in the cultivation of 
the earth,” though she “disdained the toils of the fields and 
the fatigues of hunting,” But the title is justified or vindi- 
cated in the last sentence of the book: “Eipeness is all.” 
The preceding words in Shahespearexxm, “ Men must endure 
their going hence, even as their coming hither.” But Mr. 
DE.S^iLiNCOURT lias a reasoned optimism about the con- 
tinuance and growth of the English tongue, so long as we 
use it loyally and maintain .truly the virtue of its great 
tradition. Bipeness, in his view, need not make us think 
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of rottenness ; indeed he goes so far as to say that the less' To the formula of Mr. Warwick Deeping's Doomsday 
we think about our language the likelier we are to retain (Casselii), I pay the respect due to anything hallowed by 
the qualities which have made it what it is. He is dead time. A, the strenuous farmer, falls in love with B, the 
against a revised spelling or standardized pronunciation, attractive drudge of her pathetic parents. But B’s love for 
“Usage is our best law," and here we find him substantially A is not potent enough to make her exchange one drudgery 
in accord with Mr. H. W. Fowler, the author of that admir- for another, and so she flies helter-skelter and presently 
able and most entertaining work, The English Usage, Yet, marries C, a flaccid rich man ; and A weds D, a buxom 
with an amiable inconsistency, Mr. de Selincourt, while village maiden. But the end, as you may guess, is not yet. 
hedealsfaithfully with the excesses of Americanism, affirms 0, bereft of his riches, commits suicide, and D is killed by 
that it is certain to produce, as it already has produced, “a a “half-intoxicated road-hog." Thus C and D, having played 
flow of novel words and devices, some of which will remain their parts, cancel out, and the stage is free for scenes of i 
to enrich and renovate our speech." His discourse in fine reconciliation. And it is in such scenes that Mr. Deeping ! 
resolves itself into a reasoned plea for the exercise of “the really comes into his own : as far as fiction is concerned, I 
old and noble faculty of compromise, combined with an deem him one of the world's most skilled peace-makers, 
adherence to the best and most English instinct of resist- Soft and sentimental music should, I feel, accompany these 
ance to change, and above all to any plan or method of lovers as they move to a perfect understanding ; but without 
change, any committee or academy or association to school this assistance Mr. Deeping's admirers can be trusted to 


and enlighten us." 

The Multitude (Hut- 
chinson), by William 
Garrett, is rather a 
n aive affair. Young 
Alan Fairley sees a 
Brownie in a wood in 
Galloway; pursues it 
to find a young lady of 
noble birth, who makes 
a pleasant prophecy, 
which is fulfilled, after 
many vicissitudes, in 
the last chapter. Alan's 
own birth is a mystery. 
He believes his father 
to be a wealthy aristo- 
crat and is a little 
dashed later to find 
that he is a thief, for- 
ger, drunkard — and 
painter. Our young 
hero is very industrious 
and serious. He studies 
Latin, and in a year is 
translating “the more 
suitable odes of Hor- 
ace." Scots wha bae 
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IN THE REPTILE HOUSE. 

Yisiior {to KGe])er), “Where are the LoaNOB lizards 


follow them with glad 
emotion. 

It is refreshing to 
find that, generally 
speaking, the novelists 
of Australia and New 
Zealand contrive to 
steer clear of tbatsickly- 
sentimental convention 
which is the bane of 
Western outdoors fic- 
tion. Miss Katharine 
Susannah Prichard’s 
WorkingBullocks{SoiiiAr 
than Cape) is a case in 
point. Herstoryisofthe 
teamsters, swampers, 
axemen and sawmill 
workers of tho West- 
ern Australian karri 
forests, and she tolls it 
with a blunt — at times 
even a brutal— sincerity 
which accords well with 
the laborious and often 
dangerous lives, the 
sparse pleasures and the 


ac 0 : bcots wha hae » - J elemental passions of 

their Horace read will appreciate this creditable feat the people she writes about. the “bullocky"; 

of their young countryman. He will be a writer and Deb, honest and unspoiled as her native and beloved Bush ; 
go to Fleet Street. “Fleet Street’s the Mecca of literary Tessa, tho primitive coquette; Manj Ann Colburn, whose 
aspirants, you know," says he, and other queer things lik% tragic grief for her son is one of Miss Prichard’s finest 
that. He writes a first novel, which those discerning fello,ws, episodes — all ring true to life, as do the numerous minor char- 
the critics, recognise as masterly, but the public doesn’t, acters who form their background. 


I saw no signs in Alan of his ever doing anything in a 
masterly manner. The idea of The MultiUde, his great 


Beggie Vicars, with his “dead-gold hair" and “dancing 


work, m praise of the common people and the common life, elfin eyes " ought to have been christened Eeuben, for he 
as against the important and ambitious exploiters, was was unstable as water and most emphatically did not excel, 
given him by his father before he had revealed himself. It was Mr. task, in (Holden), 

But the ingenuous youth sells it to Sir Philipp Gardtxo, the to save this amorous and feckless youth from himself, but 
business magnatOj^^who has it published as his own. The his efforts ended in complete failure. Women were as hope- 
world rings with Gardew s name, of course, as an author of lessly attracted by Beggie as ho was by them. At one and 
gemus.^ it was this Philip who had married the noble the same time he was engaged to Irvine Stopford (simple 
Brownie ; but, his syndicate failing, himself under suspicion and confiding), intrigued with Olive Meldon (dark and deter- 
of crookedness, he takes “an overdose of some narcotic mined), and conducted an affair with his employer’s wife 
dmg and leaves the Brownie and The Multitude to Alan, (canny and deceitful). In the end his attraction for women 
Ihe theme of the young novelist who conquers the world of proved literally fatal, for his employer, who began as a 
jAetters in a sennight is perhaps old enough to need more criminologist and finished as a criminal, slew him. Mr. 
, onginal treatment than it receives here — though this is a J, A. T. Lloyd’s story contains a definite idea, but if he is 
; pX^sant and wholesome story enough to commend to the to give fair play to his undoubted abilities he must reduce 


finexacting. 


both the volume and the volubility of bis puppets. 
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CHARIVARIA, 

^ Mr. Winston Churchill is holding 
his own/' says a contemporary, discuss- 
ing the forthcoming Budget. What 
worries most men is the fear that the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer will 
soon be holding theirs as well. 

Tlie abnormal consumption of ice- 
cream in this country during the past 
winter, to which attention is drawn, is 
attributed to the influence of Fascist 
propaganda. 

- * 

The great trouble with the limitation 
of armaments is that so soon as a con- 
ference is suggested somebody invents 

a far more elSicient ^ 

method of reducing the 
surplus population, 

* 

A customer of a 
Strand tobacconist is 
said to own thirty-seven 
pipes. It is thought 
that he is saving up to 
be a Prime Minister. 

^ * 

Perhaps the real rea- 
son some people want 
to keep the cavalry is 
because there's no ex- 
cuse for wearing spurs 
with a tank. 

SK * 

T-v 

Doctors in this coun- 
try are said to have in- 
creased by more than 
ten thousand since 1914, 

We haven’t been eat- 
ing enough apples. 

Two French archi- 1 
tects have designed a i 

revolving villa which, I 

it is claimed, can be operated by the 
owner in his bath. As there is nothing 
to prevent him from singing at the 
same time we fail to see the benefit 
of this. 

* 

A proposed Eotten Row for Manches- 
ter, similar to the one in Hyde Park, has 
been rejected by the Corporation on the 
ground of expense. London equestrians 
will still be able to boast that there is 
nothing like this in Manchester. 

Although the Grand National is to 
bo broadcast we understand that a run- 
ning comment on the betting-tax by a 
fully qualified bookmaker will be re- 
layed only to those listeners who have 
asbestos earphones. 

tv 

jjs 

More than a hundred professors are 
making the pilgrimage to Sir Isaac 
Newton's birth-place in connection | 


with the celebrations of his bi-centen- 
ary, and it is understood that they will 
each be provided with an apple to drop 
at an appointed moment. 

With reference to the question of tip- 
ping the police, Sir Leonard Dunning 
points out that the owner of a wander- 
ing dog wouldn’t give half-a-crown to 
a curate or a bank-cashier for bringing 
it home. That may be why wandering 
dogs are so seldom brought home by 
curates or bank-cashiers. 




At a recent dog-show there was a 
special class for dogs belonging to mem- 
bers of the theatrical profession. The 
public thus had an opportunity of see- 



THE MARCH OP SCIENCE. 

“ Ultra voilets, ultra voilets, lidy ! ” 


ing the sort of dogs that plays are tried 
on. 


5lC * 
* 


Seven policemen were killed in the 
Solomon Islands recently while trying 
to arrest a criminal. There is talk of 
making the place an honorary Chicago. 


He He 
He 


A pl6biscite among girl students of 
Kentucky University reveals the fact 
that their ideal husband should be two 
years older than his bride, but this is 
only to begin with, of course. 

H* *|e 
He 

During floods at Oherlsey swans 
were swimming over a football ground. 
Superstitious sportsmen in the neigh- 
bourhood are said to be kept busy 
shooing ducks off the local cricket- 
pitches. ... ... 

Weigl)ing twenty-nine pounds a pike 
three feet nine inches long, with a girth 


of twenty-one inches, was caught at 
Rothesay. We understand that the 
angler was so unhinged by his success 
as to admit that a fish which just got 
away was probably much smaller. 

H» ^ i[t 

Geaey, the M.O.O. bowler, has shot 
a panther. The creature was completely 
deceived by tho flight of the bullet. 

pr._ Trank Eueoh, President of the 
Illinois Association of Chiropodists, de- 
clares that women are developing feet 
like horses’ hoofs. This will be readily 
believed by those who have experienced 
the “kick ” Charleston. 

The heat of the sun is blamed for the 
temper of spectators of 
an Argentine cup-tie, 
whose riotous conduct 
is described as having 
put British cup-tie 
scenes in the shade. 
The obvious remedy is 
to put Argentine cup- 
tie spectators in the 
shade. ^ ^ 

* 

In a daily paperdoubt 
is thrown upon the com- 
mon supposition that in 
order to become a pian- 
ist it is necessary to be- 
gin playing when young. 
We are bringing this to 
the notice of the parents 
of the little girl next 
door. 

The latest beauty 
hint is said to be the 
placing of two dark 
rings under the eyes. 
Tunney may some day 
^ make even more money 
as a beauty specialist. 

H« He 

We gather from the illustralions of 
feminine fashions that clothes may be 
worn this year. 

MUSICOPHOBIA. 

[Lines picked up in the neighbourJiood 
of St, Paul's) 

Happy were Hannibal and Hanno 
For they never beard a grand piano. 

Bad were Henry and Daniel Morgan, 
Bub at least they did not play the organ. 

The criminal who invented the piccolo 
Was clearly related to Viccliio Nioolo ! 

The wretch who invented the nkelele ; 
Deserved a “lifer " at the old Bailey. 

Bub the man who invented the saxo- 
phone 

From the mouth of a gun deserved to 
be blown. 
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THE BOAT RACE. 

The Crews in Training. 

{By our Special Eoiving GorresyondenL) 

With the Boat Eace less than a 
month ahead and a temporary lull on 
the Chinese front, a comparison of the 
two crews in their work up to date will 
be of interest to our readers. 

While the Oxford crew have changed 
out of all recognition in the last few 
weeks, the Cambridge crew can still be 
recognised as the one that recently 
quitted the waters of the Ouse. This 
point is to the disadvantage of the 
latter. 

The paddling of the Dark Blues is as 
nearly perfect as paddling can be, but 
not a man in the boat can row. This 
is an exceptionally good sign and augurs 
well for their chances at Putney, no- 
thing being more fatal than a premature 
sign of, ability in the latter direction. 
In their trial on the Henley course 
on Saturday they beat the record by 
some three minutes, but there is no 
dotibt that the fast conditions (owing, 
I believe, to the recent rains) were re- 
sponsible for this, as I have it on the 
best authority that, as I say above, 
Oxford cannot row. 

The paddling of the Light Blues, on 
the other hand, is deplorable, but as far 
as rowing goes they promise to be the 
best crew turned out by either univer- 
sity since the War (the Great War). 
The fact that their lock-to-look trial at 
Eichmond on Saturday is the slowest 
on record by three minutes twenty-nine 
seconds (the next slowest, forty seconds 
faster than this, being recorded by the 
Oxford crew in 1869, the year of the 
presidency of P. 0. Eowlock, afterwards 
Attorney-General, who failed so signally 
at bow, having showed such promise in 
the stroke thwart while at school)— this 
fact, I say, proves nothing owing to 
the exceptionally slow conditions under 
which the trial was rowed. Cambridge 
in fact have every reason to be proud 
of their feat, and w^ere it not for their 
paddling could look forward with con- 
fidence to the great event. Eeaders 
may argue that the race is to be rowed, 
not paddled. They are right ; but in 
mentioning the fact they display their 
ignorance. I can say no more. 

^ The Dark Blue stroke has length, 
kick, rhythm, dash, drive, swing and 
jump, but no finish. The ill-effects this 
would undoubtedly have on the crew is 
counteracted by the finish of No. 7, 
which, when he is paddling, must be 
one of the most beautiful finishes ever 
seen on the Upper Thames. Unfor- 
tunately it becomes exceedingly dirty 
when he tries to row. But this again 
some way balanced by the im- 
provement, when rowing as opposed to 


paddling, of the length, dash, swing 
and rhythm of No.. 6, but not of his 
drive. His finish too is filthy. In fact, 
with three dirty finishes in the stern of 
the boat, the cleanliness of the rest of 
the crew will avail them little, especi- 
ally if the weather is also dirty. 

No. 5 takes a magnificent grip on the 
water, but he is late with his beginning 
and early with his finish, both of which 
are, however, scrupulously clean. No. 4 
takes a poor grip of the water, but gets 
his hands away like a fl.ash. Unhappily 
he gives the impression of never before 
having been on a slide. No. 3 takes 
the water with his arms bent and his 
legs straight. This is a bad fault and 
he should immediately set about correct- 
ing it. No. 2 I did not notice. 

Bow is really the making of the 
crew. He gives the impression through- 
out that he is really stroking the boat. 
If Oxford wins it will be in no small 
part due to his steadying influence on 
the vessel. Oox is admirable when 
paddling, but at present is apt to lose 
his head when the stroke is quickened 
into a row. But he must not let this 
criticism depress him. It. is a common 
fault with coxes at this period of train- 
ing, and he will find that the greater 
width of the river on the tidal waters 
at Putney will give him more scope. 

On the probable result of the race it 
is as yet early to make a statement. A 
lot will depend on the progress the 
crews make from now to the day of the 
race and the respective fitness of each 
upon that day. 

Next week our Special Botcing Cmre- 
tpondent tuill ducuss the faults and 
merits of the individual members of the 
Cambridge crew, 

[Not in this journal. — ^En.] 


More Bolshevik Activity, 
“According to reports from IMoscow, tho 
Volcanoes Avatinsky, Mutnovsky, and ICoria- 
kovsky, which recently bocamo active again, 
arc stall in eruption and vomiting forth flames, 
ashes, and sulphur .” — Daily Paper,. 

Won’t Trotsky be jealous ? 


More Baring Fashions. 

“ Potti-Bockor Lingerie has come to stay — 
the smart girl will wear nothing else this 
smnracr.” — Woman* s Paper, 


From an article on “What do the 
Players Eead ? ” : — 

“ A little pamphlet that is not long enough 
to be dignified by tho title of * book ’ is a great 
inspiration to mo. It is called * Courage ’ and 
is a printing of an address given by a little- 
known JUngUsh Episcopalian rector at St. 
Andrew’s University.” 

American ** Movie ” Magazine, 
The author of this pamphlet has, wo un- 
derstand, published some valuable specu- 
lations regarding the life of “Peter,” 
and is known as “The Little Minister.” 


A SONG OF BUS-TOPS. 

The constables of London Town, 
Impervious to nod or frown, 

Hold up their hands — they do not know 
we ’re fretting to be gone ; 

To them it ’s just “ a bloomin’ bus,” 
This magic skip that carries us 
To Eichmond or to Primrose Hill, the 
Heath or Edmonton. 

They do not hear the traffic hum 
A song that says, No%o spring has 
come 

A buS'top in the mad March luind ’$ the 
proper place to be, 

Where heaven ’s not too far above 
To cheer you with a little love, 

Nor earth too near to chill you unth that 
lovers mortality, 

And cohere, just level with your eyes, 
Unfolds the delicate surprise 
Of larch-bud and of hawthorn hough, m 
every Square you pass, 

While crocuses, far down beloiv, 

Have caught and slain some strayed 
rainbow 

And lorittcn o%it its epitaph in glory on 
the grass. 

You seldom see a gatoman grin 
Or catch a roguish twinkle in 
Ills sleepy eye, down in the Tube, where 
there ’s no sun to shine ; 

You ’d hardly call it music when 
The unromantic platform-men 
Shout “Passing Covent Garden” on 
the Piccadilly line. 

But busmen are a friendly race — 
Out in tho open all their days, 

To Epping, Watford, Wimbledon, en- 
chanted roads they range ; 

Their “Faros, please!” echoes 
cheerily, 

A sort of “ Open, Sesamo ! 

Tzeo tickets, please, to Wonderland, and 
you can keep the change ; 

For zoe az'c keen to pass East Sheen, 
We shall not stop at Turnham Green 
For smzig suburban garden-plots — the 
open road *s the thing I 
And since tee love to harvest smiles 
Along the verdant country miles. 

We never travel Undergrozmd to Wonder- 
land in sping. 


Example and Precept. 

“4, Royal Automobile Club Dance Band. 
4.15, Movements of Living Creatures, by X>rof. 
G*. Elliot Smith, 4.80, Dance Band con- 
tinued ,” — WireUsB Programme. 


From an article on “ fancy dress ” 

“ A ‘ stick of rhubarb * makes an effective 
dress anadeof dark red muslin. • . There are 
no end of the possibilities for fancy dress. But 
one must always remember that the part must 
bo acted as well as dressed.” — Women* $ Paper. 

How exactly does one act like a stick 
of rhubarb ? By disagreeing with one’s 
neighbours? 
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LIVES OF THE OBSCURE, 

(We have noticed with pain the snobbish 
practice of other journals, by ivhich 
obituary notices are confined to the 
loealthy and distinguished. In future 
we shall derote loliat space loe can to 
the life^stories of citizens who were 
not less zuorthy because they were 
unknown,) 

With the death of Ebenejzer Higgs, 
announced last Monday, there passes 
from onr midst one who was known to 
many yet to few by name. Higgs was 
the doyen of the Hyde Park orators, 
that shifting, strange and yet heroic 
company which every Sicinday reforms 
the universe in the neighbourhood of 
Marble Arch. Born it is not known 
where, of parents whose names have 
never been discovered, Ebenezer Higgs 
was found upon a doorstep at Brighton 
in the year 1876. The day was Sun- 
day, the time about 3.0 p.m. and the 
infant was vocal ; thus are the shadows 
of men’s lives cast before them. He 
was educated at a charitable institution 
under the name of Thompson, but, once 
launched on the great world, with a 
sure instinct he chose the name Higgs ; 
and Higgs was printed large above the 
little shop in the Finchley Road, where 


for twenty years the implacable orator 
sold gold-fish, newts, tortoises, minnows, 
sticklebacks and all the stock and ap- 
paratus of the private aquarium. In 
1899 he married Liz, fourth daughter 
of Charles Roberts, who kept **The 
Red Cow ” hostelry at Islington. Liz 
Higgs was a good wife and devoted 
mother, a help in the shop, and divided 
her time in nico proportions between 
the family and the fish. She had a 
profound influence on Ebenezer’s life 
and habits, and it is a curious fact that 
after her death, about twelve months 
ago, Mr. Higgs for the first time be- 
came irregular ih his Sunday speeches 
and seemed to lose interest in the work. 
This leads us to a question which, deli- 
cate though it is, cannot be avoided 
in any estimate of the life and work of 
Mr. Higgs. What was the circumstance 
which led him to the practice of 
Sabbath oratory? And was that cir- 
cumstance his wife? 

Liz Higgs was a great talker on all 
occasions. Ebenezer, on the other hand, 
though voluble in the Park, was silent 
in the home. Liz was a woman of 
powerful physique ; Ebenezer was short 
and skinny, though, as he was proud of 
saying, wiry. He was probably the most 
violent speaker, that ever scarified the 


bo^irgeois, and yet, as many people have 
testified, in the^gold-fish shop or in the 
little parlour behind it you couldn’t 
wish for a more gentle-mannered man. 
\Vhat is the explanation of those con- 
tradictions? Wo cannot say. But the 
enemies of Liz have not hesitated to sug- 
gest til at Ebenezer took to public speak- 
ing because he had no chance of speaking 
in private ; because ho was able in Hyde 
Park, and nowhere else, to pronounce 
whole sentences without fear of inter- 
ruption from his wife ; and because he 
was thus able on Sundays to lot loose 
upon the casual Londoner the i mprisoned , 
insurgent, explosive emanations which 
all the week had been suppressed at 
home. Hyde Park, in short, ac:jording 
to this theory, was Ebenezer's safety- 
valve. 

This is an hypothesis which, if it be 
true, sheds a melancholy light upon his 
oratory. All his public life lie was re- 
garded by the authorities as a dangerous 
man; always there were one or two 
plain-clothes officers among his audi- 
ence, who would carefully record in 
shorthand the more inflammatory pas- 
sages in his address ; and often he was 
in danger of arrest, particularly, it may 
be noted, for his series of Hands on 
Bessarabia ” speeches. And it is path- 
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etic to reflect that all the time the little 
man was in the bitterest terms de- 
nouncing His Majesty’s Government 
he may in fact have been working ofi:' a 
private resentment against his wife. 

The theory is, perhaps, supported by 
the extraordinaiy variety of his indigna- 
tions. Unlike one or two of his more 
constant colleagues, who for fifteen 
years have devoted Sunday after Sun- 
day to the single proposition that the 
earth is flat or that no true Christian 
wuil eat cooked vegetables, Mr. Higgs 
was ready to discuss anything, provided 
only that the subject lent itself to the 
language of menace and accusation. He 
• was probably the pioneer of the ‘‘Hands 
off” movements, of which Hands off* 
Bessarabia ” was the most conspicuous 
success. “ Ilandsoff Lithuania Hands 
off* Brazil,” “Hands off Asquith,” 
“Hands off* the Croats,” “Hands off* 
the Tortured Poles,” “Hands off' the 
Letts,” “Hands off* the Dogs' Home”— 
all these heart-cries of the people owed 
their origin to Higgs. When the “Hands 
oft* Bessarabia ” banner (lovingly worked 
by Liz Higgs) was first raised in the 
Park it is certain that His Majesty's 
Government, so far from entertaining 
any cruel designs upon Bessarabia, were 
totally ignorant of the whereabouts of 
Bessarabia. Indeed very few Britons 
did know where Bessarabia was, and it 
is to be suspected that even Mr. Higgs 
could not with credit have faced a pro- 
tracted cross-examination on the sub- 
ject. Bessarabia was then at peace, 
jprosperous, somnolent, the enemy of 
none. No man had any intention ol 
laying hands on Bessarabia. But no 
sooner did Ebenezer Higgs raise the 
provocative slogan of “Hands off* Bess- 
, arabia” than by a natural reaction the 
more bellicose newspapers, certain high 
financial interests and the Society for 
■ the Annihilation of Natives began to 
; inquire not only into the geographical 
position but into the general circum- 
stances of Bessarabia, it was then 
found that Bessarabia had for several 
i centuries been guilty of acts of aggres- 
, sion and brutality and piracy, and was 
besides a country of great natural re- 
I sources ; and there was gradually worked 
I up, at first among the middle-classes 
! and later in the rank and file of Britain, 
a feeling of bitterness against Bessara- 
bia which became national and uncon- 
trollable. It culminated, as our readers 
know, in the punitive expedition against 
Bessarabia of 1908, the long-drawn 
horror of the three Bessarabian cam- 
paigns and the unfortunate massacre at 
Mog. And all this we owe to Ebenezer 
Higgs — or possibly to Liz. 

Not all his speeches, however, were 
so fruitful in results. For the most 
part he would mercilessly expose such 



“Oh, Mother, fancy fayino to have tapioca' pudding ! ” 


miscellaneous evils as the Stage, the 
House of Lords, the Monroe Doctrine, 
the Bishops, the Judges, the Magis- 
trates, the Derby, the Metric System, 
the Theory of the Tides, Broadcasting, 
Plying, Daylight-Saving, and the Eich. 
All these institutions, however, survived 
his assaults till the day of his death. 
And after his wife's death, as has been 
said, he did not seem to mind. He 
became less and less indignant, and 
more and more entertained himself with 
the companionship of his fish, which 
never spoke. Only three times during 
the last six months of his life did he 
speak in the Park, when, angered by the 
rumour of an invention which w^as to 
make communication with the dead a 
matter of daily occurrence, he delivered 
a series of addresses called curiously, 
“Hands off* the Spirits.” 

That is all there is to tell; but per- 


haps this history will make us all a 
Tittle more charitably inclined towards 
those other violent gentlemen who still 
denounce the universe on Sunday after- 
noons. For perhaps they all have talk- 
ative wives. A. F. U. 

Our Helpful Press. 

“ Income Tax JSTot to be Reduced. 

The political correspondent -of The 
minster Gazette : * Mr. Cliurchill, 1 hav(3 
good grounds for saying, will not propose any 
increase of the income tax in the Budget.’ ” 
Birmingham Bapei\ 

“Prom oub Own Cobrespondent. 

Birmingham, Saturday. 

Birmingham girls are suffering from over- 
developed legs, caused hy excessive dancing, 
and too prominent noses .” — Sunday Paper, 

Ml*. Punch hesitates to believe this. In 
his opinion no one can have too prom- 
inent a nose. 


286 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. [Mabch 16, 1927. 

MORE JACKDAW IN GEORGIA. 

The Wallet of Wo-Fang. 
(Chinese Seventeenth-Century.) 
{After the translations of Mr, A:rtb.ub 
Waley. ) 

I. 

I WAS a fool. 

I thought I should be content 

If she smiled once. 

Is a hunter satisfied with a scent, 

Or a fisherman with a nibble ? 

II. 

The sun is a white disc 

Above the steaming water. 

A sea-dragon 

Thrusts up a dripping head, snaps 
emptily 

And sinks again. 

They call me Heart of the Sun ” : 

I shall bathe my limbs at home. 

HI. 

Where the shadows end . 

The lake is a silver shield. 

If I were not Wo-Fang, 

The celestial and fortunate ruler of this 
province, 

I might fish here till the moon rises 
And perhaps meditate even until mid- 
night. . . 

But I have many executions to order. 
As I enter my crimson palanquin 

I congratulate the honourable fish. 

IV. 

If there is satisfaction in dreams 

I should be satisfied. 

I smoke my spirit deeply into dreams, 
But I am not satisfied. 

Ho-Pei said that satisfaction is forget- 
fulness ; 

But forgetfulness, alas ! 

Is only what we sadly remember. 

V. 

If I called her Almond- blossom” 

It was because I was hungry. 

For the same reason I likened her nail 
parings 

To young moons, 

And her fingers to petals of pink lotuses. 
A wise man sweetens his rice. 

VI. 

My name is Wo-Fang, 

I am captain of ten thousand men 
Who call me ‘‘Heart of the Sun,” 

But, alas! I have indigestion 

And suffer inexplicably from chilblains. 

vri. 

crab says to the small fish : 

: ‘^'It wa^ your fault, 

You swam into my claws.” 

The dying fish gasps : 

“ Don’t try to justify yourself ; 

I said nothing to the worm 

I have just swallowed.” 

VHI. 

Why does my lotus look 

So longingly at another ? 

I have beheaded her father and her 
uncle, 

Yet she remains obdurate 

And will not smile. 

I have filled her house with flowers, 

Yet she will not sing, 

But gazes disconsolate from her lattice 
Over the blue rice-fields.' 

If I behead that other, 

Will she at last smile ? 

IX. 

Riding their horses like kings 

My six sons go behind me when I go 
into the city. 

They are uniformly stupid 

And exceptionally impecunious. 

I, their father, 

Though accounted insignificant in 
stature. 

Have by discriminating guile 

Acquired many possessions. 

They are obedient and devoted sons. 

X. 

I am grown old in greatness, 

My bright days 

Are numerous as bamboos in the grove. 
Very soon 

They will be all cut down 

And most of them burned. 

Doubtless a few notable poles will be 
chosen 

To carry the banners of my stupid sons. 

XI. 

Were I a poor man 

I should hate the tax-collector 

But smile timidly when he approaches. 

Being absolute lord of this province 

I neither hate nor love him : 

The bright smile of my executioner’s 
sword 

Is sufi&cient. 

He is an intelligent fellow. 

XII. 

If you have seen a river overflow its 
banks 

You have seen my desolating public 
gri.ef 

For my deceased mother-in-law. 

If you have seen a cat washing his face 
In a sunlit garden 

You have witnessed my private content. 

W. K. 

Our Clever Heroes. 

‘ This is too preposterous 1 ’ I said through 
my douched teeth.” — Story in Weekly Papier. 

OUR BAZAAR-STOOL 

We have made a stool. I hasten to 
add that Audrey and I are not members 
of the Amalgamated Society of Stool- 
makers and Upholsterers. We have 
constructed this particular stool for 
charity. 

Miss Baskerville in her masterful 
way declared we must “ do something ” 
for her bazaar. I oS'ered to help wuth 
the refreshments, but Miss Baskerville 
thought not, as the free list would be 
entirely suspended and I should be 
much more useful as a customer. 

It was Miss Baskerville’s suggestion 
that we should make a stool, I being 
responsible for the joinery and Audrey 
for the decoration. I suppose some- 
where in her subconscious mind was 
hidden the conviction that all men were 
handy with tools and were craftsmen 
by instinct. 

We began, of course, with a “ period ” 
stool. Hei>plewhite was for a time our 
source of inspiration, but after one or 
two mishaps we decided on Baroque: 
accidents and minor excrescences do 
not matter so much in that stylo. The 
structure was originally early perpen- 
dicular, but it was not nearly so per- 
pendicular after George had tested it. 
Like all our friends, he bad called to 
give advice, which is the real reason why 
the stool looks rather like a mediaeval 
ruin restored by a parish council. 

Miss Baskerville was responsible for 
the suggestion that wo should put a 
price on it. She \vanted to know ex- 
actly what it was worth, I suppose, for 
fear she might overcharge the public. 
We said that, as far as we were con- 
cerned, it was a work of art, and a price 
had never entered our heads. 

“ You know what the material cost,” 
she declared, “ and then you must add 
on a trifle for the labour. It ’s quite 
simple.” 

After the hours we had worked the 
word “ trifle ” annoyed us, and we de- 
cided to calculate the full cost of our 
stool. 

We did nob know the trade-union 
rate for artistic work of this kind, but 
we had sufficient data to work out our 
costings. Audrey once received fifteen 
shillings from Ilome Echoes for an 
article on “How to bath the Baby,” 
which she wrote in half-an-hour. On 
this basis, she estimated her earning 
power at thirty shillings an hour. 

And on one occasion I gave an hour’s 
lecture for a fee of two guineas. I did 
not actually receive it, because it was 
understood that the lecturer should re- 
turn his fee to the charitable organisa- 
tion responsible for the arrangements, j 
but it established my earning capacity 
at two guineas an hou1i% 




(^0 7io/ic« who has volunteered to assist Mm). “Akd now I think I «tt.tt. scbpeisb son fob 1 am 
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Audrey, revealing jealousy unbecom- 
ing in a fellow-craftsman and stool- 
maker, objected that my best periods 
took hours to prepare, and that the 
two guineas represented half-a-day*s 
work. ^In the end we accepted the 
principle of equal pay for equal work, 
and compromised on a minimum rate 
of thirty shillings per hour (inclusive of 
all percentages and bonuses) for both 
men and women operativesin the Stool- 
making (Bazaar) Industry, 

It then occurred to us that we did 
most of our labour after 8 p.m., and that 
brought it within the definition of night- 


work, which in the best trade union 
I circles is reckoned at time-and-a-half. 
Audrey, whose business instincts 
tempted her to forget we were doing 
this for charity, suggested charging for 
our friends’ advice. I pointed out that 
the price of advice was well known and 
I had already put it down at niL 
George’s claim to be considered in the 
costings as a consulting engineer was 
therefore not entertained. 

So we cut all these out and charged 
the appropriate overtime rate for 
our, industry, forty -fiye shillings an 
hour. 


We might, however, allow a small 
reduction for a quick sale, for our stool 
will drop if it is kept standing too long. 
Perhaps we had better make sure by 
selling it in advance. This, I may add, 
is often done ; but the public need not 
fear that it will be deprived of a sight 
of our masterpiece. It will stand on the 
principal s^ll, out of reach of utilitarian 
persons like George, who regard a stool 
merely as a seat, and it will wear a label 
Sold.” , 

So if any lady or gentleman would 
care to buy a good stool at ninety-four 
pounds ten 
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It is true that the building of new side in the evenings, whilst their wives 
LITTLE BRAMBLEBY, speedways which avoid Little Bram- sit at the open doors and spin, showing 

The Eoyal Society of Arts is appeal- bleby may do something to relieve the an interior view of the grandfather 
ing for funds in order to preserve old motorist Irom the depression caused by clock, the warming-pan, and the old 
country cottages. There was never a this spectacle. But we have to remem- china dogs (or cows, if any remain) on 


country cottages 
worthier appeal. 


her that a motorist is almost obliged to the mantelpiece. 


But I doubt wdiether it ought to be motor somewhere, and sooner or later America wants these things as well 
necessary. It seems to me that the he is certain to arrive at some other as we do, and America also should pay. 
preservation of old country cottages rebuilt Little Brambleby or a worse. There should be a sojourners* tax on 
ought to be a tax upon motorists. Al- The habit of shutting ourselves up American tourists for the benefit of old 
though I am a motorist myself, I would into mechanical boxes and chugging country cottages. There would be in 
willingly submit to a small extra tax in rapidly about the countryside in a France. 

order to keep Little Brambleby just as manner reminiscent of a Bank Holiday I know a thatcher. I should like to 
it is, especially the shop at the corner on wheels cannot be regarded as an end know more. It is a beautiful trade 
where they keep liquorice and buttons in itself, and this is slowly but surely and full of surprises. The fauna col- 
and silk-stockings and soap and caps being realised. Even the habit of mass lected in decaying thatch surpasses 
and balls of string. community singing by motorists on the belief. I am told that the snoring of 

A polite place, Little Brambleby. roads will in course of time grow mono- young owls in thatch which has not 
“ Please slow down,*’ it says, tonous, and fancy dress, ingenious mas- been properly repaired often keeps the 
‘‘WHILE PASSING THROUGH Little cots Or coloured gas-balloons attached cottagers at Little Brambleby awake at 
Brambleby.** And then when you’ve to the car will only prove a transient night. Quite evidently the preservation 


got through, ‘‘ Thank 
You.” I have known 
conscience- stricken mo- 
torists to be so much 
affected by this sign 
that, having passed 
through Lit tie Bramble- 
by at thirty miles an 
hour, they have turned 
back and doneit allover 
again at fifteen. 

In an ideal world, I 
suppose, the new cot- 
tages which are being 
built at Little Bramble- 
by, whether by the 
County Council or 
through private enter- 
prise, would be just as 
beautiful as the old; but 
in fact they are not. In- 
deed, that understates 
it. They seem to be the 
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Potential Picinre-huyer, “Well, it’s a good deal of money. 

SUPPOSE THAT INCLUDES THE JIG-SAW EIGHTS?” 


of thatch, one of the 
most charming archi- 
tectural features of old 
cottages, should form a 
first charge on the mo- 
toring community. 

I would give encour- 
agement also to holly- 
hocks, pinks, lavender, 
marigolds, and Sweet 
William. The best dis- 
plays of these in cot- 
tage gardens are now 
made almost entirely 
for the benefit of people 
who pay nothing for 
them, and merely make 
a cry like an animal in 
pain or a loud noise 
like a pistol-shot in 
passing by. 

The more, in fact, j 
that 1 write about this 


products of a man with a nasty mind. joy. Sooner or later we have to turn wonderful project the more it appeals 
Insidethey may havealiving-room apart round, and this is as likely to happen to me. I doubt whether the whole 
from the kitchen, hot and cold water, a at Little Brambleby as elsewhere. proceeds of this new taxation would 
bath even, effective drainage and a cup- I suggest that the pause for contem- have to be devoted to the preservation 
board for the pram— one never knows, plation of old country cottages, whether of cottages. I think that some might 
But they do not express the soul of Little built of stone or mud or of timber and be left over for the Chancellor OXJ’ the 
Brambleby. Or, at any rate, I hope brick, whether thatebed or tiled, repre- Exchequer, and, being distinct from 
nob ; and the desire which is probably sents the one moment of peace and the Eoad Fund, would be more readily 
expressed by the residents of Little quietude in the life of the modern paid. Old-fashioned country inns no 
Brambleby to live in them ought car- motorist and that he ought to be com- longer need any protection from the 
tainly to be repressed by preventing pelled to pay for it. The destruction of tooth of time. The charge for examin- 
th© old cottages from tumbling into these cottages would spoil many of the ing their quaint architectural features 
decay ; otherwise I foresee an England best view-points which are now visited and Jacobean furniture is included in 
which will not be fit for motorists^ to by motorists. Their supersession by the price of lunch. But the rest of 
motor in. The only old and charming the brick pestilences created by modern Little Brambleby is free, 
cottages that remain will be those ren- builders would be more irritating still. Let the generous contribute by all 
dered habitable by motorists for their Especially do I hold that there should means to the fund which the Eoyal 
own use at week-ends, usually by knock- be an additional entertainment tax on Society of Arts has inaugurated. But 


ing two or more into one, adding a motor charabancs, to be devoted en- if the fund is not sufficient let the State 
covered passage into a barn and con- tirely to the upkeep of old country cot- step in. Every motorist has admired 
verting the pigsty into a garage. Little tages. Indeed, I do not see why the Little Brambleby, and everjr motorist 
Brambleby will be spoilt by the number residents in old country cottages, always has done his best to spoil it for the 
of new cottages built either under the supposing that they are villagers native cottagers by hooting at it in different 
influence of delirium tremens or by a to the soil, should not be actually sub- keys. Why shouldn’t he help it to keep 
man in a hurry to get rich. sidised to live in them, and smoke out- the owls out of its thatch? Evoe. 
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A WORD TO MANAGERS., 

Dear Mr. Punch, — That you are in- 
terested in the theatre is a cdnclusion 
that one may safely draw from the 
generous amount of space which you 
allot to new plays, but your interest is 
confined to the playwright and the per- 
formers. May I suggest that it might 
be all to the good if the alert and in- 
genious “T.** were also to say a word 
now and then about the theatrical 
managers ? 

For these gentlemen want watching. 
I have myself several bones to pick with 
them, and it would not surprise me if 
** T.” has more— so many seats he must 
have found cramped and hard ,* so many 
draughts must have played round his 
head; the retarded rising of so many 
curtains he must have awaited in dreary 
impatience, while the most trivial jig 
music of the day assailed his ears. 

For the delay in lifting the curtain 
the managers assert they are not to 
blame. If a play advertised to begin at 
8.15 begins at 8.15 the stalls, they say, 
are only half-filled and the first ten 
minutes are ruined by newcomers. But 
why then advertise 8.15? Why not 
advertise the exact time, keep to it and, 
for the sake of the faithful and long- 
enduring true patrons of the theatre — 
those who are there in time and probably 
have stood in a queue for an hour or 


so — shut (as they do at really good 
concerts) the late ones out ? That should 
learn them. 

It would need courage ; otherwise I 
see no difficulty. 

As to the inferiority of delay music 
and entr’acte music, that is less import- 
ant. One can talk fihrough it or, if one 
is sufficiently insensitive to the feelings 
of one’s neighbours, keep going out. 
What is more on my mind is the grow- 
ing tendency to disregard the honour- 
able tradition of closing performances 
with God Save the King.” This used 
to be a rule of courtesy, but there are 
now theatres where it is broken ; and I 
do not want them to increase in num- 
ber. At the Globe the other evening 1 
noticed the lapse; although- at the 
Adelphi, where a purely American drama 
by an all-American cast is being per- 
formed, the custom was respected. It 
gave me a double sense of relief to hear 
it there, since in this play— BroaAoa-y 
-—every actor has a revolver and human 
lives are three-a-dime. 

I pass over the "old complaints as to 
stalls too near together and boxes from 
which parts of the stage are not visible, 
and come to a question which will have 
soon to be taken very seriously — smok- 
ing. Here again I may cite the Globe 
and the Adelphi. At the Globe (although 
cigars were rarely out of the mouths oi\ 
the performers) you must throw away 


your own at the doors ; at the Adelphi 
! smoking is invited. Personally ! should 
not mind if smoking were confined to 
the Halls of Variety ; but no play is the 
worse for the solace of tobacco and 
some might by it be made 'more toler- 
able. What, however, we want is a 
ruling: it is absurd that there should 
be the present anomalous state. All or 
none. 

Although, Mr. Punch, the tale of the 
delinquencies of managers cannot be 
said to be exhausted, you will be glad 
to hear that I have finished. 

I am, Yours faithfully, E, V. L. 

Another Impending Apology. 

At a trade dinner : — 

“ The Lord Mayor said he understood, when 
invited, that speeches were taboo, and hoped 
that for once the Lord Mayor might go home 
speechless.” — North-Coun try Faper, 

“Plague of Mice. 

Moving Carpet Across America. 

Presidents in the track of the mice find their 
clothes devoured .” — Chinese Pa;p&i\ 

A cat may look at a king, hut mice 
prefer presidents. ' 

“ ‘ The Comedy of Errors,’ Sheridan’s best- 
known ifiay, was given by Ben Greet and a 
strong company to Bugby School.” 

Local Paper. 

Hitherto we had associated Sheridan 
with quite another comedy and indeed 
another school. 



IMTR0DUCIN6 ISABEL. 

My daughter’s name is Isabel ; 

I *ni glad to say she ’s very well. 

She weighs ten pounds and half-an- 
ounce 

She ’s very full of beans and bounce. 
Her teeth are still inside her gums, 

But she 's complete with toes and thumbs. 
Her eyes are blue, I 'm sure of it ; 

But yet indeed I must admit, 

Although ifc makes her mother frown, 
It ’s possible they’re turning brown. 
Her chin, poor child, is much like mine, 
But then her nose is rather fine, 

Her ears too, such a perfect shape 
That all her aunties stand and gape. 
Her voice at times is low and pretty 
And her conversation witty ; 

So at least it seems to me, 

Judging by her mother’s glee. 

Her eyes have lashes long and dark; 
Her brows, perhaps too faint a mark. 
Her hair is rather short as yet ; 

Her age precisely I forget. 

And, now I 've told you all I can, 

I know you T1 say, How like a man ! ” 


In the Cape Parliament : — 
“IMMOBTALITY BILL AMENDED. 

WHY DOCTORS* FEES CANNOT BE FIXED.*’ 

* Solith African Paper, 
Presumably because, if the Bill passes, 
doctors’ fees will be abolished altogether. 


THERE’S A LOT OF IT ABOUT. 

I SNEEZED suddenly, taking by com- 
plete surprise first Prances, secondly the 
kitten, and lastly myself. 

I reappeared from my handkerchief 
and caught Prances’ eye upon me. It 
had a ‘‘I think I’ll put him to bed” 
look in it. I at once dissimulated. 

‘‘Just clearing my throat,” I mur- 
mured. “ Crumb went the wrong way.” 

“That was a sneeze,” said Prances 
accusingly. .“Wasn't it, Kittums? ” she 
added to the kitten, which was slowly 
emerging from under the armchair like 
a soldier coming out of a dug-oufc wlien 
the barrage has passed. 

“Nonsense,” I said briskly, and pre- 
pared to fall on my breakfast once again. 

“ Your toast is on the floor,” observed 
Prances coldly. “ You put it thei'e when 
you — cleared your throat.” 

I picked it up. 

“1 think you’ve caught 'flu,” con- 
tinued Prances; “there's a lot of it 
about. You 'd better take a day in bed.” 

“Nonsense,” I said again. “I 'mas 

fit as a ” I think I was going to say 

“ fiddle ” {though why fiddles are sup- 
posed to keep in such good health I don't 
know, nor does my Brewer* s Dictionary 
tell me) when there was a loud explosion 
and it seemed that someone had hit me 
on the back of the neck. 

When I came to I realised I had 


sneezed again . Prances was picking up 
a fiowor-vase. The kitten was on the 
piano, 

“ That settles it,” said Prances. “ Bed 
for you.” 

I protested, but another sneeze oc- 
curred in the middle and rather spoilt 
the effect of the protest. 

“ He's got 'flu, Kittums,” announced 
Prances to the now thoroughly cowed 
kitten. “ He 'll be two days in bed.” 

The kitten went “ Meh ! ” There — 
Kittums agrees with me,” pronounced 
Prances. 

I dislike intensely this new habit of 
Prances of dragging the kitten into 
the conversation, I 'm sure it doesn't 
understand my symptoms ; apart from 
the fact tlmt never once has it taken 
my side in any argument. 

“I fail to see how the agreement of 

the lesser fauna of the household ” 

I was beginning with some dignity when 
I lost myself in a series of crashing 
reverberations. I sent up seven, one 
after the other, something like those 
strings of lights that we used to send 
up in Prance when hostile aeroplanes 
crossed the front lines. After seven I 
lost count. Prances opened a window 
to save the glass, and the kitten strained 
a tendon, jumping to the top of the 
bureau, a goal it has never before 
reached, 

“Can't you sfcifle them a little?” 
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Artist. “A MODEL, EH? What could you sit for?” 

AppUcmt . “Very fine head, Sir — or the figure, Sir *’ 

Artist. “Well, I’m afraid ” 

Applicant. “Or landscape or seascape. Sir.” 


asked Frances when I had come to the 
surface once more. 

“ I could, perhaps, but I won’t,’* I 
replied with dignity. I object strongly 
to people who stifle sneezes. It ’s in- 
decent and bad form. It ’s like easing 
the cork soundlessly out of a champagne- 
bottle. In fact it *s a most annoying 
liabit, and I have a friend who always 
does it, because he thinks it’s bad man- 
ners to make a noise. His procedure is 
as follows : — 

He suddenly ejaculates “ By Jove 1 ” 
drops what he is doing and grabs his 
handkerchief. He spreads it out on 
two hands, half shuts his eyes, wrinkles 
up his nose and waits. He looks at 
bright lights and waits. He breathes 
rapidly in and out and waits. He 
mutters, “ I will sneeze ! I will sneeze ! 
I xoill sneeze! ” rapidly to himself and 
waits. ^ At last one hears alarums and 
excursions ; one feels that a sneeze, like 
driftwood from a sunken liner, is com- 
ing to the surface. He prays, says 

At last ! takes a deep and mighty 
breath and produces a tiny little fizzing 
noise at the back of his nose like a 
schoolboy’s snigger—a '^ridicuUismus ” 
if ever there was one. 

But I am, as I said, of the other 
school. None of your stifled sneezes for 
me. I hope to attain to great heights; 
1 hope indeed to make myself worthy 
of the Olympians of my club who can 
break locks on doors ten feet away 
with a sneeze like a charge of blasting* 
powder, and who pat themselves on the 
chest and say “Capital! Capital!” I 
hope to have other old gentlemen stop 
what they are doing and say, “God 
bless you ! ” In short, when 1 do have 
a sneeze I like to let her rip. 

Which is probably why Frances in- 
sisted on my going to bed. 

She was, I think, quite right. I did 
feel rotten. In fact I think I died in 
the night. I was certainly wearing the 
wrong skin, a size too small for me, 
and it was abominably bruised at the 
edges ; and they had erected my tomb- 
stone carelessly, so that it weighed on 
my chest ; and altogether I was a poor 
thing. 

This “peccant humour” of mine en- 
dured three days. On the fourth day 
Frances said I was better, because I 
was well enough to be cantankerous. 
This was largely due to an argument 
we started at 1 a.m., which is still 
proceeding. I will tell you about it 
and you will see it was not my fault. 

I was woken from a peaceful slumber 
by a loud sneezing noise from Frances. 

I woke her up and asked her what was 
the matter. She said “Nothing,” and 
added that she had been asleep. I said 
had she been dreaming ? After thought 
she admitted quite seriously that she 


had, and said she had just dreamt I had 
been sneezing. This is all perfectly true 
and I stoutly maintain that I am in no 
way to blame. 

On the fifth day my Aunt Jessica 
called. I sat about the sitting-room 
and looked pale and interesting. Aunt 
Jessica said she wasn’t surprised I had 
had it, as there was a lot of it about. 
I said I was sorry to hear it. 

The postman also said he was glad I 
was up again, and there was a lot of it 
about. Our caretaker emerged blinking 
from her lair to tell me what a lot there 
was of it about and popped back before 
I could answer. 

Then I went round to my wine-mer- 
chant at the corner, from whom I buy 
beer, though he really sells groceries 
more than anything. He said be knew 
I must have been ill as I hadn’t been in 
for five days, which I thought rather 
pointed; and then he asked what 
had been the matter. I said ’flu, and 


added hurriedly that there was a lob of 
ib about. He looked rather offended 
and said “ Good morning ” quite curtly. 
I felt I knew now how to deal with 
people. 

Outside the Vicar came up silently 
behind mo and said there was a lot of 
it about. I was annoyed. I turned 
round and said deliberately, “There is 
much less of it now than there was five 
days ago. A good bib *s been used by 
me since then.” 

That held him. I at last felt quite 
well. .. A. A. 

“Another American Cruiser for Shanghai. 

HoDg Kong, 29fch. — The British cruiser 
‘Hawkins’ loft this port to-day bound for 
Shanghai .” — Ccsta Rica Ra^er {translated) . 

If this is the result of our accepting 
President Coolioge’s invitation to an- 
other disarmament conference we shall 
soon hear the American Jingo singing, 
“ We’ve got their ships, we’ve got their 
men, and we ’ve got their money too.” 
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A SONG OF GOOD COUNSEL. 

(a4s hmg hy the Office-Boy and reported by one who had 
decided to worh during the lunch interval) 

Oh, I meet on my travels a good many folk 
Who rebuke me and take me to task ; 

Per-raps they are only attempting a joke, 

But sooner or later they ask, 

“Are you saving your money and putting it by ? 

Are you hoarding some pence from your pay 
In order to shelter and keep yourself dry 
On some possible ray-eeny day ? ” 

Then I say, *‘I’m as free from such worry and 
fear 

As a sheep or a blithering cow, 

Por the place to be yappy is here-ere-ere 
And the time to be yappy is now.” 

Chorus ofwovhme7i alleged to he cementing the 
basement : — 

“ Oo, the plice ter be yappy is ’ere-ere-ere 
An’ the time to be yappy is nab.” 

When I went to the pictures along with my girl 
The janitor whispered to me, 

‘‘ Is it right for a youngster to live in a whirl 
Of pleasure and riot and glee ? 

I wonder, my brother, to what an extent 
You consider the life you have led. 

Go home, I advise you, at once and repent, 

Por to-morrow per-i-aps you ’ll be dead.” 

But I answered, “ Old pal, I know perfectly how 
Soon we come to the coffin and bier, 

So the time to be yappy is now-wow-wow 
And the place to be yappy is here,” 

When I purchased some fags the terbacconist said, 

“ Young feller, you want to take care ; 

If you smoke such a lot you’ll get daft in the head 
And straws will get mixed in your hair ; 

To your parents and elders a pipe or cigar . 

Isn’t harmful, but you it will stunt ; 

If you stop in your growth at the point where you are 
You will look a regular runt.” 

Then I answered, “ No shame, mate, will redden 
my ear, 

Nor anxiety furrow my brow, 

Por the place to be yappy is here-ere-era 
And the time to be yappy is now.” 

When I went for a spree to a Highbury hop 
I met with a girl and we danced; 

I stood her an ice and a bottle of pop ; 

I was fairly, I tell you, entranced ; 

But she doubled me up in the height of my bliss 
By inquiring in accents of scorn, 

“ If you razzle and jazz in the evening like this, 

Are you fit for your work in the morn? ” 

I replied, “ There are rustics who, starting to 
plough. 

Will not swallow a tankard of beer; 

But the time to be yappy is now-wow-wow 
And the place to be yappy is here.” 

Ap 2 )lause from below, folloioed hy encore verse. 
When the manager came, in a bit of a huff 
He called for yours truly and blew, 

^ I can tell you 1 ’ve had pretty nearly enough 
Of your lateness and idleness too ; 


So you jolly well take a week’s notice, my lad, 

And shift your thin carcase outside ; 

You’re the worst and most impudent boy that 
we ’ve had ; ” 

But I calmly and gently replied — 

“ O Boss, I am slow at beginning a row, 

And to me it is perfectly clear 
That the time to be yappy is now- wow-wow 
And the place to be yappy is here.” E. P. 

IDEAL HOMES. 

The idea .of transferring the Zoo from Regent’s Park 
to a new home in the Chilterns is likely to have many 
imitators. 

A movement is already on foot for the removal of the 
Stock Exchange to the top of the Devil’s Dyke at Brighton, 
where the sharp rises and falls in the landscape will 
provide a natural home for the bulls, bears, stags and 
other creatures for which the present buildings are in- 
adequate. Many thousands will now be able to see a con- 
tango for the first time in suitable surroundings. 

The rebuilding of the Bank of England on its present 
site has been much criticised, and it has been pointed out 
that if the gold and silver at present contained in its 
congested vaults were to be spread out on tables in Hyde 
Park it would be an immense boon to countless people who 
have often heard of money but have rarely had an oppor- 
tunity of studying it at close quarters. 

A plan has been devised for transferring the House of 
Commons to a more salubrious site on Parliament Hill. 
Members of different species will be accommodated in 
separate enclosures divided by deep ditches to prevent 
quarrelling, but reasonable facilities will be permitted to 
the nomadic occupants of the Liberal enclosure to wander 
into either of the others at will. Details have not yet been 
fully worked out, but it is contended that tlie fresh breezes 
of Hampstead will do much to dispel the hot air which is 
such a marked feature of Westminster. Members feel, too, 
that in such healthy surroundings it will not be necessary 
to go to the country so often as hitherto. 


Our Intelligent Pets. 

“Gentlowoman with well-trained Scottish Terrier, willing to Help 
with any Household Dutie.s.” — Advf. in Provincial X*ayer, 

“Goneral, neat and strong; wash, iron, cook, not nfi’aid of work ; 
0/- weekly; 4^ year.<5’ roference.s: also neat Orphan, 8'-, seen.-— 
Servants* Registry.”— .ddvf. in Liverjpool Paiier, 

“ Service is going to the dogs,” said the general on observing 
the discrepancy in the rates of pay. 

“There will be six L.M.S. specials from London for the Grand 
National, and special fares have been arranged to include breakfast 
and luncheon on the outward journey and tea and winner on the 
return.” — Evening Paper. 

But by that time we shall all know it. 

“The finger of suspicion, however, points to a group of Russian 
engineers who, employed as technical experts by the Soviet government, 
came to Manila early in December, ostensibly to purchase dredges for 
golf mines operated by the Soviet govornment.”--ifo;if/ Kong Paper. 

The reference to “golf mines” confirms our suspicion that 
Bolshevik golfers never replace the divot. 

“Wanted, a respectable Woman aged 45 to 600, or any trustworthy 
person, permanent; a good home; two in family, and maid kept; 
heavy washing out. One to interest themselves and help mo as 1 
am lame. A docent wage for a suitable person.”— Locaf Paper, 

Within the limits of age mentioned someone should surely 
be forthcoming. 
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WELCOME BY TELEPHONE. 









** Htjllo . , , Yes, Zoe speaking . 


“Oh, it’s you. Daphne darling, 

IS IT ? , . . 


'So SORRY YOG COULDN’T COME LAST 
NIGHT, DEAREST. 




‘ Ko, REALLY? But how interesting ! . . 





“ What 1 You ’be coming right 

NOW, DARLING? . . . 




J. • '» ■r- 







‘ You ’re coming OVER TO SEE ME ? 
That ’s topping . . . 



w 




/M 

f( n ' 






' Be a nuisance ? Not a bit or 'it . . , 






‘ Splendid 1 1 ” 
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**SPRIG-TIME/^ 


HUGGINS; 

Ob, The Penalt? of Fame. 

Fame has ifc penalties (allow 
Me please to point a moral), 

And often troubled is the brow 
That wears the victor's laurel. 
With this perhaps you disagree 
And say that I 'm a juggins, , 

But wait until you hear from me 
The tale of Alfred Huggins, 

4 footballer professional was he by oc- 
cupation ; 

His name was quite a byword with all 
sportsmen of tlie nation. 


At centre-half he had no peer, 

Of that there’s no gainsaying, 

The frenzied crowds would shout and 
cheer 

Whenever he was playing. 

To represent his country he 
Invariably was chosen. 

For rival teams were all at sea, 

With fear his foes were frozen ; 

As cunning as a fox was he, as lithe as 
a gorilla, 

He was the pride and joy of all who 
followed Chelsea Villa. 

Now managers from near and far 
Upon him cast corrupt eyes, 


And one club in particular 
Desired him for the cup-ties ; 

Ten thousand pounds was on his head 
(That sum may well dismay you), 
“Another extra thousand,*' said 
The other club, “ we 'll pay you ; 
We mean’^b get him somehow, we 
shall not even bar guile ” — 

So thus was Huggins purchased by the 
doughty Aston Argyle. 

It made Argyle supporters gloat 
W'hen Huggins cut his capers, 
Whilst he took up his pen and wrote 
For all the daily papers ; 

Tlie clubs still followed in his train 
Who wanted more than cheap aid, 
And Huggins got transferred again — 
Twelve thousand was the fee paid. 
Argyle directors purred at this, as cats 
around milk-pots purr, 

And Huggins got pushed off at once to 
join Newcastle Hotspur, 

So Tluggins in a new domain 
Was then required to settle, 

And soon delighted crowds again, 

He was in finest fettle ; 

His famed increased by leaps and 
bounds. 

The sporting Press extolled him 
Until, for fifteen thousand pounds, 
Newcgtstle Hotspur sold him. 

Then once again this slave of fame was 
hustled off to strangers, 

And he became a member of the famous 
Fulham Rangers. 

But Huggins kicked against the 
pricks, 

He said it was a frame up 
For clubs to get the spondulicks, 

And he would give the game up. 
The “fans " all said it was a sin 
But they could not dissuade him, 
He took a little village inn 
Where peace coxild not evade him ; 
And now contentment he has found 
among^the country yokels, 
Upon the vill^e green each week ho 
turns out for the “locals.” 


*MDKAL OmK. FiXinBITION.’’ 

Evening I^apcr, 

But surely in an ideal home they don't 
drop their aitches. 

“ Wholofiale princes in Canada wore charac- 
terissed by a distinct downward tendency in 
1900 ,’^ — Ear Ea$te7iv Paper. 

In Europe, however, the slump did not 
set in till eight years afterwards. ' 

“ BALFonn Chamber of Tradf. 

It was decided to inquire if a Civic Week is 
to be held this year. The meeting further 
agreed that if one is not being organised not to 
hold a Sopping Week .” — Manchester Paper, 
But that is a matter on which the Clerk 
of the Weather will have the last word. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, March 7th , — The closing 
ceremonies of the United States House 
of Eepresentatives are thus described 
in a recent issue of The Daily Tele- 
graph : — 

“The prograiiamo opened with the singing 
of ‘ The Star Spangled Banner,* and concluded 
with ‘ God be with j^ou till we meet again.’ 
All present, including legislators, officials and 
the visitors who crowded the galleries, heartily 
participated m the singing. Mr. Woodrum 
sang ‘ The End of a Perfect Day,’ Madame 
Luella Melius, the opera ‘ star,’*" gave ‘The 
Last Rose of Summer,’ and the band’s render- 
ing of a French marching song was encored.” 

Here is material for those engaged on 
collecting data for an Ideal Parliament 
Exhibition. Why should not some- 
thing less extensive perhaps, but equally 
heartening, be incorporated into our 
daily Parliamentary routine ? 

Visions arise of Sir Kinosley Wood- 
hum closuring the debate on the Ohester- 
le-Street Guardians with a rendering of 
“The End of a Perfect Day.”^ In the 
present state of the Exchequer it would 
be too much to expect an operatic star 
to be present, but a band, concealed 
behind the arras, might discourse the 
Erothblowers’ Anthem on the rare occa- 
sions when a motion is carried unani- 
mously. 

Brightening the Lords would be a 
more difficult matter, but a little com- 
munity singing, with that fine old 
English marching song, “We've got 
no Work to do," well in the foreground, 
would probably help. 

Sir Haeey Bkittatn bobbed up again 
to-day in the House of Commons in 
his traditional r61e of Hon. 

Member for Flora and Fauna. 

His allegiance to Flora is 
betokened by the size and 
more than Oriental splen- 
dour of his button-holes. 

To-day he elicited from 
Captain Hacking that, 
thanks to the generosity (or 
acumen) of the Dutch Bulb 
Growers' Association, Lon- 
don's parks would this year 
carry a special display of 
tulips. 

The Minister knew of no 
additional fauna that were 
to be added to our amenities 
for the current year. An- 
other champion of our dis- 
appearing fauna had already 
functioned in the shape of 
Mr. Mojreison, who ex- 
tracted from Mr. Guinness 
the admission that sixteen 
hundred horses had in the 
past year been exported to 
Holland for immediate 
slaughter. These were, so to 


speak, table horses (their flesh being 
deemed a delicacy in theLowCountries) 
and there was no question of cruelty in 
connection with their slaughter. “But 
can the hon. gentleman persuade all 
the old ladies in London to believe 
that ? ” asked a Member. The Minister 



HEALTH AKD SONG. 
Sir Kingsley Wood. 


indicated, by an eloquent silence, that 
he did not mean to try. 

Questions about Mr. Winston Chur- 
chill's War-book, the bulk of which, 
Mr, Baldwin said, had been written 
and the materials collated when the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer was 
out of office and seemed very unlikely 


ever to attain office again, gave the 
Prime Minister the opportunity of de- 
livering a little address on historical 
method. It is a matter of common 
knowledge, he told the House, that if 
there be a certain amount of bias in 
history it is far better reading, and the 
bias can always be corrected by allow- 
ing for the personal equation. 

Army Estimates still call for a speech 
of great length and technical complexity 
from the Minister, but the great days of 
old, when honourable and expert Mem- 
bers would wrangle for hours over the 
bore of a rifle or the value of a buckle, 
are gone for ever. Sir Laming Worth- 
ington Evans stated that a saving of 
just under a million on the year's esti- 
mates would be more than swallowed 
up by Shanghai. For the rest he ex- 
plained how the army is being mechani- 
calised, at no little expense, and how 
under the new arrangements the army 
offers a splendid start in life for young 
medical men. 

Mr. Stephen Walsh, as a former 
War Minister, congratulated his suc- 
cessor on having presented a decreased 
estimate and also on his vivid descrip- 
tion of the new mechanical warfare. 
He added that the proper place for a 
horse was a zoological museum, com^ 
pletely forgetting the claims, already 
advanced, of the Dutch dinner-table. 
Lieut.-Oolonel Brown, however, said 
that as an old cavalryman he viewed 
with suspicion the Minister’s new- 
fangled machines. Members gathered 
that in his opinion the cavalry had 
won the W ar and always would. Many 
other Members spoke — forthemost part 
to deplore the abolition of 
the Territorial Army bounty, 
The House agreed to various 
votes. 

Tuesday, March The 
Lords may have no work to 
do but still have a fine nose 
for the Government’s sins 
of commission. Thus Lord 
Stbachie wanted to know 
why the Minister of Agri- 
culture had made an order 
providing that “ offals sold 
to animals " are to be boiled 
on the farm instead of being 
sterilized at the source. All 
this sounded rather mysteri- 
ous, but Lord Bledisloe 
made things clearer when he 
explained that if the Savoy 
Hotel were required to em- 
bark on the noisom e business 
of boiling its offals at the 
source it would undoubtedly 
estrange its patrons, infuri- 
ate the neighbourhood and 
violate the restrictive coven- 
ants of its lease. 



“C’EST MAGNIFIQUE”; OR, MECHANIZED CAVALRY. 
The War Secretary is backed by Mr. Stephen Walsh. 
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In the Commons the reappearance either in Treaty Ports or in territory 
of Viscount OuRZON after his motor controlled by the Northern armies, 
accident was the occasion of a graceful Colonel Wedgwood, deploring “exces- 
ovation. “ sive deference to the man on the spot,'* 

'Mr, Thurtle seemed surprised when pessimistically prophesied that it would 
no opposition was offered to his Bill to take years to get the Shanghai Defence 
prohibit the sale of honours, despite Force home again, 
the fact that it was sponsored only by 

Labour colleagues. As his remarks H.', i 

were directed exclusively against the ^ > '■’ i;!] 

“^unclean gold of the Lloyd George ^ L ^ .j 

Fund,” and his closing observation was ^ \ I '1 1 

that “ an honour bought for hard cash lliil 

was as contemptible as a party bought |SX ^ 

for hard cash,” the only person whose / T^ I ^ 

silence was “eloquent and impressive,” J B 

as Mr. Thurtle put it, was the absent / ). B-" 

leader of the Liberal Party. / w 

Civil war in China, Sir Geoffrey 
Butler explained a little later on, was 
not like a dog-fight, where there was a i i 

scuffle, the best dog won and that was 
the end of it. It was more like a cat- 
fight, the usual outcome of which was ^ mM. 
more cats. Sir Geoffrey represents 
Cambridge University, where biology is 
taken very seriously, so he should know. | 11; | M 

On this occasion Army Estimates W B mV'} M 

furnished the occasion for the debate, y(’ Mil 

which was not the less valuable for ’Wli^ ,l|| f|f 

being carried on with great spirit by the 

back benchers of all parties. After a Doming Street Kitchmmaid. “I 




back benchers of all parties. After a Tlia Doming Street Kitchenmaid. “I 
more or less apologetic opening by Mr. grudge Cook Austen her little 

Clynbs, Commander KEi^wouTHTtuned 

the proceedings toproper debating pi ch LocKEn-LiMrsoN. 

by urging the House to look at the 

matter “calmly and dispassionately,” The Vote having been carried, the 
and then declaring, in accents that House listened to Mr. Grbenall and 
rapidly swelled into a frenetic bellow, others on a motion to set up a Select 
that the Cantonese were anti-British Committee on Unemployment. Mr. 
because for years it had been the British Cadogan, opposing, declared that, “ even 
policy to back up the war lords against when enjoying the irresponsibilities of 
the Chinese constitutionalists. 

Mr. Ian Macpherson, supporting the 
• Government, declared that whenever 
the Empire was in trouble it did not get 
from the Labour Party the chance of a ^ 
criminal in the dock. This remark u 
seemed to sting Mr. Maxton, who was u 

languishing in gloomy abstraction on a u m 

neighbouring bench. Soft words from I 

Mr. Macpherson failed to soothe him, 

and the Chairman of Committees took u 

a hand, • Jy 

The honours of the evening went to /{/ 

Commander Fanshawe, who first wiped yjV 

the floor with Lieut.-Commander Ken- y(^ 

WORTHY, pinning him down to the 
admission that his complaint was that ^ 

, we had not negotiated wdth tlie Can- [The Navy Estimates for 1027-8 arc 
\tonese about Shanghai. Why on earth f^58»000.0(X)— a reduction of £100,000 on 
should we, he asked, as the Cantonese 

: were not in possession of Shanghai? Admiralty. 

> Then he pointed out that the six Opposition, Labour could offer no solu- 
thousand British in other parts of tion to the unemployment problem.” 
China, who, according to the Opposi- Mr. G. Peto thought all the Govern- 
|tion,^ were endangered through o^f ments'"to blame. Mr. Lloyd Georgs 
^sending troops to protect the nin^^bought they bad all done their best, 

, thousand in Shanghai, ^vere nearly all Mr. Bose thought the remedy was less 








economics and more humanity, and Mr. 
Betterton made the profound dis- 
covery that peace in industry would be 
worth all the suggested remedies. 

At 11 p.M. the House, on the motion 
to adjourn, learned why Messrs. Chen 
Kuen and Lian Han sin were not 
allowed to come before the swallow 
dares and take the winds of March 
with beauty. They were bent on sub- 
versive propaganda, said Captain Hack- 
ing, and the Home Office proposed to 
let them be caught bending elsewhere. 

Wednesday, March Lord Egbert 

Cecil’s views on what to do with our 
children are no moi'e acceptable to Lord 
Gorell than Lord Hugh Cecil’s 
views on what to do with our women 
are to Miss Wilkinson. At any rate 
Lord Gorell is profoundly disap- 
pointed with the Government’s decision 
to place the destinies of the fourteen-to- 
sixteen-year-old human being — he (or 
she) is apparently neither a child within 
the meaning of the Board of Education 
nor a young person within the purview 
of the Ministry of Labour — under the 
last-named Ministry’s solo care. 

The now widely-advertised report on 
the Chester-ie-Street Guardians, or at 
any rate the gist of it, reached the public 
ear before the document reached the 
House of Commons’ eye. Mr. Lawson 
asked what the Minister proposed to 
do about it. Mr. Chamberlain said it 
was none of his Department’s doing 
and seemed inclined to let it go at that. 
This brought Mr. Speaker into action, 
ho^ being the watch-dog of the House’s 
privileges, cne of which is not to be 
“ scooped,” as they say in Fleet Street, 
by the Press. Mr. MacDonald asked 
the Minister if he did not think it liis I 
business to find out how the leakage 
occurred. Tlie Minister said he could 
only do it by asking the editors of the 
enterprising journals concerned. He 
did not think bo could do that. 

This answer— -a magnificent tribute to 
the traditional frightKilness of editors 
— seemed to satisfy everybody. 

The Eoyal and Parliamentary Titles 
Bill got a Second Reading, but not until 
Sir J. Marriott had wrung from the 
Home Secretary the information that 
the Great Seal of the United Kingdom 
is hereafter to bo the “Great Seal of 
the Realm,” and there is to be a new 
“physical Great Seal.” 

The Seals having been fed with elo- 
quence, the Indian Navy Bill followed. 
The right (and chances) of Mahmoud 
and Singh and Dass to become the 
rulers of the King-Emperor’s Indian 
Navee were canvassed. Earl Winteji- 
TON explained that Indian subjects de- 
siring a life on the ocean wave would 
be given every opportunity of realising j 
their ambitions. * 
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LESS- KNOWN SIGHTS OF LONDON. 

Private theatre ih Law Courts eor bbconstructiost of crimes. 


Thnrsdaij, March lOtk — The House 
was ‘‘up in the air*’ all day and only 
came down, so to speak, when it rose. 
Possibly the most telling part of Sir 
Samuel Ho are’s long speech was where 
he described meeting Messrs. Stack 
and Leete wdth their tiny Moth aero- 
planes at Bushire. He asked them 
how* they managed about luggage, and 
they told him they carried an at^tach^- 
case each and a ukelele between them. 

Disraeli was “on the side of the 
angels.” His admiring successor, the 
present Prime Minister, is a champion 
of the airmen, and he gave the House a 
reassuring account of his personal in- 
vestigation of the question of flying 
accidents. A nebulously pacificatory 
Socialist amendment was defeated and 
several votes were passed. 


“Thought for the Week. 

‘ Anyone can plant radishes it tabes courage 
to plant acorns and wait for the o&ts,'’ ’-Jordan . ” 
Boy Scouts Association Weekly Bulletin* 

This seems to be trying the patience 
even of a boy scout rather high. 

Prom an account of the Association 
Gup-ties: — 

“READING'S TACTICAL TRIUMPH. 
Swansea Lost in their Own Mud. 
Messer Dominates the Game.” 

Headlines in Daily Pajoer. 
There’s many a slip ’twixb the Cup 
and the Principality, 


SOMEWHERE IN VAR. 

III. 

“What a beautiful dog!” cried Na- 
tasha. 

It seemed to be something between 
a pointer and a setter, gaunt and large. 

Mrs. Enderby asked the waiter its 
name. 

“ Marion Isabel,” he said. 

Perhaps he did not really say that. 
He had a bill in his mouth at the time 
and was running along under the shel- 
ter of a large fish, as though it had been 
an umbrella. Bub Marcou Isabel was 
good enough for us. 

“He looks awfully hungry, poor 
chap,” remarked Enderby. 

Marcou Isabel lay down near the 
wall, and regarded us witLa gleaming 
eye. 

Let it be frankly admitted that your 
tourist is a glutton. Dinner and lunch 
mean a great deal more to him than 
they do at home. We had travelled bo 
the Hotel of the Lighthouse simply and 
solely to eat a bourride. The kind 
Prench gentleman at the Paradise of 
Plowers had said that unless we had 
eaten a bourride at the Hotel of the 
Lighthouse we had not lived. We all 
of us felt at once that this would be a 
historical calamity. 

In speaking of the bourride, the kind 
Prench gentleman had raised his eyes 


to heaven, or where heaven would have 
been if it had not been intercepted by 
the foliage of a magnificent pepper-tree. 
We should be filled, he said, with a 
satisfaction incredible. 

We took a motor-car to the Hotel of 
the Lighthouse the very next day. 

Greedy. But Enderby, when I said 
so, defended our position with a good 
deal of plausibility. 

“The recollections of art and archae- 
ology,” he pointed out, “or indeed of 
natural scenery, wherever one travels, 
are the same for all. They establish no 
intimate bond with one’s fellow-travel- 
lers that is not common to the world. 
You can even get them from the guide- 
books without travelling at all. But in 
a meal there is certain to be some slight 
difference, even if it is only in the choice 
of the hors d'ceuvre. Thus a man will 
say to his wife, ‘ You remember the ex- 
quisite flavour of that omelette we had 
at Chartres ? ’ when as likely as not the 
spire and the rose-windows arouse no 
finer tribute from them than is found 
in the encyclopaedia.” ^ 

“I think he is right,” I said. “I 

remember at Piesole ” 

“Don’t let him, please,''' implored 
Natasha. 

“ I remember at Piesole,” I repeated 
firmly, “that far stronger than the im- 
pression made by the Eoman amphi- 
theatre and the view over Florence, or 
even by the fact tliat I lost my tobacco 
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pipe, is the recollectioa of how we sat and portion by portion the veal dis- recall the sight of this little maritime 

andwaitedforlunchunder a tree covered appeared. The late shark, dragged for town basking in the sun ” 

with fiori di maggio, confronted by an us from the Mediterranean, might have ‘‘ And gently fanned by the mistral,” 
enormous flask of chianti, which, so envied him his OTfesse. And if the server said Mrs. Enderby, gazing at the dust 
hot and dusty was the day ” faltered for a moment there fell at once thatjvas blowing along the quay. 


But at this point the waiter arrived upon his shoulder the dignified reminder 

Jl 7 7_ ^4. IV/T.r. 


sminder ‘‘But,” I continued rhetorically, “we 
shall also be able to remind ourselves 
He did that, like boy scouts, we did here one 


with the bournde. ot Marcou IsabeUs paw. shall also be able to remind ourselves 

It was no trivial pomp. Severed in It was not only the veal. He did that, like boy scouts, we did here one 
three parts and resting on an enormous yeoman service for us with the bread noble deed. We gave nourishment to 
mound of potatoes and herbs, lay what and the cream-cheese, to refuse which a starving dog.” 

looked like a young shark. Mrs. En- would also, so it appeared, have broken Enderby rapped the table with an 
derby said it was a loup’de-mer. Per- the waiter's heart. appreciative spoon. We rose to go. 

haps it was. But it had suffered a land “ I wonder,” said Enderby, sipping 


looked like a young shark. Mrs. En- 
derby said it was a loup’de-mer. Per- 
haps it was. But it had suffered a land 
change. Beside it the waiter 
placed an immense tureen filled 
apparently with milk, on the , ■ ' , 

surface of which the chef had , ' 

caused to navigate a flotilla of ■ 

oblong pieces of bread. There — . 

appeared to be about enough ' 


Enderby rapped the table with an 
appreciative spoon. We rose to go. 


sustenance to feed a foundling 
school. We were each given 
two plates, one of them a soup- 
plate, to help us in coping with 
all this treasure of the earth 
and salvage of the sea. Some- 
how it was extraordinarily 
good, 

Nobody having the courage 
to use two plates at once, we 
kept mixing the ingredients in 
the soup-pJate, now a piece of 
shark, now a pound or so of 
potatoes, and now a lad^eful of 
milk and bread. There seemed 
to be fennel in the milk, and 
perhaps other things. 

No one spoke much during 
the voyage. 

All was over, and we were 
struggling, as it were, to har- 
bour again when a terrible 
thing occurred, the thing which 
we had forgotten or perhaps 
never foreseen. The sea wrack 
had hardly been removed when 
the waiter arrived bringing in 
copious quantities entrecdte of 
veal. 

We looked at each other 
with glassy eyes. 

It was at this moment that 
Mar 9 ou Isabel stole silently . 









mm 




AT THE TENANTS’ BALL. 


Lady of Mouse (to partner in modern dance). *‘Ee — no you 

KNOW THIS DANCE FAIEEY WELL?” 

He, “ Only what Oi ’ve read about it in the Parisu 
Magazine.” 


As we left the Hotel of the 
Lighthouse we noticed another 
party of the English, sitting at 
a table near tho door. There 
were three women and three 
men. Their faces were a little 
flushed, but they scorned happy 
and well. There was being 
borne away from them, its 
naked spars sticking into the 
air, the hulk of some great sea 
animal and a huge half-empty 
tureen. As the waiter left tho 
table, Mar§ou Isabel, emerging 
from some unseen lair, strolled 
casually down the room. 

“What a splendid -looking 
dog ! ” said one of the English 
ladies. 

‘‘ Looks hungry, poor beggar,” 
said one of the Englishmen. 

We loitered a little. Jn a 
moment the waiter appeared 
again, bearing on higli some 
sort of steaming ragoiU. As 
he set it down on the table 
one of the ladies gave a slight 
start. The rest of the party 
gazed at each otlier with sad 
bewildered eyes. 

“ Great heavens I ” muttered 
one of them, emitting some- 
thing between a groan and a 
sigh. 

Mar5ou Isabel, who had just 
sat down, placed upon the 
visitor's arm a quiet encour- 
aging paw. Evoe. 

“ In 0110 respect tho Consorva- 


irom Ins corner and sat down near the meditatively, whether we oughtn’t to tivo Party is entitled to our renpcct. They 
table, his muzzle exactly on a level witli offer him a glass of wine ” given the impression of washing 

the cloth, and, raising his huge right During the coffee Marcou Isabel 

paw, laid it sympathetically on Ender- slipped quietly away. He left us still . , ^ ^ ' 

by’s arm. He might have been a dog bemused by a sense of rosy well-being "Lvays excepting, of course, tho young 
machine. that but for him might have been the ** bloods at Oxford. 

“We must be very careful and do it coma of incapacity and despair, 
when the waiter’s back is turned,” said “Eeverting to what you said about Erom an “Answers to Correspond- 
Natasha, while Mrs. Enderby selected Chartres,” I said to Enderby, “I am 

the largest available spoon. There were inclined to think that we shall take “‘AMotser.’ — Could any of your readers 
several looking-glasses in the room and away a purer and nobler reminiscence ^ ^ y<>^^th aged 18 who 

alter time we weie almost caught m we could have ^ot by visiting any and to ^ribo them with perfect wMuracy, 
tJQ0 guilty act, but Mar§ou Isabel was monuments of antiquity and art. Not oven to the most insignificant detail.” 
never at fault. One swift silent motion only shall we have the haunting mem- Provincial Paper. 

the vestige of a bite, ory of the hoivrride ever with us to Ho should write Meiaoirs, of course. 
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LE PIC-AS8IETTE. 

“ilfe void, Madame, un pic-assietle— 
depuis un mois un pic-assietie ! " A 
little commissionaire of Paris with 
whom I had dealings in the past 
visited me in my hotel. He stood 
before me now, hat in hand, wearing 
his familiar overcoat with its moth- 
eaten fur collar, his fierce red moustache 
waxed into terrifying points, his shrewd 
little eyes twinkling under shaggy 
brows. 

In England the work of a commis- 
sionaire is to open doors of buildings ; 
in Prance he opens doors of commerce. 

Un pic-assiette, Monsieur ? ” I re- 
peated blankly. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” he drawled; “guess 
for a month I*ve been one of those 
guys who go around eating at the ex- 
pense of other guys.” Suddenly his 
accent became pure Chicago. He had 
been a buyer of furs for a great American 


firm for ten years before he returned to* 
his native Paris, and knew his United 
States from end to end. When excited 
or interested his jargon became curi- 
ously mixed. 

“ Business is quiet in Paris now,” he 
continued in perfect English, “this 
franc of ours 1 And prices are too high 
for the foreign buyers. II faut qice le$ 
prix baissentr* he shouted, with a 
vehement gesture which was all French, 
“or there 11 be hell’s delight to pay 
and we shan’t collar a red cent,” he 
concluded in American, i 

I questioned him closely as to the 
condition of trade in Paris and gathered 
that (it was very bad — American im- 
port-duties so enormous that buyers, 
find it impossible to bring back many 
French model dresses, while the silk- 
tax deters the English. 

“And so I rush around all the time, 
visiting their hotels to fairemon possible, 
to ginger ’em up. Mais c*est fadgumt 


oomme tout, and dam’, dam’ difficult — 
pardon, Madame, vousprie'' 

I pardoned him and he went on : — 

“ But living ’s cheap for me, quand 
niSme, in these hard times. To-day I 
had dejeuner with a Jew travelling in 
furs — bully food we had. This after- 
noon sans doute I shall have tea with a 
charming English Madame ** — he bowed 
gallantly to me, and, knowing his habits, 
I summoned a waiter and ordered a 
Scotch whisky and a Perrier — “ and to- 
night I dine at the Ambassadeurs with 
a Yank. And so it has been for a 
month. Mais oui, Madame, aujourd- 
dimi je s%m un 'piC‘assiette** 

“But how are things with you per- 
sonally ? ” I inquired sympathetically, 
for despite his gaiety of manner the 
little man looked very weary, and I 
remembered that shabby overcoat for 
many years. 

“Not too bad,” he assured me. “I 
have taken a new office in a more central 
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paru. It was a stable and cost forty- them that the bourgeoisie pick up the paTcitnp TTTP WIND 

five thousand francs to buy and fit up. bones of the chicken in the fingers, that i a j. n * . 

Not room to swing a cat. Mais enfin ! in cafes this may be done, but not in To approach Aunt Mo financially 
je suis d inon aise, and the buyers find the restaurants and hotels. Madame three times in one term required not 


five thousand francs to buy and fit up. bones of the chicken in the fingers, that 
Not room to swing a cat. Mais enfin ! in cafes this may be done, but not in 


it j)lus convenable:' est intelligente, Ms mtelligenie, she now only nerve but business acumen. Fortun- 

“ But if they won’t buy what do you teaches her man what I taught her. ately the high-class firm of Jones and 

*do?” I pressed him. He sipped his Ciel! how they have progressed in Welby, Limited (sole members Jones IL 

whisky and Perrier. My mother was seven days! Next week I promise to and Welby III. of the Second Form), 
Scotch,” he said simply, caressing his take them to Giro’s. Ah 1 but they are possessed great reserves of both ; and 
lips with a swift pointed tongue. proud. Pleased as a dog with two tails! the following letter, composed one wet 

“ And you find the Scotch ingredient And I like it. Sure I do. The cuisine Wednesday afternoon, appeared to meet 

in your composition useful ? ” I asked, at Giro’s 1 ” He blew a kiss to the the urgent needs of the situation . 

» Why, sure! ” he assented emphati- chef like a benediction as be remem- , 0 , 7, ^^7 77 ^,, 

cally. - in my business I Ve had deal- bered those dainty dishes, and again his ^Id School House Beeohavi. 

ings with guys from all over the world, pointed tongue flickered over his lips. v o 

and my experience is that you can make Then, lighting his third cigarette, he Dear Aunt Flo, — You know that 
money out of all — except the Scotch, closed one sandy-lashed eye at me topping blazer you gave me ; well, I’m 

I ’ve bested a Jew often, but a Scotch- through the blue smoke. afraid the moths are getting into it, 

Pic-assiette I ” he whispered with I ’m not sure, but I *m afraid so. 
nowing little giin. ** Ohere j[)etUe Welby III. says the only thing to do 
YianT* is to take it to a shop and have it 


ixjan — never! Chere petite maman!^' Fic-assiette I ” he 
he mused sentimentally, ‘'my father a knowing little giin. 
put through a good deal when he got maman!** 
her. She could make ~ 

soup out of a leather | i I ' v" 

boot, and when she left ‘ I 1 I 

a shop she was always ' | I 

smiling and the sales- | | ^ 

man sobbing,’* \ L | 

He fumbled in his ^ | 

pocket for a cigarette , j| 

and, finding his case diliil i W lil I! 
empty., looked pensive f ||||| ||H J i i KI fi: I 

and sad. I proffered tjjmPlR 
mine, recently replen- t H 

ished with a choice | {||; 

Egyptian brand. With |||| 

the lightning glance of 
‘ one who continually 
appraises goods he ap- 

proved my taste and ^ H I 

deliberately extracted jcr TnT^ 

threewiththeairof one ^ 

I who confers a compli- ^ ^ ^ 

ment Then a si v smile Candid Guard {ajoologetically). “You ought not to i*ut youe boots ci' on 

i \ V ’ f ouB cakeiaob seats, Sib ; you 'll make them uibty.” 

I spread over his face 

and he murmured, “ Pic^assiette !” i. • 

But do tell me what branch of trade , ^ History Repeat 
you find pays best nowadays *? ” I per- . ^ shipping rep 

sis ted. « “The following vessel not 


History Repeats Itself. 

From a shipping report : — 

“ The following vessel not having been heard 


treated with some sort 
Ijjjj 1 |i!j: of dissinfectant. That 

I [r will stop their ravviges. 

4 1 ." 1-| r I could get this done for 
I I ten shillings, if I had it, 

but 1 haven’t It ought 

// reely to bedoneatonce. 

1'llillh ^ getting on orfully 

ill Ij well at Divinity this 

’III , term, and hope your 
cold is better. 

//' ' YourlovingNephew, 

/ Frank. 

Alas for human aspi- 
rations 1 the only satis- 
faction which the firm 
got from this effort was 
the satisfaction of the 
great artist who has 
duly exercised his gifts. 
BOOTS Cl' ON Here is Aunt Flo’s re- 

ply:— 

T/ic Ingles, Patchet. 
10-3-27. 

My DEAR Frank, — It is not worth 


Tfinpliinw Tawc of sincc the date Specified is considered very while taking your blazer to a sh6p. 

n ;i ** n' ^ niuchoverdue, viz:— The Odysseus, of Ithaca Place the moth-balls enclosed in the 


spouded promptly. (Grcoco).”-DaUv Paper. 

“ Teaching Jews to eat ? ” I echoed. 

“ Just that,” he answered with a nod. From the description of a newly- 
“ It ’s this way, you see,” he explained, opened theatre in New York 

/f T - 1 . 1 • 1 • .* rrvi * 


“Jews always succeed in life. They ..Mr designed the house, and in so 

work — Mon Vmi! how they work! — doing kept in, mind the nature of theentor- 
they are patient, they listen and they taininent to bo offered therein. The ordU 
learn. There ’s a Jew from Poland. He an eclipse.” 

^ - - ^PU 


(Greece).”— Dnu// Paper. pockets and let them remain there, and 

^ ^ jjQ further trouble. 

From the description of a newly- Am so pleased you are making pro- 
opened theatre m New York : — ^ gross in Divinity. I am sending you a 

Mr. do.signcd the house, and in so little book relating to the wanderings 
S, ^ of the Children of Israel in the Wilder- 


walked to Paris barefoot, yet now he 
makes sixty thousand francs a week — 
fur trade. He has married a Jewess, 
and now they want to rise, to take a 
social place— to, become chic. 
But they know nothing of how the 


Theatrical Pajper. your spar 
Partial or total ? The Jater, we trust, My cole 
if what we read about some recent ieve from 
American productions is correct. 


ness, which I hope you will read in 
your spare time. 

My cold is bettei% tlmnk you. Dearest 
love from Your affectionate 

Aunt Flo. 


“Ex-Caddie Beats Hagen. 

William Burke, formerly a caddie to Walter 


YVAuiuixi jpurse, lormcny a caaaie lio waioer 
world behaves, so they come to me and Hagen, won the Oi-rntral Florida Champion- 
they offer me big money to teach them, ship at Sanford (Florida) with a score of 290 
“ Well, I start themiit a Jittle eating- for 22 holes,”— Paper. 
j^place in Montmartre. I tell them it is This high scoring is probably due to all 
not co7ivenable to put the knife in the the players having adopted the “ over- 
^ mouth, for it may cut the lips. I tell lapping ” grip at the 19th. 


“This,** said Jones II., shying an 
odoriferous ball at Thornton IV., “ is 
depressing.*’ 

“ Utterly thick,” corrected Welby III., 
shying another at Biggs. 

The scrimmage which resulted acted 
temporarily as an emollient to their 
I wounded feelings ; and later, during 
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Mrst Actress {highbroiv), “So glad to hbab of your success, darling. Your work appeals to the many, and mine 
APPEALS to the FEW. BUT JriUT A FEW 1 “ " 

Second ditto {revue) , “I know, sweetie. Such a shame I ” . ’ . 


the short hour with CorneliDs Nepos, 
they successfully produced a further 
masterpiece. '* 

Dear Aunt Flo (it ran), — Thanks 
for the moth-balls. You ought to have 
warned me, though, not to put them 
in my pocket with carramels, because 
they taint carramels fritefully. We’ve 
had an orful day — Welby and me, I 
mean. Welby thinks that, as well as 
the tainted carramels, he may have 
actually eaten one of the balls, because 
he is practically hoar de combat this 
evening. And 1 am as white as any- 
thing too. We don’t blame you, of 
course, and you mustn’t worry, because 
you meant to be kind. I pity any moth 
who dies from moth-balls, though. Welby 
is going to the chemist’s to-morrow, he 
thinks he can buy a mixture which will 
put him right for ten shillings. He 
will have to owe for it. 

Your loving Nephew, Franiv. 

“ This,” said Jones II,, “ is a Yorker.” 

“ A sitting goal,” said Welby III. 

The reply to this second effusion was 
more startling in its unexpectedness 
even than the first. It took the form 
of a six-cylinder car which stopped 
suddenly in the High Street just as 


they were scurrying back to their House 
for dinner. 

“ Hullo ! ” cried, the pleasant voice of 
Aunt Flo. 

“ Hullo 1 ” cried the more powerful 
one of Uncle James. 

The firm pulled up, and for a brief 
second had the appearance of stagger- 
ing. There could be no doubt its great 
presence of mind was momentarily 
shaken. 

“ Hullo ! ” it said weakly. 

“ Had to come this way on business,” 
explained Uncle James in matter-of- 
fact tones, ‘‘so thought we’d run through 
Beecham and see how you were.” 

“ My poor boys,” said Aunt Flo ; “ I 
shall never forgive myself ! How are 
you feeling now ? ” 

The firm pulled itself together ; it 
was a frightful emergency, but it had 
to be met. 

‘‘A bit s-shaky, thank you. Aunt,” 
said Jones II., imparting a slight tremolo 
to his words. 

‘‘ More inside than out, really,” sup- 
ported Welby tactfully. 

“Of course you’ve reported to the 
matron ? ” said Uncle James. 

“Br— not — ^not actually,” said his 
nephew. 


“We didn’t want to go in the sana- 
torium, you see,” explained Welby. 

“Then I think you ’re both very 
plucky,” put in Aunt Flo ; “ it ’s a great 
weight off my mind to find you no 
worse, I can tell you.” 

The firm shook itself still more ; this 
was really surprisingly satisfactory. 
Perhaps they looked paler than they 
imagined. 

“ We thought we ought to tell you 
about it,” said Jones II. 

“ Otherwise,” added W'elby with the 
air of one clearing up an obscure situa- 
tion, “ you wouldn’t have known.” 

“ Of course,” said Aunt Flo sympa- 
thetically ; “ I 'm very glad you did.” 

“What sort of pains do moth-balls 
produce? ” asked Uncle James. 

“ Er— zig-zag pains,’ ’ ventured Welby. 

“ Which go right through you,” 
volunteered his partner. 

“Down as far as the calves,” said 
Welby. 

“Although you never know where 
they actually are,” explained Jones. 
(This to salve his conscience.) 

“Dashed uncomfortable I should 
think,” murmured Uncle James. 

“You poor boys!” Aunt Flo was 
very sympathetic, bub there was a sort 
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of joyousness about her which was a 
little puzzling. 

“Now this chemist fellow,” put in 
Uncle James briskly. (Uncle James 
seemed even brisker than usual.) “ We 
don’t like your owing him money, you 
know.” 

“It must be paid at once,” said Aunt 
Flo decisively. 

The firm bowed its bead in meek 
acquiescence and surreptitiously kicked 
itself, 

“Never owe money if jmu can help 
it,” continued Uncle James, pulling 
out his note-case and handing over a 
note ; “it ’s bad. Now we must be off." 

The firm fairly soared as Uncle James 
pressed the self-starter; they bad handled 
a dangerous situation in a perfectly 
masterly way. 

“Thanks awfully," said Jones II. 

“Thanks very much," said Welby III. 

But, on the point of letting in. the 
clutch, Uncle James paused. 

“By the way,” he said, “when you 
received the moth-balls ” 

“ Yes ? ” beamed the firm. 

“ Whomdid you actually shy them at?” 

He didn’t wait for a reply ; and the 
firm, as it resumed its way to School 
House, found itself unexpectedly thought- 
ful. There was something dashed un- 
canny about Uncle James. 


HAIR-CUT,* SIR? 

“You Ve had your hair cut.” 

“ I thought you would notice it. Yes, 
I went over the top in that dead hour 
of the afternoon when life is at its low- 
est ebb. I knew I was for it sooner 
or later, and when I said, ‘ I shall be 
back in a quarfcer-of-an-hour,’ and shut 
the door quietly behind me, nobody in 
the office could have guessed by my de- 
meanour what I was going to.” 

“Perhaps they thought you were 
going to have a drink," 

“They may well have thought so. 
There was no tremor in my voice ; I 
left them there, busy over their simple 
duties, supported by the warmth of 
human companionship, and went out to 
meet what was coming to me — alone." 

“ Why didn’t you take the office-boy 
witli you ? " 

“ There are times when the soul must 
face its own fate. I walked among a 
crowd of my fellow-men, .talking, laugh- 
ing, thinking of their pleasures, some 
perhaps of their duties — though I am 
inclined to doubt that — and I might 
have been walking in a desert for all the 
help I could get from them." 

“ You went straight to the nearest 
shop ? " 

“ I had moments of shrinking. I 
j^l^sed one shop and walked by it, turn- 
head away. There was a man 

^ 


selling toy monkeys on the kerb, 'and I 
pretended to myself that I was so amused 
by them that 1 had passed the shop in- 
advertently. But I knew well enough 
that the shop was there." 

“You went into the next one ? " 

“ No ; I was ashamed of myself, and 
did a supremely courageous thing to 
wipe out the disgrace. Before I came 
to the next shop I crossed the road. I 
wanted to test myself. With my black 
fate hanging over me had I enough 
reserve of force to adventure myself 
among the traffic and come safe to the 
other side ? " 

“ And you had? " 

“ And I had. I did it twice. But 
the second time I waited until a police- 
' man had stopped the traffic. I was 
trying myself too far. My spirit was 
failing." 

“ In fact, whenever you saw a shop 
on. one side of the street you crossed to 
the other?’* 

“ You may put it in that way if you 
like. You remarked yourself that I had 
had my hair out, which is proof that in 
spite of hesitations that may well be 
forgiven me I passed the ultimate test.” 

“ Hero I " 

“ No, not a hero. Just a plain stock- 
jobber, but one of British breed, who in 
the past had faced the guns of Flanders 
and the Wedding March of Mendels- 
sohn. Just SD did I face this great 
ordeal, and come through it.” 

How did you string yourself up at 
last?*’ ■ 

“It was just where Bast Central 
passing thi’ough West Central becomes 
W est. I was footsore and weary, suffer- 
ing from thirst and a little fi'om hunger. 
My spirits were at their lowest, and 
my purpose was weak within me. To 
add to my misery, one of my socks was 
slipping down, and I knew that the sus- 
pender had broken. At that moment, 
by a sort of miracle, my eye caught in a 
shop window a pair of sock-suspenders 
approximating tomyregimentalcolours. 
On the spur of the moment I went in 
to buy them.” 

“ You wanted to shirk it just a little 
longer ? ” 

“ My spirit wanted support, as well 
as my right sock. Do you gibe at 
me for that? You little know what 
thoughts had been passing through my 
mind during that bleak hour in which 
I had been trudging the heartless stones 
of London. It was not until I entered 
the shop that I realised the dreadful 
traffic that was carried on there, of 
which the sock-suspenders displayed in 
the window were only a side-line, or 
perhaps a decoy. If I had looked more 
closely I should have seen * Gents* Hair- 
Cutting,’* and perhaps — who knows? — 
have feigned to myself that I needed 


no renewal of sock- suspenders just then. 
As it was, when the dreadful truth 
broke upon me in a blast of bay-rum 
and other uuguents, I continued hold 
myself erect, passed through a door 
which led straight into the torture- 
chamber, handed my hat and stick to a 
boy who was being brought up to the 
horrid trade, and seated myself in the 
operating chair, with no more outward 
shrinking than if I had brought my 
anaesthetist with me.” 

“ And then you found that there was 
nothing to make such a fuss about 
after all?” 

“I did. * Hair-cnfc, Sir ? ’ ‘«Nofctoo 
short.* That was all. By an inscrut- 
able decree of providence I had been 
led to the one shop in London where 
you can have your hair cut in silence." 


A SONG OF WAGES. 

The paper ? No ! Its pages, 
Peruse them as I may, 

Provo that one thought engages 
The minds of men to-day ; 

’Tis wages, wages, w^ages. 

Wages and rates of pay. 

How gladly in past ages, 

’Neath Queen Victoria’s sway, 

I studied what her sages 
And statesmen had to say ! 

Tliey seldom dwelt on wages 
And dreary things like pay. 

Then by dcgiees and stages 
That good world fell away, 

As Gommunisiic cages 
Let out their beasts of prey; 

And now ’tis wages, wages, 

And nothing else all day. 

So loud the slogan rages, 

Forgive if I inveigh ! 

Small I'ecompense assuages 
The head that ’s old and grey, 

When wages, wages, w^ages 
Is all the young folk say. 


“Gentleman, middle-aged, having many 
fair-weather friends, seeks broadminded sym- 
pathctic all-wcathcr pal .” — Ijocal Paper, 

We would suggest an en-tout’Cas” 


From a theatre notice: — 

“ ‘ She Stoops to Conquer ’ was made famous 
a couple of decades or more ago by the spon- 
soring of the great Dr. Samuel Johnson,” 
Channel Islands Paper, 
Much virtue in that “or more.” 


“To THOSE ABOUT TO MAXiaY.— I luWC 
Furnished a House comx>lctoly during the past 
four years, and must now Sell E\ery thing. 
This is a Genuinely Golden Opix>rtunity for 
Real Bargains. Buy what you want ; take it 
when you want .” — Adxt in Evening Paper, 

In spite of these allurements, we still 
think Mr. Punch’s famous advice, 
“ Don’t,” is the best. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Pmich^s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

No one ever wrote light verse with more ease and polish 
than A. D. Godley. He was as happy in ambitious metres 
as in those simple ones which he usually chose to adorn. 

“ Hail , Morning blest 1 
(Always supposing that the punctual Sun 
Shall in these altered oircuinstanoes rise 
To glad our chastened eyes 
As he till now hath done), 

When Learning, freed from base coinitial cares, 

Turns from such horrid scones to mind its own aflairs ; 

Hail, Day of Ee&t ! ” 

Study that and you comprehend the ode. It seems to flow 
from his. pen as easily and naturally as 

“ Oh, why did I learn mathematics 
Or give my attention to Greek ? 

That ’s the reason I ’m lodging in attics 
And living on nothing a week.” 

And if the form was perfect the matter was always full of 
good humoui*, good temper and commonsense. A reactionary 
Muse ; but the Muse of light verse is seldom happy when 
shouting with the mob. A. D. G. resisted every innovation, 
at Oxford and elsewhere, but there was no bitterness in his 
neat and trenchant satire. There must be very many who will 
desire to possess tho Beliqiiiae (OxEORndjNiVERsiTY Press), 
which have been beautifully edited by C. E. L. Fletcher. 
The first volume contains not a few passages of verse which 
only because of their local and restricted interest are in any 
way inferior to Lyra Frivola or Seco7id Strings, It is full 
too of felicitous classical conceits. In the second there are 
collected essays, lectures and contributions to The Classical 


Review, enough to show the reader not familiar with 
Godley that, apart from his scholarship, he was the master 
of a graceful and effective prose. To Mr. Punch, finally, 
these books have a lasting appeal, for one of them contains 
a rhyming tribute to a bard oi his own. “ There is nothing 
at all but it prompts him to sing, and I liaven*t a shadow 
of doubt on the surface of earth that there isn't a thing 
which he couldn’t be witty about,” wrote A, D, G. Even 
now it seems hard to believe that of the writer of those 
words only “the pleasant voices” remain. 

Thanks to a youth austerely but happily roared on the 
historical tales of Miss Martineau, I naturally cock my 
ears when any new voice awakens an echo of The Peasant 
and the Prince, Perhaps too there is something about the 
flavour of a clean and unpretentious piece of I'omantic 
writing allopathically acceptable to the furry palate of a 
reviewer. At any rate I feel that I am disposed to eye The 
Civs (ARNOLD)'ratber moi'o tenderly than its intrinsic virtues 
warrant; and I shall content myself by recommending Mrs. 
J. 0. Arnold’s slender well-bred story of the aftermath of 
the French Eevolution to Victorians and neo-Victorians of 
goodwill. It opens with the honourable re-burial of the 
bodies and heads of Louis and Marie Antoinette, and tho 
comments thereon of a prosperous bourgeois and an im- 
poverished aristocrat. Lean EnattU and A^idrd de Vigne, 
jolt out of Paris in the same coach towards tho chateau 
where the ancestors of the latter barbarously ill-used the 
parents of the former. Unconscious of this grim tie, the 
two men part, Andr6 to take over what is left of the chMeau, 
J ean to propose marriage to a pretty tenant. Elise Picard's 
mother disappeared during tho Terror, and she refuses to 
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“ I EXPECT SHE WILE HAVE SOME UXPLEASAXT THINGS TO SAY ABOUT ME IN HEE 
. MEMOIRS. I KNOVT SHE DISLIKES 'mE.” 

“I shouldn’t worry. She hates you bo much that she’ll leave you out 

ALTOGETHER.” 


marry Jean until he has traced the 
circumstances of the death. The story 
of his quest, which involves researches 
into the fate of Marie Antoinette and 
the little Dauphin, is the matter of the 
plot. This gains pathetic substance 
from its connection with the Widow 
Capet and her son, but rather at the 
expense of the status of the fictitious 
cast. Mrs. Arnold’s summary hand- 
ling of honest Enault^ for the sole 
apparent crime of standing in the 
way of a good “curtain,’’ struck me 
as a particularly high-handed piece of 
creative tyranny. 

The cloak of Hudson falls (you ’d say) 
On her who is most fit 
To wear it in a seemly way, 

And that ’s Miss Trances Pitt, 
Whose heart is stirred by beast and 
bird — 

The smallest mouse enthralls it ; 

Her latest book is out, just look, 
Animal Mind she calls it. 

With episode and happening 
I ’ve found myself beguiled, 

By beast a-field, by bird a-wing, 
Domestic ones or wild ; 

Miss Pitt displays how Nature’s ways 
Are never without reasons ; 

Her anecdotes (from personal notes) 
Go up and down the seasons. 

She tells us of intelligence. 

Of instinct, rage and fun, 

Migration and the honaing sense 
In birds and beasts that run ; 

The horse, Miss Pitt says, lacks in wit ; 

^ His lovers may look sniffy. 

But the appeals of baby seals 
Should soothe them in a jiffy. 

This book I ’ve found, all jests apart, 

A charming one, but then 
’Tis written from the kindliest heart 
And with the kindliest pen ; 

Allen and Unwin, these have done 
The issuing and, one fancies, 

That they might “sweet Assisi ” meet 
With this their own St. Trances. 


Mr. D. L. Murray’s Disraeli (Benn) 
sets out to convey the impression of a 
picturesque visitant from a psycholo- 
gical climate alien to British airs ” ; a 
cuckoo to be regarded rather as a blithe 
newcomer than as an intruder, but a 
cuckoo with something of cloud-cuckoo-town about him all 
the same. As far as the book is a record it is the record of 
our old friend the “ superlative Hebrew conjurer ” ; but (and 
here I note the inflection of the age) the rabbits taken out 
of the hat are not always those the conjurer would himself 
have put into it, the watches produced from the pockets of 
the audience keep a. time often as embarrassing to him as 
to them. In this suggestion of limited legerdemain Mr. 
Murray’s study diff’ers from Troude’s, which, in conclu- 
sions though not in temper, it often resembles. Disraeli 
is here depicted as more necessarily, and therefore more 


pardonably, the opportunist. How this character was de- 
veloped, how it came into contact with the world it sought 
to dominate, and how it surmounted the odds against it, is 
told with the sympathy the tale deserves and the humour 
it cannot help arousing. The novels are fitted deftly into 
their subordinate but eloquent places; and a lifetime of 
•association with “ an ancient monarchy, a proud aristocracy 
and a reformed House of Commons” is passed in lucid 
review. My one quarrel with an otherwise most enjoyable 
book is the ultimate submergence of its hero in the issues 
of his Eastern policy. The Russo-Turkish War, like any 
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other war, may have assumed a vast disproportion to the BijACK has presented these lively and gracious spirits, whose 
stature of the statesmen concerned in it, but this unluchy outward loveliness was immortally delineated by Eeynolds, 
accident should not have been allowed to deflect the Gainsborough and Lawrence. Alas, the Linley ladies 
interest of a work of art. died in the plenitude of their lives* summer. ' They were 

survived by their mother and their brothers- W illiam and 

The unnamed hero of Neighbours (Holden) lived for six Ozias. That quaint creature, the Eev. Ozias Thurston 
years in an attic whose walls were so thin that he could Linley, scholar and mathematician, quick-tempered, out- 
hear every word spoken in the next room. In this way he spoken and affectionate, inherited the family wit and talent 
was able to listen to and to record the intimate conversa- for music, invented a theology of his own, became Organist 
tion of a young man named P'^’ic^orwith his chorus-girl friend, Fellow of Dulwich College in 1816, and remained the terror 
Pamela^ and two or three male companions. Why these and delight of his colleagues till his death in 1831. 

neighbours never met on the staircase was a difficulty which 

grew upon me with every page, until I came to the Secret Harbour (Hodder and Stoughton), by Stewart 
“ dramatic climax,’* in which Mr. Claude Houghton ex- Edward White, begins as a tale of adventure, and provides 
plained it perfectly, only to create a dozen more difficulties, all the ingredients — a yacht, a remote island, a mysterious 
of which the least was whether or not it was all a dream ; gold-mine worked by secretive and sinister persons, an 
and, if so, whose. If it was a dream it was of the kind inscrutable Chinaman and what not — needed for the mak- 
that makes wakefulness a blessing. Victo7'‘'s talk, which is ing of a thrilling yarn. The plot, however, turns to mere 
the substance of the book, is often brilliant, but it is the knockabout comedy, with the secretive and sinister per- 
brilliance of fever, at sons as the unwilling 

times almost of delir- clowns and everybody 

ium. “ Like listening- delighted 

in to a lunatic-asylum,” j ' audience. Stewart 

said Parnell, who had ^ ^ White has 

no morals but much 

written some admirable 

common - sense. Mr. ^ /■ ' stories in his time. Per- 

Houqhton attaches too V /V experiment 

much importance to the 4 V / shooting lions with 

feverish questings of | [ / bows and arrows has 

an ill-balanced and sex- ( J \ so wedded him to an 

ridden youth. This is obswe V / austere regard for 

not life ; it is just the 1 — ‘ - exactitude that 

“bad time” through ^ ' wR"'- the weaving of fiction 

which many a young ^ . /I *be manufacture 

man passes before he 1 x/ f,J “local colour” no 

learnstoacceptthecon- \ /I \» come easily to 

ventions which make 4',/ m However it may 

life tolerable. Never- -^7,' I be. Secret Harbour, 

theless the future is ij U '//■/ zHu \ though pleasantly read- 

not without hope. In >l./c V;7OT I ' ^ able, is far inferior to 

theend“agreatpeace" TO ' ''' ' , ||i|i||||||ffl| The Biverman or 

falls upon Let Ari'^'ona NiakU 

us hope it has also SOLVING THE SERVANT PROBLEM. 

fallen upon Mr. Claude a wireless installation in the kitchen keeps our t Mr Pmvn 

■ TT/^TT«TTm/^xT TT^ domestic in a frame of mind conducive to beiter service. appiauaiVii. x^loyd 

HOUGHTON. Jt±e WliL DniT.r.’fl /»onrn.fT« 








SOLVING THE SERVANT PROBLEM. 

We find that a wireless installation in the kitchen keeps our 

DOMESTIC IN A FRAME OF MIND CONDUCIVE TO BEITER SERVICE. 


sons as the unwilling 
clowns and everybody 
else as the delighted 
audience. Stewart 
Edward White has 
written some admirable 
stories in his time. Per- 
haps his experiment 
in shooting lions with 
bows and arrows has 
so wedded him to an 
austere regard for 
rigid exactitude that 
the weaving of fiction 
and the manufacture 
of “local colour” no 
longer come easily to 
him. However it may 
be, Secret Harbour, 
though pleasantly read- 
able, is far inferior to 
The Biverman or 
Arizona Nights, 

I applaud Mr. Floyd 
Dell’s courage and ad- 


then be’ free to give to his wit and to his exceptional mire' his skill in making a dreamer the dominating figure of 
tdent for dialogue a more wholesome scope than he has An Old Man's Folly (Cassell). Although in actual years 
afforded them in this unpleasant book. Nathaniel Windle, born in America during the early fifties of 

- ^ ^ la'Stcentury,didnotexceedman’sallottedspan,he gavemethe 

Xhe late Miss Clementina Black, in her charming group impression of living for aeons. And the reason, 1 think, was 
of portraits of -T/ze Linley $ of Bath (Secker), rightly posed that from a practical point of view he never bo^^an to be im- 
tbe ladies of that wonderful family in the foreground of the portant, he just saw visions, dreamed dreams” and by his 
picture. Professc^ Saintsbury, in his preface to the book, innate kindliness brought sparks of happiness to those who 
commends Miss Black for her discretion in narrating no understood him. Then,after America joined in the European 
rnore or Richard Brinsley Sheridan than suffices to make war, he became friends with the peace-party and saw one 
clear the relation of that celebrated Irishman to the Linleys; of his dreams come true. The forcible picture of America’s 
but m truth it is the discretion of an artist who under- methods of dealing with pacifists that Mr. Dell has drawn 
stands the value of selection and elimination. Sheridan will remain niched in my memory. So also will his portrait 
married “that most exquisite of creatures, Elizabeth Linley.” of the queer lovable Nathaniel, who is as unlike the orthodox 
Her younger sisWs, Mart, Maria and Jane, and her hero of modern fiction as it is possible to imagine, 
brothers Samuel, William and Ozias, were, like Elizabeth, ^ . 

-up m d 

stern, kindly and handsome ; their mothe^ it appears was (Mus^v) which Mr. Punch greatly regrets, 

something of a shrew. Whence were derived fee charm, K mSS'S ^ correspondent to 

the talent, the nobility, the wit of that particular genera^ following effusion 

*iion ? The family of Linley was of some antiquity and of “ *bis week says is surely mere fudge, 

••f'lS.iHipeccable respectability; but neither before nor since For he states that AfaHer did! marry the judge. 


S‘ flowered so superbly. With admirable art Miss 


Now of all the sad things which so cftexi we see 
Are the errors of this kind which ought not to be.^ 
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PMARIVARIA what some mea will do to avoid sand giant lizards living on Komodo 

CHAKIVAKIA. wearing out their boots* which are able to move at the rate of 

The coal strike is stated to have had thirty miles an hour and -pull down and 

the effect of reducing the’ number of The reduction of twopence a gallon devour a mountain pony. This decides 
pictures sent to the Academy this year, in the price of petrol means that motor- us not to go to Komodo. 

Even this, in our opinion, fails to vindi- ists will soon be able to do more pedes- 


cate Mr. A. 


Cook. 

sli ^ 


trians to the pound. 


There seems to be no truth in the In connection with the new wayside departments in which they are em- 
rumour that the weather forecast has motorists’ signs one enterprising local ployed. An expert collar-crinkler, for 
refused to broadcast in future owing to council has decided to add a line to instance, might lack the dash necessary 
a previous contract with Mr. Charles theirnewsign bearing the words,''Drive in the shirt-ripping room. 

Gulliver. ^ too fast and see our police-court.” ^ 


‘Laundry- workers, we read, need dif- 
ferent temperaments according to the 


Gulliver. 

Experiments in Sheffield are expected 

Mr. C.B. Cochran has been described TheLondon telegraph messenger who to result in the production of sheet- 
in the House of Lords as a British was last week mistaken for a burglar glass that will withstand the blows of a 
Baenum ; but it is only fair to point out has only himself to blame. He shouldn’t hammer. People living in houses made 
that the famous showman has never have broken into a run, of it will be able to throw stones with 


offered to exhibit any of their lordships. • 

So many reports have been received 
A Chicago man in London has been recently of birds having been killed by 
robbed of eighty pounds. 

That ought to make 

him feel quite at home. , r. J ' ' ' i 

It is proposed to form |i ' ' ] 

a football team com- 1 1 ; M I \ 

posed 'of M.P.’s. Adis- • ■ 1 I M ? f f 

miauccessful Lonaon ■ 




of it will be able to throw stones with 
impunity. ^ 

A robins’ nest built in a letter-box 
near Hitchin two weeks 
ago has not yet been 
^ / removed. No doubt 

H yy/ / , the wise birds labelled 

it “Urgent.” 

Chimpanzee fur can 
be made up like seal- 
skin. If this is possible 
^ can’t be so hard to 

\ make monk mink. 




The sentence of im- 
prisonment on a Ger- 
man Press photogra- 
pher in Genoa for be- “It’s all 
littling Italy ought to country, but v 

be a warning to foreign- : 

ers to be most careful to avoid any- 
thing that might be interpreted as 
belitaly, , 1 - 


y,- 


THE NEW OOUNTBY ZOO, 

*'It*S all very WELIi for you and me to bury ourselves in the 

COUNTRY, BUT WHAT ABOUT EtUEL? It WILL UTTERLY RUIN HER PROSFECTS.” 


An evening paper, 
referring to the Eeqis- 
trar-Genebal’s report, 
on vital statistics, 
draws attention to the 
rarity of 1926 babies. 
Those who possess 
specimens, however, 
should not be too san- 


conformation allows of an amicable par- 
tition. ^ * 


be a warning to foreign- ‘ : — Iguine of obtaining 

ers to be most careful to avoid any- golf-balls that the lark isn’t likely to fancy prices from collectors, 

thing that might be interpreted as leave his watery nest in future without ' 

belitaly. , 1 * a shrapnel helmet. A gossip writer mentions a circus 

* sword-swallower who has been ill owing 
The author of a book on dogs main- A Burnley "bootmaker has made a set to overwork. It is said that the doctors 

tains that the dachshund is really of of boots for an Alsatian with chilblains, have pub him on a light diet of used 

French origin. Fortunately in case of It seems as if Alsatians were beginning safety-razor blades, 

an international dispute the animal’s to suffer from cold feet. 

conformation allows of an amicable par- 'S./" Now that violets are being made into 

^ A picture painted in a quarter of an salads the time will come when a simple 

*** hour by a charwoman under psychic primrose by the river’s brim will look 

An evening paper thinks that men influence has been exhibited. In Chelsea like a good square meal, 
like Sir John Simon see no roseate it is regarded as hopeless to compete 

promise in a programme bf alternately with this sort of thing. What industry suffers from nowa- 

putting the Socialists in and throwing ^ays is that there are too many people 

them out again. It strikes us, however, An evening paper that published a pushing shares and not enough push- 
as pinkish. ^ photograph of an Eton boy playing the ing ploughshares. 

* bagpipes was evidently desirous of pay- 

Mr. Henry Ford is buying up all the ing out the piper. If dancing is the poetry of motion, 

old violins he can find. If ha would like ^ ^ ^ the Charleston is the Z«6rc. 

to make himself popular he might come The backs of ladies hats are in future — 

to Bn^^land and do the same with saxo- to be more decorative than the fronts. From a Parliamentry Eeporfc : — 

phon^. ,{5 Modern woman seems to know pretty “Amendment of Children Act,” 

^ well man’s position in the human race. ; ^ ^ i'aper. ^ 


If dancing is the poetry of motion, 
the Charleston is the vers litre. 


to make himself popular he might come 
to England and do the same with saxo- 
phones. , 1 c * 


A Canadian is walking from Dublin 
to Belfast on his hands. Ib is remark- 


be more decorative than the fronts. From a Parliamentry Eeporfc : — 
odern woman seems to know pretty “Amendment of Children Act,” 

3 ll man’s position in the human race. ; DaiZ?/ Paper. ^ 

' . This, in the opinion of many parents, is 

There are reported to be two thou- a piece of legislation much overdue. 





PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI [March 23, 1927. 


THE HOWIE BEAUTEOUS. 

No one can accuse me of being a re- 
i actionary; 1 .march with the times. 
My stiff white collars, those dear dis- 
comforts, now adorn the hairy neck of 
Mary Ann's friend in the milk trade ; I 
raise no word of protest at the shingling 
of a wife; I pad a heavyish Charles- 
ton ; but the Twentieth- Century House 
gets my goat. There is far too much 
of this brighter home business. 

On the threshold of marital bliss I 
graduated from an environment of 
horsehair and mahogany to one of pink 
cushions and fumed oak. So far so 
good. This was our own choice. ^ I 
had even been permitted to go with 
Agatha on home-building expeditions, 
being cast for the small bufc important 
rdle of “ Eaymond, her wealthy suitor.” 
It is what is called a walking-on part. 
I was not expected to say anything ; 
but there was some very tricky and 
effective business with fount-pen and 
cheque-book. 

Pleasant visions I had in those days — 
visions of a home that should mellow 
with us. I pictured the pristine varnish 
bearing the treasured marks of childish 
hooves. The handsome marble time- 
piece, presented by the Society of Allot- 
,menteers (as a token of their esteem), 
should continue, treasured though un- 
ticking, on our mantel down the 
! years. 

I Change without decay would appear 
to be our motto. The' order of the 
changes I never attempt to recall. We 
have suffered an epidemic of pastel 
shades; we have been 'self-coloured; 
we have been Arty. We have aped the 
furnishings of the Cavaliers, without, 
fortunately perhaps, adopting their 
ringlets and feathers. We have eaten 
the flesh of beasts from a refectory table 
on Pridays in Lent. 

There has been a yearly readjust- 
ment fist homage to Ideal Homes Exhi- 
bitions! ^ Wembley for two successive 
seasons spelled red revolution.' To me 
personally a furniture shop (emporium 
perhaps m^ets the case better) always 
spells that, whether it ^ornthe Totten- 
ham Qburt Eoad or is Hot-housed under 
Olympian glass. ’ A place, that is, where 
betrothed' couples go smirking^aud saner 
.jEoik renew their Jcitcheh linoleum. 

, of kitchens. , Ours is of the 

" labour- saving variety— now. , When 
Elizabeth, oiir first maid, was installed 
therein, it was a plain square sort; of 
place — a place, in fact, where one's | 
meals were prepared ; a place twinkling 
^ith copper and iron ; smelling pleas- > 
B^y.yp f yellow soap and gravy. We 
wonders since. Tiled like 


has been gone ages now. She was never 
really the same after her conflict with 
the electric potato-scraper. 

We have a garden. I like a garden. 
I love to plant a radish or two or train 
an errant pea in the way it should grow. 
My wife studies “To-day's Hint for the 
Garden ’* and “ Saturday in the Back- 
Yard.” They always stick them on the 
Women’s Page of our paper. Now^ I 
don't care what you say or who says it, 
one can't have a rockery, a sundial, 
goldfish and an Elizabethan garden all 
in a space measuring fifteen by seven 
yards. At least, not if one is to do 
justice to the garage and tennis-court. 

I own that I am an untidy fellow. I ’ ve 
been told so for so long that I 've almost 
got to believe it myself. You should 
see my room at home, though. It is 
of its kind perfection. There is my 
typewriter, -cosily draped in its baize. 
I have my filing cabinet, wherein (if you 
understand the darn things, which I 
don't) one can lay instant hand on my 
rejection slips from The Aberdeen Free 
Press for March, '24, or the diploma I 
gained for Blue Beveren Hens at Wool- 
wich last year. The electric-heater is 
flanked, on the right, by the shield of 
arms of a college I never attended ; to 
the left, by a design which my old regi- j 
ment would scorn to have described as j 
theirs. My pens, my blotting-paper,! 
my et-ceterasy are ranged in military 
lines and squares on the fair field of a 
e’ean desk. I do most of my work in 
the train; the office typist does the 
rest. 

I am on my guard. My stout British 
back is planted firmly against the wall 
of my Ideal Home. A revolving house 
has been invented, and erected at Nice 
of all places. The whole Press is full 
of its wonders. . In every room, they 
say, is a switch, by the manipulation of. 
which one can capture what little sun 
there is likely to be this summer — or 
spin madly on one’s own axis. 

I ’ll have none of it. My house re- 
mains, in so far as its positions are con- 
cerned, where it stands this day. My 
bathroom, for instance, faces due north. 
I prefer it so. Bathing is a sober opera- 
tion, not to be whistled over. I will 
not have the air of chastened gloom 
with which I enter my tub dissipated 
by rays of promiscuous’ sunshine be- 
cause Mary hxm wishes to shake the 
mats out of the drawing-room window. 
Neither will I be suddenly revolved in 
the midst of my fret-working merely 
because Agatha wishes to show a friend 
“how it works.” On occasion, the 
night Qf cur School dinner* perhaps, I 
have known the house to shimmer 
slightly, eve© tc wobble a trifle. ^ But 
a revolving..residen^ ! 'No, no, it is too 
.much. 


DEPARTMENTAL RHYMES. 

The Treasury. 

The Treasury of course contains 
The Chancellor’s ill-gotten gains, 

A golden harvest, I opine, 

Of which a grain or two were mine — 
Mere specks in that rapacious coffer, 
Though more than I would freely offer. 

The strong-room door is stoutly barred 
And stern officials stand on guard, 
Grim sentries, vigilant and keen, 

And natives all of Aberdeen, 

Defending with their well-known axes 
The garnered spoils of many taxes. 

The Admiralty's foremost Lord 
Is often not a little bored 
To note that, should he chance to stray 
Quite absentmindedly that way, 

They grasp their weapons as he comes, 
Testing the edges with their thumbs, 
And fix him with a hostile eye — 

He simply can't imagine why. 

These wardens of the revenue 
Have one impressive deed to do, 

A stately rite which they enhance 
With music, pomp and circumstance. 
While drums and brazen trumpets blend, 
Officials in procession wend 
Gravely towards the sacred vaults, 

And there the whole caboodle halts. 

Attendants open wide the door 
And, headed by the Ghancdlor, 

They pass within, whence soon, I 'm told, 
One hears the clink of solid gold.- 
Then forth they come with bulging sacks 
Of bullion balanced on their backs, 

All sealed and labelled, “ Urgent freights, 
Prepaid to the Qnited States.” 

Each man his burden bravely bears 
As slowly they remount the stairs, 
Then, as a solemn silence falls, 

The Last Post ” echoes through the 
halls. . 

It is the like of you and me 
That yearly fills the Treasury, 

And part of everything we pay 
Is sent to help the U.S.A., 

For, though we may be far from rich, 
In Penn, and Pa. and Mass, and Mich., 
The busy teeming thoroughfares 
Are thronged with hitogry millionaires 
Who cry aloud to us for bread, 

And must in charity be fed. 

I'm proud to think my mite is sent 
To temper their impoverishment. 

=========== 0. L. M. 

** Nothing in the twenty-six counties of 
Ireland is safe from the meddling of Mr. Cos- 
grave and his Cabinet. They remind one 
fequently of ‘Bottles’ babies,’ who were dis- 
covered with a watch sadly damaged because 
they wanted to find out ‘what made the 
wheels go round.’ ” — Irish Paper, 

Yet, strange to say, the Irish Ministry 
does nob seem to be much more papular 
with the poblicsms -than’ wife the rest 
of the papulatiob. 







MARS AND /ESCULAPIUS. 

Last week our barracks was the sub- 
ject of a lightning inspection by Some- 
body Very Senior. Usually there is a 
definite routine in all inspections, and 
we know what the result will be before- 
hand. If it is the Inspecting GeneraFs 
first year, the battalion is too filthy 
and awful for words ; if it is his second 
year, it is admitted that we are only 
just ordinarily dirty ; if it is his third 
year we show distinct signs of improve- 
ment; and if it is his fourth year we 
are all quite too lovely, and the General 
gets a K.O.B. and promotion elsewhere 
.for his efficiency, leaving us to become 
filthy and awful once more for the new 
General’s first inspection. 

But this, particular inspection, we 
learnt, only just the day before, was no 
ordinary one ; it was, in fact, a medical 
inspection. In other words the Some- 
body Very Senior was also Soipebody 
Very M^ical, who would wLit to 
see our food, water, sanitary audho^ital 
iarrangements,ratber thanrows<rf troops 
at the ^‘present.” 

' We had a busy day of preparation on 
/these new lines. Fatigue men were 
Jnbntically cleaning out choked gudlies; 
;short-tempered cooks were being urged 
% orderly sergeants to wash their 
hands ; fly-papers were hung up in every 
^^s^^room, and men with whitewash 
^^^i^yerywhere,^ for whitewash on 

it was discovered 


that, owing to our unit’s being parti- 
cularly healthy, there happened to be 
no sick men at all in our small barrack 
hospital. At a conference held in the 
Colonel’s office it was decided that we 
should get a very black mark indeed if 
we didn’t have a nice showing of men in 
little white cots. So the Colonel said, 
Let there be sick men,” and every- 
body gave orders to everyone else, with 
the result that four files of surprised 
privates were suddenly told on parade 
by a stolid orderly-sergeant: “From 
’ere to the left, four paces left close— 
march ! Go up to ’orspital and report 
sick.” 

There was a general impression left 
in the troops’ minds that the end of the 
world must be at hand if an orderly- 
sergeant could say things like that. 
For an orderly-sergeant’s usual conver- 
sation about sickness is confined to — 
“Now look here, me lad, don’t you try 
to work that one off on me I I knows 
quite well how you come over queer 
d’reckly you heard there was a rowt 
march. Well, I'm a doctor, too, I am, 
and 1 ses a nice walk in the country 

will do you a lot of good.” And 

so on till the invalid feels better. 

The only person who appeared un- 
affected by the general bustle in'barracks 
was the one person who ought to have 
been bouncing about like a parched 'pea' 
on^ a drum-, and that was the medical’ 
officer attached to us, one Captain 
Malinger, nota pleasant man. He had 
been talking largely for some weeks pre- 


viously about resigning his commission 
because the army wasn’t what he had 
been given to understand. He now said 
this inspection was a great nuisance 
and, if he found it interfered with his 
leisure, he would resign his commission 
the next day, and anyway he didn’t care 
a hang for Generals, not even medical 
ones. We thought privately that if 
that was the line Captain Malinger 
proposed to take during the inspection 
he would probably find that he had 
resigned his commission before it was 
even over. 

On the great day General Stethoscope 
arrived in force. He was very srxiall 
and very pompous, and we stood round 
and saluted him because he liked it. 
All, that is, except Captain Malinger, 
who sent down word from the hospital 
by an orderly that he had a difficult case 
on. The difficult case, we heard later, 
was Private Sling, Who, in view of the 
fact that he wanted to cycle ten miles 
that evening to see his best girl, was 
refusing to be considered sick and 
wanted to go out on parade, which last 
statement seemed to indicate to the 
doctor’s orderlies (who knew Private 
Sling) that he might be genuinely ill 
after all. 

The inspection began to pass off satis- 
factorily. Thanks to the presence in 
the codkhouse of three cooks simul- 
taneously washing their hands, and a 
large bottle of disinfectant with aper- 
fomted top (which we di^overed later 
was'tal^n fey one th^codfcs tc* 
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new kind of condiment), General Stetho- 
scope approved of our cooking arrange- ^ 

ments. Luckily he did not look in the - tj*, 

angle behind the door — a favourite re- M 

pository. As a matter of fact he would 

not have been able to, because the cook- | 

house orderly, who 'd been had before, ' I M a 

this time had fastened the door back 

with a wedge. ^ V ^ 

He then visited the men’s mess-rooms. 1 l! 'if! 

Here again he was pleased to see six fly- ! 'if f/M ! 'ill' 

swatters and ten fly-papers. There really 

were twelve fly-papers, but we feel posi- 9 hi fl|| ' 

live he didn’t see the other two, even ^ W ^ / 

though he took them away with him. 

inspection of drains we arrived evem ^ \ Sv ^ 

tually at the hospital Our part of the ^ ^ \\\ i 

show had gone off well and we were fy M 7 i i! if aJ jr tr ^ \ 

now all wondering exactly what would f fjf nt / 

In the hospital there were eight Mjmf ^ 

patients. The methodical orderly-ser- , rj jOTMffljnY 

geant, when detailing them that morn- S / // \ f Mralw/ ' i i 

ing, had allotted to each a definite fj/ J fnllBr^T ' H hK 

complaint and made them learn up the /m\i aJ^Pyllk /y /' lU 

his orders, because we felt sure that ^ '/V- vMl/ // Ihul lUC 'N 

Private Eifle’s “ Yes, Sir ; bad attack of 3} [ ifiX r ^ m M // /rif ill> ( 

leprosy, Sir,” was hardly a likely case ' fi/ V/ ' n/Jk/ Jlli \1 

andtook some explaining; whilePrivate ■Hh ^ 

Barrel, with nineteen years’ service, ' \i u//(f I 

could hardly have been suffering from /y/j ‘m '''fj iM Jy /// 

infantile paralysis. Private Sling was JA E f W/j f I If < > 

roped down to his bed and was called a ^ ll "/ I 

mental patient. In support of madness ^ ■KuH \a 

it was pointed out that he was still bab- inm 'wm \ 

bhng about wanting to go out and drill. aBlIllr wRIm \ 

GeneralStethoscope, however, seemed %^Wy MInfll ^ 

a little annoyed, and his annoyance was ^ j 

increased when Captain Malinger was 

not on view when he arrived. We x T1 

could see that the General was out to ^v''' 

find something wrong with the hospital ; ^ ^m\y " V* 

but for once the place was fairly / I ' 

clean, the hospital sergeant, an oppor- ^ 1 ' 

tunist, having made his eight patients . jf? 

clean most of it up before going to bed /b^7 

sick. j * / / 

At last the General perceived a piece ^ ^ 

of fluff under a remote cot. The great ' “ I say, what oj^ earth is that instrument you ’re playing ? ” 

moment had come. “Well, it ttor a ma.rf-organ, but a lorry’s bin oyer it.” 

** Is that a piece of fluff ? ” he began , -■ 

in an important voice. An obsequious kitten, who thought it was a game, ‘^Yes, Sir,” stammered the orderly 

orderly instantly dived under the bed, chivied the bit of fluff out into the trembling visibly, 

looked closely at it, came out again and centre of the room. Then he turned to “ What did he say, man ? ” 

reported with a salute that it was. the orderly: — The orderly merely trembled a bit 

This rather shook the General, who “ Go on and tell Captain Malinger more and made no I’enlv. 

Q /I "Ki a w\c.rt4' AM AWT AM AL A i. 1 C(A._AI_ •_ • .. nr-TTi ■ ^ A. . . - ^ • 




rar 




“I SAY, WHAT ON EARTH IS THAT INSTRUMENT YOU’RE PLAYING?” 

“Well, it ttoe a marf-organ, but a lorry’s bin oyer it.” 


reported with a salute that it was. 

This rather shook the General, who 
had nob expected that kind of answer. 


-d nob expected that kind of answer, that General Stethoscope is sweeping “ What did Captain Malinger say 
“ Shall I sweep it up, Sir ? ” continued out his hospital for him,” he said cut- when you told him General Stethoscope 


was sweeping out his hospital ? ” wrath- 


The scared orderly shot off and re- fully thundered the Great Man. 
irned later even more scared and still “ Please, Sir,” faltered the orderly, 

A/rAiiM.^A™ itiua r\ i -l. . r i i • t 


the orderly efificiently. tingly. was sweeping out his hospital ? ” wrath- 

‘*.No, boomed the General, and added: The scared orderly shot off and re- fully thundered the Great Man. 

“ Give m& a broom !'” turned later even more scared and still “ Please, Sir,” faltered the orderly. 

Everybody fell over everyone else to without Malinger. The General, who “ he said, ‘ Let him carry on. I expect 

produce a broom for him. It was rather had by then got the fluff and the kitten it needed it.’ ” 

like handing a performer something on somewhere near the door, was overcome We • were quite right. Captain 

with astonishment. Malinger did resign his commission 

The General took the broom and, ' “ Did you give him my message ?” he that night. But at least he made a 
somewhat hampered by the hospital asked." good exit. A. A. 


We were quite right. Captain 
Malinger did resign his commission 
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TLL TELL THE WORLD. 

VIIL — England: The End. 
Eain would we pass on from our brief 
sketch of England’s history 
and archaeology, her place 
among the peoples, her cities, 
industries and manufactures, 
to discuss in detail those as- 
pects of her complicated exist- 
ence which have hitherto 
eluded our pen, as for instance 
her art, manners, customs, 
literature, politics, religion, 
cookery, morals, agriculture, 
housing, haberdashery and 
hygiene. Time presses, how- 
ever, and these alluring sub- 
jects must, alas ! be set aside. 

Nor is it possible to deal as 
we should like to deal with 
the music of England, her 
manufacturing combines, her 
ancient societies, her gold stan- 
dard and her sinking fund. 

Let it be remembered that these are 
all of them topics which in conversa- 
tion foreigners will do well to avoid. 
To put to acquaintances at the 
club, or to a hostess at luncheon, 
such queries as — 

“ What do you consider to 
be the cultural reactions of 
contemporary art upon the 
national life of England to- 
day?” or, *fln what relation 
do the societies or institutes 
governing the various profes- 
sions in England stand to- 
wards persons practising those 
professions ? ” 

is but to invite a well-merited 
rebuke. The sad case of the 
foreigner who in an after-dinner 
speech assumed that the Ancient 
Order of Buffaloes was affiliated 
to the Frozen Meat Federation 
will not readily be forgotten; 

Nor is English etiquette easy. 

Pew but natives know that the 
younger sons of knights should 
precede at the dinner-table, and 
even on lesser ceremonial occa- 
sions, doctors in medicine, doctors 
in divinity and doctors in law. 

Conversation flows most easily 
in England on the flight of birds, 
the form of horses and the time- 
tables of trains, all of which 
should be learnt carefully by the 
visitor if be wishes to charm and 


The Climate op England. 

Her climate has been called cold, and 
it is true that she abounds in place- 



Ameeican visitor rebuked by English hostess for im- 
pertinent INQUIRY ABOUT CONTEMPORARY ENGLISH ART. 

names such as Cold Higham, Chillingly 
and Frostwick, whereas no villages ap- 
pear to bear contradictory names like 


Let us turn then to consider 
finally what advantages England, 
^eing such as she is and has been, 
as a place of temporary so- 
j^6 the foreign tourist, be he 





Trying to alt^r the English weather! 

^AROMETER-PUNCHING AT BREAKFAST-TIME - 


Hot Aston, W^arm Barnet and Boiling 
Sudbury, But if England is cold she 
has fires on her hearths, which are un- 
known in other lands; and fires can 
be regulated by any man of 
strong purpose and unflagging 
energy by moans of a poker 
and bellows, whereas central- 
heating is in most cases inex- 
orable and the sufferer must 
faint or freeze. 

It is said that in England 
there is rain. But the advan- 
tages of rain are far more con- 
spicuous than its defects. To 
^ begin wdth, it renders the land- 

scapes of England green, where- 
as the landscapes of other coun- 
tries are grey, purple, white, 
yellow, pink or brown, colours 
fatiguing to the optic nerve, 
and producing in the inhabi- 
tants hysteria, political revo- 
lution, and sometimes penury 
and despair. How many a 
traveller, wearied by hundreds of miles 
of waving corn, of burning desert or un- 
pitying snow, tired of rose-colouredrocks 
and parched vegetation, hasnot re- 
joiced as his train puffed through 
England to behold so many acres 
under grass, turnips, potatoes, 
and golf. This green is alluded 
to by Shakesheabe’s John of 
Gauntf is caused by England’s 
rain, and endures throughout her 
spring and summer, until the rise 
of her autumnal mists, to emerge 
again as gloriously as ever in 
April at the end of her winter fog. 

It has been pointed out that if 
there were higher mountains and 
more snow in England it would 
be easier to ski there, but it is 
equally true to say that if there 
were mlore grass and mahgel- 
wurzels in Switzerland it would 
be a better place for feeding 
sheep. It is to the rainfall of Eng- 
land, moreover, that she owes 
perhaps the two most famous in- 
stitutions of her country-life — the 
barometer and the rain-gauge. 

The English Home. 

It is the ambition of every 
Englishman toiling in the smoke 
of her manufacturing cities to 
retire at last to the country and 
have a barometer and rain-gauge 
of his own. They are the house- 
hold gods, to which an elaborate 
ritual is due. Each member of 
the family, on coming down to 
breakfast, taps the barometer 
long and hard in the hope of 
altering the English weather and 
making it a little more dry ; and 
each, on passing to the sideboard, 
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■where the porridge, buttered eggs, kid- mists, hillsides and curling roads, is 

neys, bacon, etc., repose, looks out of full of unexpectedness, SO that the KORE JACKDAW IN GEORGIA, 

the window, comments on the wind motorist never knows whether round Man’s Song: Tnt Dansaxt, 

and the condition of the sky, and an- the next corner he will come upon a (^After Mr» Edwabd Shanks) 

nounces the result of his or her tappings cathedral city or a flock of sheep, or both. No more upon my chest recline thee, 
for the benefit of the rest And this For the visitor ^ho has but little The fates to other arms assign thee, 
although considerable State orgamsa- time to spend on his sight-seeing Eng- My steps thou knowst too ■well, too 
tion exists for the purpose of tapping land again is the ideal resort, the mini- well; 

barometers and communicating the mum times for visiting her chief towns Brush with thy hair no more my chin 
results to the daily Press. oornparing very favourably with France, Bedewing scent upon my skin— 

The present writer well remembers Italy, Belgium and Spain, as the follow- I do not like the smell 
payinga visit to a country house during ing brief table will show: — 

a period when the barometer happened * rnnimmn Time. what strange dance, m what strange 


to be passing from change to paie. 
Host, hostess, sons, daughters, guests, 
all tapped the instrument one after 
another in turn before entering the 
breakfast-room, and announced joyfully, 
The barometer’s going up 1 ” until at 


Venice . 
Bath 
' Bruges . 
Halifax . 
Granada 
York . 


Minimtmi Time. 
. 1 day. • 

. 2 hour.?. 

. 5 hours.' 

. 15 minutes. 
. 3 hours. 

. lunch. 


play 

Moved we to such an end so grey 
On gusts of negroid song ? 

I do not know ; 1 thought I knew 
That partners could be fair and true ; 
I fancy I was wrong. 


last the youngest son came down and Nor is there need for any of that rapid Where has the charm departed ? Where 
struck it more violently than ever. The trotting motion usually employed in the In all thy vain coquettish air ^ 
fastening by this time , ■ „ Is that ’which made ' 

had grown somewhat $ 11 1 ll HI H me mad? 


loose, and there was a 
loud crash in the hall. 
Alas! the barometer had 
gone down. 

The worship of the 
rain - gauge follows a 
different procedure. In 
dealing with the rain- 
gauge it is the tradition 
in England not to desire 
less rain, but more, in 
the hope of establishing 
, a local or even a per- 
sonal record ; and keen 
indeed is the competi- 
tion amongst neigh- 
bours as to who shall 
have the largest deci- 
mal to report, after the 
morning visit has been 





- 






Labelling luggage in the vestibule of a London hotel. 


Is that which made 
me mad ? 

Was it my fancy? Did 
I see 

Tliat *4izard” leer above 
his tea 

While you admired 
the cad ? 

No more with treacher- 
ous arms entwine 
thee, ' 

Seek no mbre that my 
heart repine thee, 

Forget the steps thou 
hast known so well ; 

Too soon' thou *lt ' find 
him hard to please. 

Too soon thou It wince 
with Charleston 
knees 

While outraged an- 

well. W. K. S. 


paid to the lawn. The rock garden^ the picture-galleries of famous Continental kies ache and swell. W. K. S. 

herbaceous border, the bird bath and bird towns. 

table all claim their share of attention, But lastly and most conclusively the Good Fishine 

but the undercurrent .of excitement foreigner who comes to England and ;i i 

noticeable in every member of tbeyarty makes a short, stay in Londpn need fora°crew]'LStthreecffin&^ 


is due to the possibility of ddeating tho travel nowhere else, not even in Eng- Sunday Paper,, 

rain-gauge next-door. Sometimes a land itself, . The arts, industries, mer- . — ^ ^ 

field-mouse - will have- crept into the chandise and meals of the whole world ‘‘As lie was a close student of forestry, it is 
rain-gauge and committed suicide there, are there made ready for him to enjoy, ko would also have an inclination to 

causing the utmost anxiety and alarm, and, in cases where they are manufac- ^ ® ronomy Paper, 

■ The S 0 E.NkRY of England. re verse of fztczis a hicendo. 

Next to the greenness of the English wealth of the East, the fruits of Empire **The old ranch, house was burned down 
landscape must be mentioned its attrac- are poured at his feet. For a reason- fifteen years ago, and she built a new residence 
tive shape. Villages and small towns able sum he can bask in artificial sun- ^ £70,000,000. It is described as 

in .England nestle in the hollows of light under, far more comfortable condi- ^ko finest farmhouse in America.” 
hills, or lie concealed at the bottom of tions than Egypt supplies. Elsewhere a ;i a » 1 . 4.1 n 

wooded vales. Elsewhere the scenery he can tumble on artificial ice. He s why they all ran after the 

is for the most part either absolutely can walk through Soho, Whitechapel ® • 

horizontal or absolutely perpendicular, and Li mehouse, thus surveying man- . “Hadeon Hall 'Ready 

the towhs being either so high up that kind from China to Pehn, and before dueb or EniLANn to entxe next month. 
they can only be reached with the aid leavmg he can buy from a shop in the The Duke of Portland wiU next month take 
01 mules, or in the middle of such in- Strand specially prepared and printed up residence at Haddon Hall, the famous home 
terminable plains that the traveller has labels decorated with the names and of Dorothy Paper. > 

gqt tired of looking at them before he pictures pf the principal European We trust their Graces will hit it off 
arrives. England, thanks to hedges, hotels. Evoe. together. 


“Hadeon Hall 'Ready 
Duke of Rutland to enter next month. 
The Duke of Portland will next month take 
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BOGUS. 

I SIT upon a bogus Empire chair; 

My Tudor table is a modern fake ; 

" And from a dish of bogus Dresden ware 
I help myself to bogus British steak ; 

The portraits on my walls (from Wardour Street) 

Are someone else's ancestors, not mine, 

And even the very teeth with which I eat 
Can hardly be desorbed as gen-u-f^ze. 

My precious Persian rugs are bogus, 

My ancient Toby jugs are bogus, 

And my quaint Apostle spoons, and my ebony spittoons 
(Prom the distant Oameroons) are bogus. 

My Cheddar came from Texas or Montana ; 

No Bolshevik prepared my caviare ; 

No picturesque mulatto in Havana 
Boiled the tobacco-leaf for my cigar ; 

I wonder where my ham originated ! 

I *ve doubts about my coffee and my cream ; 

As for my claret, it must be located 
Among the things “that are not what they seem.” 
My wife's Venetian lace is bogus, 

And the colour on her face is bogus, 

And my mediaeval scrolls, and my priceless China bowls, 
And my yet more priceless coals, are bogus. 

The massive chain that spans the undulation 
Around the region where my bosom widens, 
Likewise my watch, aren’t gold, but imitation — _ 
What slangy people would describe as “snide *uns.^' 
How ramified^ the art of counterfeit is ! 

The town is full of bogus auctioneers ; 

We've bogus statesmen signing bogus treaties, 

And bogus brewers brewing bogus beers. 

Yes, the liquor in the pubs is bogus. 

And quite a lot of clubs are bogus, 

And thousands of trustees, poets, pearls and pedigrees, 
Baronets and sausag^^c^ are bogus. 

The confidence of company-promoters, 

And pills to mitigate our human lot, 

And politicians’ promises to voters, 

Which may be kept, and then again may not ; 

And talk about ''class-conscious proletarians," 

And circulars imploring us to pay 
Por adding to the comfort of barbarians 
In places twenty thousand rqiles away — 

Most of these, it 'e evident, are bogus, 

Some fif by-five per cent, are bogus. 

But, alas 1' the things one hates and abhors and exe- 
crates, 

Such as taxes, bills and rates, aren't bogus ! 


PACKING, 

“ Have you done your packing ? " 

^ “ Well, 1 can’t say I *ve exactly done it. No, I can’t say 
that; but I 've been thinkifig it over." 

“ Have you asked them to get out your bags ? " 

“No j I prefer to do that myself. They wouldn’t know 
which pairs I wanted to take." 
r* “ I mean your kit-bag and suit-cases." 

“ Oh I those bags. I have been thinking over that question. 
Has it ever struSs: you that the day of the gladstone-bag is 
^itir ely over? 'Yet. we used to think they were very neat 
for tbeold'-fasbioned oarpet-bag, I don't suppose 
ome now if ybu tried ; but there is a gmat’ 


“You don’t want to say ib all now, do you? It is time 
for action, not talk." 

“ I am not one of those who w'ould rush blindly at such 
an action as packing. Without a careful scheme well laid 
down beforehand one might get into all sorts of trouble. 
Did I ever tell you how I once found myself at North Berwick 
with four stockings, none of which paired with another? " 

“ I have always liked that story, but do keep it for a 
winter evening when you will have more time for it. You 
will never get finished if you don't go up and begin.” 

“Of course you can’t finish anything unless you begin it. 
A platitude of that sort doesn't put much heart into me for 
what I have to go through. I suppose you are still set 
upon that early start ? " 

“Oh, yes. The taxi’s ordered, and I’ve finished my 
own packing long ago. Do go and get yours done." 

“ I will. Your example inspires me. But of course it is 
different for a woman. She likes packing." 

“ She does not like packing J but if she is worth anything 
she does what she has to do and gets it over." 

“ And it does her infinite credit. I have always said that 
in her own sphere a woman has more courage than a man. 
And even sometimes in his sphere. Look at Joan op Aec." 

“ I am looking at the clock. Do you want to stay up half 
the night ? " 

“No, I can't say I want that. The night is not the 
time to tackle the question of packing. One ought to come 
fresh to it, with brain alerb and bodily powers tuned to the 
proper pitch. And at night how can one be sure of not 
packing something that one will want in the morning ? In 
those old days, before I said *I will’ at the altar — and 
meant it, mind you — when I lived free from care in my 
father's house and had a servant to do my packing for me, 
he once packed my bedroom slippers the night before I 
was going to make one of those early starts to which you 
still unaccountably cling. To make a long story short " 

“Yes, please do." 

“ I had to go to the bathroom with bare feet. I trod 
upon a tack." 

“I thought it was only a collar-stud." 

“ Only a collar-stud ! Have you ever trod on a collar- 
stud with a bare foot ? I w^as softening down the story 
for you. But whatever it was I have always insisted upon 
doing my own packing since." 

“ You haven't insisted veiy hard. I suppose it all means 
that- you want me to come up and do it for you." 

“You entirely misunderstand me. But 1 confess that I 
should like support. Failing a later start to-morrow, which 
I should much prefer, I shall get through the work better if 
you will come and sit on a chair w^hile I do it.” 

“Wouldn’t you rather sit oif the chair yourself while I 
do it?" 

“That is not a bad suggestion, but it comes new to me, 
and wants . thinking over. How could I be sure that 
you wouldn't pack something I shall want for to-morrow 
morning ? " 

“Why, by seeing what I do pack." 

“That would certainly be a safeguard. I have always 
said that a woman's brain moves more quickly than a 
man's." 

“ So do her hands." 

“I am inclined to agree with you, on the general prin- 
ciple. But I should not wish to give you all the work, of 
brains and hands too. Let us make a compromise. I will 
sit on the chair and decide what things are to go in and 
what are to be left out, and you will act upon my decision." 

“I thought it would come to that, so I saved time by doing 
your packing for you this afternoon, when I had finished my 
own. You can go on talking now if you Ike." , A^ M. 
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“ But, Bobby, why did you do it, when Nannie and Mummy and Daddy add told you you mustn’t v ” 
Bobby, ** Because when I mustn’t I just MUST” 


THE TREMENDOUS TRIPLETS. 

[Insjpired by the familiar triple Parlia- 
mentary alliance of Mr, Geobge Lans- 
EUBT, Mr, Ebnest Tsubtle {Mr, 
Lansbuby's soU’in-laio) and Mr, 
Jobe Scubb,] 

0 FAIR is the Kremlin at Moscow, 
With domes and with golden-toned 
bells ; 

But fairer I ween is Poplosco 
Where Gospodin Lansbuby dwells. 

O sweet is the voice of the turtle, 

But sweeter by far to Shoreditch 

Is the voice of the valorous Thurtub, 
A voic3 of mellifluous pitch. 


As the steed of the chaser of steeples 
Eesponds to the touch of the spur, 
So the heart of the thoroughbred 
people *s 

Inspired by the slogan of Scurr. 

As a herd of gorillas by hooting 
Enraptures the cpasfcs of Lake Chad, 
So Lansbury's nightingale fluting 
Exhilarates Poplarigrad. 

0 worthy of garlands of myrtle, , 

O worthy of honour and awe, 

Is the grand and implacable Thurtue, 
The pride of his father-in-law. 

0 great and supremely tremendous 
Is the chariot race in Ben llur, 


But even more starkly stupendous 
I reckon the onslaught of Sourr. 

Cbobus, 

For you the fountains spittle 
With nectar and with myrrh ; 
For you the rockets hurtle, 

For you the lions p>wr ; 

Good Lansbuby, strong Tbubtle 
And adamantine Scubb, 

Another Impending Apology. 

A Church Service announcement : — 
** Subjec^Sunday next at 6 d.m. — 

< Pearls before Swine.* 

We should like to see yoit there.” 

Local Baper, 
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nc Tuc: rkRor'MDc: comiums of the great. The terms on reason he fought a bitter fight with his 

LIVEo OF THE OBSCURE. which he sold his work, though strange, employers for a remuneration which 
{We have noticed loitkimin the snobbish were specially adapted to the circum- should consist of a lump sum, plus an 
practice of other journalSj which stances of the trade. It was necessarily annual payment or royalty for every 
confine their obituary notices to the a part of his contracts that the^notices’* year of actual life, JBut this was against 
wealthy and distinguished. In future should be kept always up to date, since the custom of the trade and he never 
ice shall devote lohat^ space toe can to great men expect that their records shall had his way. Moreover he was seldom 
the life-stories of citizens who were be promptly and completely published paid till the date of publication, so that, 
not less worthy because they were onthemorningafter their demise. But in a sense, every live celebrity was in 
unhiown,) in the case of a personage who wins his debt. 

We regret to announce the death of fame in his youth or in the prime of Apart from the money, however, there 
Mr. Josias Puddle, of 3, The Elms, life, the labour of keeping pace with his is no doubt that the continual labour of 
Sydenham, who on the fourteenth of achievements is obviously prolonged adding to his biographies the last play 
this month forgot that the Hay market and arduous, while those who by some or novel, speech, child or Act of Parlia- 
was a one-way-street. Born of humble accident become distinguished in their ment for which his subjects had been 
parents at Liverpool in the year 1882, later years and perish soon afterwards responsible became tedious in the end. 
Josias Puddle was educated at Bootle present an easy problem to the obituary We may imagine him wearily pulling 
Grammar School for two years, after writer. Thus Mr. Puddle was known from their pigeon-holes the well-thumbed 

which he was expelled. In 1897 he to regard with something like aversion history of Mr. or Mrs. and 

came to London with half-a-crown in such men as Mr. Winston CHURCHiLti almost savagely " adding a peerage, a 
his pocket, which was volume of poems or the 

more than he had in it S • .''.I ‘1 ^ V unexpected birth of 


more than he had in it 
when he died. His 
estate is valued at Is. 6d. 
net personalty, with lia- 
bilities of £356 10s. Id. 
He leaves a widow and 
nine children ; indeed 
he left them three years 
ago. 

In some sense it may 
! be said that the late 
Mr. Puddle was a man 
of thwarjbed ambitions. 
Prom, his earliest youth 
he had literary leanings, 
but, as he used to. say in 
jocular moments, these 
leanings were only the 
prelude to collapse. Dur- 
ing his first years in 
the Metropolis he wrote 
thirty-seven plays, 
twenty-four of which 
-were in blank verse, but 
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A WASTED AFTERNOON. 

Wife . “Well, did you enjoy the eootball-match: ? ” 

Community Songster. “Not much — couldn't bee tHe blinkin’ conductor.’ 


volume of poems or the 
unexpected birth of 
twins. All things con- 
sidered, it is not sur- 
prising that, far from 
loving his subject, like 
the majority of writers, 
he had a positive dislike 
for distinguished men, 
particularly those of ad- 
vanced years, and when 
the n ation was in mourn- 
ing for some antique 
pillar of the state un- 
timely shaken from his 
place, Mr. Puddle alone 
was cheerful. Indeed 
his satisfaction on these 
occasions was^ almost 
indecent, and on the 
death of the late Lord 

, who^had irritated 

him beyond endurance 
by clinging to life till 
the age of ninety-one, 


it is not on record that any one of or Sir Alan Cobham, who combine with he scandalised his friends by giving a 
these was even read by a London man- an apparently inexhaustible vitality a little dinner-party, at which he ate and 
ager ; and in later yea^s he used to com- habit of perpetual achievement ; while drank to excess and constantly ex- 
plain that throughout his life the London he had an undying affection for certain claimed, ** Thank Heaven, I*ve done 
stage had been morbidly obsessed with public figures who became public during with old Boggol” or, ‘‘Boggo^s paid 
the work of aliens. Meanwhile, through the later stages of the Great War, re- up at lastl" Yet these occasions 
family influence, he obtained a minor tired immediately, and were never heard proved stimulating, and he would turn 
position on The Glass Bottle Gazette^ a of again. To meet this difficulty he was with a new zest to the chronicling of 
trade journal, which is printed monthly paid for his notices on a sliding-scale, ^me younger celebrity, 
on both sides of the page. The work based upon the expectation of life of He was a great worker, and every 
was not exacting, and in his spare each individual, so that for an elder day would kill his man before lunch.’ 
moments, which were numerous, he statesman he would receive the figure a?, The mornings he devoted to what he 
gradually developed the curious talent but for a young novelist x plus 40. called “ virgin deaths,'" and the affeer- 
which was to provide his principal Thechanceso£lifebeingiacalculable, noonstothehateMbusinessof‘'brin"- 
oc^pation and livelihood for the future, however, he was constantly defrauded ing up to date,"’ calling in succession at 
For us at the present moment that by elder statesmen ®und venerable men the various newspaper offices where his 
occupation has a melancholy and pecu- of letters who thoughtlessly continued work was pigeon-holed. Not surpris- 
lar interest, for Mr. Puddle was a pro- not only to exist but to engage in note- ingly, perhaps, he acquired an uncanny 
Sessional writer of obituary notices. By worthy activities for a period much capacity for picking out from the 
what accident or design this apti:^ude longer than the estimate upon Which obscure of to-day the famous of to- 
discovered is not known, but it is his remuneration had^ been based; and morrow, and many a young man of his 
^^n that to Josias Puddle the four he would quaintly complain that for the acquaintance was encouraged to greater 
j T twenty years, he had been writing efforts in bis profession by Ifee 'know^ 

tor, their last eu- up Mr. ^Q-and-Safor nothing. Ear this Ledge that ;to.wPtrfdla .was ,^h©ady 


engaged upon his obituary notice. He 
seldom wasted shot upon a 'person 
whose death was not in the end deemed 
worthy of protracted mention in the 
leading dailies, and when he did pick a 
loser his indignation knew no bounds. 
He brooded for months over the case 
of poor , whose end was so shame- 

ful that no paper would print the 
brilliant record of his beginning, though 
Mr. Puddle had lavished upon it his 
most generous prose. 

The indignation had the strange re- 
sult that at his club (The Dionysians) he 
was something of a moral influence ; 
for if any young man of promise who 
had been chosen as the subject of a 
notice showed signs of belying that 
promise through idleness or excess, Mr. 
Puddle would take him aside and, ex- 
plaining the circumstances, earnestly 
request him to do better, since it was 
unfair to expect him to expend good 
prose upon a wastrel; though, if the 
young man's conduct was of a merely 
foolhardy or adventurous character, 
such as might lead to a sudden but not 
disgraceful end, Mr. Puddle would raise 
no opposition. He did not mind what 
his friends did, he would say, as long 
as it was “news." 

Yet, though he had a wide acquaint- 
ance and was a good club-man, he was 
never very popular, at the club or else- 
where. Those who knew that he was 
not writing about them 'were offefided, 
and those who knew’ that he was were 


> disturbed by his presence. He was a 
continual reminder of mortality at the 
table, and men of note were seldom 
I comfortable at a meal with him, for 
they felt, and rightly, that he was esti- 
mating, and not with too good will, 
their chances of life ; and this impres- 
sion was not diminished by his tiresome 
habit of talking “shop." He would 
relate at luncheon, for example, that 
So-and-so had yesterday released him 
from considerable labour by standing 
in front of an omnibus, or with the 
careless enthusiasm of an artist would 
recite the post-mortem panegyric which 
he had that morning composed on a 
mutual friend who was at that moment 
eating oysters in the same room. These 
utterances added little to the general 
happiness. ^ Meeting his childlike gaxe 
his companions felt that ho was secretly 
computing their bodily weaknesses ' as 
an undertaker or a doctor might. A 
well-known wit who found himself by 
accident at his table said that it gave 
I him the sensation of lunching in the 
next world. 

And now the last “notice " is penned, 
and he who for so long was the loyal 
historian of others is named in public 
for the first time. It is curious that a 
man of his regular professional habits and 
somewhat morbid inclinations should 
never have written, or at least com- 
pleted, his own obituary notice. There 
was‘ found among his papers a sheet of 
foolscap which, scribbled with pencil-’ 


notes, may well have been intended 
as the foundation of this xhelancholy 
rnonument. “Ah artist to his finger- 
tips . .' . genius unrecognised . . , 
master of prose . . . dramatic power ..." 
Such are a few of the notes, and per- 
haps he was here constructing in his 
own behalf one of those enthusiastic , 
tributes which he bestowed so generously 
on others. One thing is certain that, 
to whatever bourne that gentle spirit 
has flown, if flattery there has half the 
force that it exercises in this world, he 
has been well received. A. P. H. 


Strange Missionaiy Enterprise. 

“He and his wife undertook a new service 
py opening a Piends’ centre,in a thickly-popu- 
lated part of the city.” — J-^rovincial Pct]p0r, 

From a feuilleton : — 

“Madame swept the room with her 

velvet-black eyes ”---Plvening Paper, 

A useful accomplishment for the spring- 
cleaning season, 

“ won the weather- weight champion- 

ship of Wales on Monday last.” — Daily Paper: 

The holder of this title would, we sup- 
pose, be quite prepared to box the com- 
pass. — ^ 

“It grieves us to see Indian youths wasting 
thernselves away in effeminate foppery and 
almost bacchanalian lotos-eating.” 

' East African Paper, 

Ordinary lotos-eating is demoralising 
enough. 





A CHEWING-GUM STORY. 

THOuaH every thoughtful mau agrees 
That one good way to clean with ease 
Your teeth and their interstices* 

Is by consistent chewing, 

'Twill harm you not to muse upon 
This history^of Little John, 

And mark how chewing led him on 
And on to his undoing. 

When first he joined the chewing corps 
The ymra of John were only four, 

Or possibly a trifle more, 

To be precisely truthful, 

And. there can be but slight excuse 
I Por parents who would introduce 
'The chewing-gum-tree's tempting juice 
To one so very youthful* 

For lo ! without an interlude ^ 

Through all the years that next ensued 
' Young Johnny chewed and chewed and 
chewed 

With sedulous devotion ; 

And up and down would go his jaws, 
And^round and round without a pause, 
In'flat defiance of the laws 
.gainst perpetual motion.^ 

I^hen one recalls what people say • 
that dripping wears aWa5% 
How each washing-day 


'Tis hardly to be wondered at, 

As Johnny went on chewing, that 
He gradually hovelled flat 
His whole supply of molars. 

No sooner had they sunk from sight 
Than his bicuspids, left and right, 
Were called upon to do their bite, 

And did it for a little ; 

But as bicuspids are not meant 
To grind away to that extent 
They very naturally went 
And crumbled, being brittle. 

In vain his Brother shrieked, My son. 
What have you been .and gone and 
done ? ” 

He wore the rest out one by one, • 
Till at the age of twenty, 

Whene'e^' his mouth was opened wide, 
As when he yawned at eventide, 

You saw no teeth at all inside. 

Instead of seeing plenty. 


An. Injustice to Irishwomen. 

'‘It is aimounoed in the ‘Dublin Gazetfee’ 
that the Civil Service Commissioners confine 
to male candidates an open competition exam- 
ination for appointments as boy messengers in 
the Department of Posts and Telegraphs to be 
held in June, 1927.”— Paper, 

Chorus of female aspirant^ : ** If we had 
known they were going to be so mean 
we wouldn't have bobbed our hair." 


THE THERMOMETER. 

Babette came into the room where 
I sat — er — working by the fire, carrying 
a small parcel which I thought, hope- 
fully, looked as if it might be a new 
fountain-pen for me. 

“ With all this influenza about," she 
said, ‘‘ no household should be without 
one. 

Who says so ? " I asked. 

^^Woots the chemist," she replied, 
**so I've bought one;" and she un- 
wrapped a clinical thermometer, 

I said nothing about my disappoint- 
ment, : but went quietly on with my 
book. 

Don’t you feel just a tiny bit ill ? ’’ 
Babette asked wistfully, fingering her 
new purchase. Wouldn’t you like me 
to take your temperature? You look 
a wee bit red. And it 's only a thirty- 
second one — such a very little one." 

“ Oh, all right," I said, wishing to 
humour her. 

She put the thing carefully between 
my tongue and front teeth, and I went 
on with my book. I scarcely noticed 
when she took it away, having got to 
where the heroine — 1 mean being so 
engrossed in my work, until she uttered 
a shrill cry of horror mingled with 
satisfaction. 
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“ I thought so/' she said. “ You see 
I was right. You 're 103*6 degrees.” 

“Impossible,” I said, feeling myself 
grow pale. “ Let me look.” It was 
but too true. I must have the pre- 
valent disease. 

“ Is it dangerous ? ” I asked. 

‘‘Not very,” she replied, “I don't 
think we need call the doctor in yet. I 
have a very good book on Home Nurs- 
ing and a perfectly lovely V.A.D. 
apron.” 

Although it was only 4 p.m. she made 
me go to bed, and only allowed me to 
drink one cup of weak tea. I had to 
dine off a bowl of beastly bread-and- 
milk, and I should have been awake 
half the night with hunger had I not 
fortunately remembered that hot whisky 
and water with a little lemon and sugar 
added, taken the last thing at night, is 
the best of all cures for a cold. 

The next morning I felt decidedly 
better, but I was not allowed to get up 
until my temperature had been taken. 
It was considerably below normal — 
about 95 degrees. 

“You had better have breakfast in 
bed,” said my wife, “and then you can 
get up and sit quietly by the fire.” 

While I was finishing my breakfast 
Babette came and sat by my bedside 
with the morning paper, which she 
never fails to read. ‘ 

“Hadn’t you better take your tem- 
perature ? ” I said spitefully, thinking 
of that bread-and-milk. “ You ’re look- 
ing rather queei*.” 

“ That’s probably due to my anxiety 
about you, darling,” she replied meekly. 
“But I will do just what you wish.” 
So she put the thermometer in her 
mouth and went on with the paper 
while the mechanism did its deadly 
work. 

She was 102 degrees. 

We exchanged r6les, and I donned, 
metaphorically, the V.A.D. apron. 

By lunch -time Babette was below 
normal, so she got up again and insisted 
on eating a good meal, though I was 
sure it was dangerous. 

At 6.30 p.M. we were both well over 
103 degrees. Mary Ann brought us 
our bread-and-milk in bed, and later on 
my whisky. 

The next morning I insisted on getting 
up before taking my temperature, which 
I did while going through my letters. 
Babette took hers while she was still in 
bed. She was 94 degrees and I was 
103*5 degrees. 

1 1 was frankly bewildering. Babette 
thought of taking our pulses but couldn’t 
remember whether you said ninety-nine 
or counted it. We got out the book on 
Home Nursing and looked it through 
from cover to cover, but we couldn’t 
find any disease which had quite such 


’fluctuating temperatures as ours and 
no other symptoms. 

We had almost decided to send for 
the doctor —only it seemed such a waste 
of money when we both felt so well — 
when suddenly a thought struck me. 
,I remembered that it was always the 
recumbent patient who was below nor- 
mal, and the one who was poring over 
a book who ran a temperature. 

“Is it possible,” I said, “that the 
mercury in our thermometer is old- 
fashioned enough to act merely in ac- 
cordance with Newton’s laws of grav- 
itation, and to ignore all that science 
has discovered since? ” 

- “ Is it possible,” said Babette thought- 

fully, “ that when my bicycle fell off the 
kerb . . . ? ” 

“Look here,” I said — “let’s throw 


the silly thing away and go for a good 
tramp over the common.” 

We are now both quite well, thank you. 


“ There was a crowded attendance and nearly 
des was taken . Miss £and Mrs. pro- 

vided the supJBper .” — Local l^aper. 

And bang went £2 at once. 

“Under the heading of ‘War Debts’ this 
country is at last able to write down receipts 
as well as d shursements. 

Everything comes to him who knows how 
to wait, and now, contention over inter- Allied 
obligations having been happily stilled, the 
money is flowing in regularly from our cred- 
itors .” — Scots Paper. 

It is very nice of our creditors to adopt 
this ^altruistic ?'dZe, and Mr. Ohupchiel 
is doubtless hoping for a good thumping 
cheque* from the United States before 
Budget-day. 



CONTRASTS. 

[An' Indian Sping.) 

, T- 

The gorse is golden wifcli blossom 
In a Somerset coombe I know, 

The dog-rose blooms in the heidges, 
And the Mendip breezes fclow ; 

The flowers scent the 'gardens 
Where laughing children, play, .. . 
The blackbirds and thp thrushes 
Just trill their time away. ' 

But this is a dream of Heaved, ’ ' 
For I lie "neath the punka’s swing. 
The mosquitoes hum above me 
And a grey bat flaps his wing ; 

A pi dog howls in the moonlight, 
The bull-frogs croak in the gheel,* 

A gharit drawn by bullocks 
Drags by with creaking wheel. 

There is no dew on the maidan, | 
There are no clouds in the sky ; 
To-morrow the sun will be blazing 
0*er a land that is dusty and dry. 

el = pond , lake or tank, f Ghari = cart, 
^en space corresponding to Eng- 
l^ow, but not resembling it. 



Men rave of the beauty of India ‘ 

And stop from December to March, 
Then leave for. a cooler climate; 

We stay in the Plains and parch.’ 

The mosques gleam white in a sun- 
light ’ 

That dazzles our eyes with its glare; 
I long for a Mendip twilight 
With a scent of gorse in the air. 

II. 

November, comes in with a hoar-frost ^ 
And the streets are yellow with fog,. 
The only hope of a warm up 
Is a pretty stiff glass of grog. 

The song-birds have ceased their sing- 
^ iiig, 

The swallows have flown to the South, 
The little red robins and' Sterlings 
Look decidedly down in the mouth. 

The clubs are so cold and draughty, 
There ’s hardly a man one knows, 
The curry is tepid and tasteless, 

And so are the cabaret shows. 

Eight thousand miles to the east- 
ward 

There ’s a sun that shines all day, 

A dawn that is cool and bracing 
And a night with a milky way. 


The geese come over the mountains 
. To rest in the Gunga Plains, 

They build their nests in the North- 
, lands, 

Far off from the monsoon rains. 

The duck and the coot are flying 
O'er many an Indian gheel ; 

The jack-snipe hide in the rushes 
And feed with the whistling teal. 

The blue-bull graze in the high gra^s, 
The buck lie down in the shade, 

' For the noontide sun is bla*zing 
.Through many a forest glade. 

Oh, give me a solar topee 
In change for my opera hat 
And a big white tent in the jungle, 
Instead of my London flat 1 

“The Light Blcks. 

The river overflowed the bank on either side 
of Richmond reach when the Cambridge crew 
got afloat this afternoon.” — Taj^e Message. 

How fortunate that it was not the 
heavy blues who got afloat! 

- From a football column : — 

— takes the place of *A. K. Other/ 
whose services have not* been retained, at wing 
three-quarter. ” — Provincial Paper. 

Can it be that this famous veteran is 
approaching the superannuation stage ? 
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HOLD THAT, JOHN!” 


Uncle Sam. “HELLO, BRITISHER, GOING IN FOR FILM-MAKING? DON’T FORGET OUR 
OLD SONG*, ‘TFE’VE GOT THE SUN, WE’VE GOT THE STARS, AN’ WE’VE GOT THE 
MONET TOO.’” 

John Boll (registering degged determination). “NO MATTER; I’M GOING TO HAVE A TRY.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

Monday, March IMli . — It is not only 
the lass that loves a sailor. The Press 
I Gallery loves him too. His breeziness 
! is catching. The breeziest among those 
present to-night were the First Lord, 
who might be described as a back-to- 
the-landlubber, and Mr. EeoinaIiD 
Hohler, the Member for Chatham, 
who is by way of being a sea-lawyer. 

There is admittedly nothing of the 
astute politician about the First Lord. 
He is a plain blunt man who knows 
what he wants and, according to his 
political adversaries, gets it out of the 
Chancellor op the Exchequer at the 
point of the marlinspike. 

The House had already learned from 
the White Paper that Mr. Bridgeman 
was getting as much out of Mr. Chur- 
chill this year as last. He had no 
other surprise for them, he said, unless 
they were prepared to be surprised at 
the modesty of his demands. By way, 
however, of showing the House that 
the Admiralty was throwing itself into 
the task of cheese-paring with charac- 
teristic zest-he added that they had for- 
gone the construction of five motor- 
1 aunches because they wanted the money 
to spend on mine-sweepers. 

The First Lord passed easily from 
the r6Le of cheeseparer to that of genial 
mendicant. Eeferring to the conclu- 
sions of the Imperial Conference he ex- 
pressed the hope that those who had 
not already contributed to the upkeep 
of the Imperial sea power would assist 
with a trifle. In referring to the Singa- 
pore Base, he dilated on the handsome 
donations already made by Hong Kong 
and the Straits Settlements, and added 
that any further contributions would 
be thankfully received. 

The House, taking up the debate, 
centred its attention upon the new, 
Disarmament Conference, public dis- 
cussion of the J utland battle, the chances 
of Naval economy and kindred matters. 
On the first point Mr. Eunciman de- 
clared that ‘^he was] always apprehen- 
sive of any reduction of British naval 
strength that was not accompanied by 
a corresponding reduction in the navies 
of other powers.” Mr. Ammon who, 
after his experience at the Admiralty, 
is in naval affairs not a **Eed” but 
only a pale sea-pink, thought the cruiser 
programme was needlessly large. Lieut.- 
CommanderHiLTONTouNGwas likewise 
for going slow with construction^ because 
all modern naval weapons were ** in the 
melting-pot,” and we should for the next 
few years be constructing for the scrap- 
heap. As we couldn't any longer ^‘have 
the ships and have the money too ” he 
was for Jiaving the money. The battle- 
ship quotas could "well be reduced to 


0.0.0, and the big armoured cruisers 
now building— the first words in a new 
armaments race — should go also. Ad- 
miral Hall reinforced this last point 





BRIDGEMANNIA RULES THE WAVES. 
The Fibst Lord of the Admiralty. 

with figures showing that in the Napo- 
leonic W ar and the Great War the heavy 
cruiser was ignored while the small light 
cruiser multiplied exceedingly. Eear- 



THE PINK ADMIRAL. 
Me. 0. G. Ammon. 


Admiral Beamish said a kind word for 
the battleship. 

On the question of Naval economy 
Lieut.-Commander Hilton Young was 
anxious to know why, with a smaller 


navy to look after, the Admiralty White- 
hall staff should have thirty-two more 
charwomen on the strength. Messrs. 
Tasker and Williams came at the First 
Lord from behind with an Amendment 
to the effect that ^‘pure and applied 
science,” not charwomen, was what the 
Admiralty should be spending its money 
on. 

The House negatived this and other 
Amendments and passed the votes so 
quickly that it even had time to whisk 
through the Eeport stage of the Food 
and Drugs Bill. 

Tuesday, March l^th . — There is some- 
thing in common between the House of 
Lords and the Albert Hall. The glory 
of both has largely departed. The 
former has, however, what is technically 
known as a museum interest. The 
Albert Hall, like Tuesday’s child, must 
work for its living or incontinently 
close down. The Eoyal Albert Hall 
Bill, Lord Abercoxw ay explained, would 
enable it to do so by allowing theatrical 
and operatic performances to be given. 
Lord Newton explained this as mean- 
ing that Mr. Cochran, who “ was ready 
to organise anything from a Pan- Angli- 
can synod to a nigger-minstrel show,” 
had offered to come to the rescue. 

The Bill was strenuously opposed by 
the Duke of Atholl on behalf of the 
Eoyal Choral Society, and more mildly 
by Lord Balfour, who described it as 
a ^‘step down in the civilization of 
London. ” Other members pooh-poohed 
the ‘‘ storm in a tea-cup ” between the 
Albert Hall and the Eoyal Choral So- 
ciety, and intimated that the Bill 
could easily be amended so as to pro- 
vide equality of opportunity as between 
the nigger minstrels and the Eoyal 
choristers. It was accordingly read a 
second time. 

The House of Commons concerned 
itself at Question-time with Eussiaii 
trade, the Soviet army and Soviet poison- 
gas factories, the proportions of the two 
last-named being, according to the Min- 
isterial replies, in inverse ratio to those 
of the first. 

The Committee stage of the Eoyal 
and Parliamentary Titles Bill discovered 
one staunch and true blue Member 
whose faith in the omnipotence of Par- 
liament remains, like Horace’s gentle- 
man who was hit by the rums of the 
shattered universe, unshaken. The 
Home Secretary had explained that the 
phrase, ‘‘The United Kingdom of Great 
Britain and the Dominions thereunto 
belonging” was now meaningless be- 
cause there were no Dominions there- 
unto belonging. 

“That is a very dangerous doctrine,” 
declared Sir J. Marriott. Not at all, 
replied the Home Secretary. Had 
the hon, gentleman read the resolutions 
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of the Imperial Conference carefully ? 
, The hon. gentleman said he had read 
‘them carefully. “I am afraid he read 
'them sadly,” rejoined Sir Willia]\i. 
: For himself he liked the word “ realm.” 

: It was a fine old word, a spacious and 
; dignified word, and it embraced all the 

• Dominions over which the King, but 
; not Parliament, held sway. The “ Great 
’ Seal of .the Eealm,” the House agreed 
i it should be, subject to the approval of 
, the Law Officers of the Crown. 

, At 8.15 Mr. Kelly, the Labour Mem- 
ber for Eochdale, called attention to 
I the discrepancy between wages in 
i sheltered and unsheltered trades, but 
' neither he nor his seconder, Mr. Young, 
had any remedies to propose, and the 

• motion was rejected. , ■ 

Wednesday, March 16th — The House 
of Lords discussed National Economy 
'more, one imagines, for the sake of dis- 
cussing’ something than because they 
‘expect the Government to economise. 
Lord Midleton made the only telling 
speech,' He produced a formidable 
array of figures, figures that would 
bring the blush of shame to any cheek 
'* but that of a, civil servant. The Clear- 
ingOffice for Enemy Debts, for example, 
still employs 901 individuals and will 
cost this year £245,000. 

■' This is what Lord Peel, replying, 
amiably describes as still labouring in 
many ways under the weight of the 
results of the war.” 

Dutch bulbs in Hyde Park again con- 
cerned the House ,* but Captain Hacking 
adroitly silenced Major Owen, who 
asked if it would not have been possible 
to give British growers an opportunity 
of making a like, display, by suggesting 
that there is still room in the parks for 
further gifts. 

Sir Philip Ounlipfe-Lister’s sup- 
port of the Second Beading of the Films 
Bill was essentially American in its 
psychology. It envisaged profits and 
uplift going hand-in-hand. He deplored 
the blow aimed at our fine old English 
ethical and aesthetic ideals by what is 
politely known as the international 
complex. ’ , 

Members on the whole welcomed the 
Bjll as a means of countering the 
international complex, but were not so 
unanimous about the profits. At the 
same time Mr. Euncihan’s argument, 
that American films monopolised the 
screens simply because they were the 
best, sounded feeble in the face of the 
evidence produced by the President op 
THE, Board op Trade that the live-wire 
American who not long ago secured a 
^ guard of honour of Southampton Terri- 
for a parcel of imported films by 
of a trick had invited large 
I ¥ ®3:hibitors to tell their Mem- 

tb^ opposed the Bill on 


telegraph-forms though tfullyprepaid by 
his firm. 

Mr. MacDonald, opposing the quota, 
made play with the Minister's declara- 



**NOT A SECOND CHAMBERLAIN.” 
Mr. Lloyd George. 


tion that, as the result of seeing only 
American films, people in the Dominions 
and South America were only wearing 
American clothes and buying American 
goods. 



THE DOVE THAT FOUND NO 
FOOTING. 

Mr. Arthur Ponsonby. 


Mr, Day said we could not make the 
films here because we had -not enough 
sunshine; but to this Sir 0. Oman re- 
plied guardedly that *‘at any rate our 
climate could not be much worse than 
that of Germany.” 


The House shuddered when Sir Philip 
said that there would be an advisory 
committee, and was not wholly com- 
forted when he cautiously added that 
he hoped it would be unpaid. 

The debate was adjourned and the 
House carried a motion approving the 
sending of the Defence Force to Shang- 
hai, in spite of Mr. Lloyd George’s as- 
sertion that the motion was inopportune 
and might make things more diflScult in 
China. It would be all right, he added, 
when the whole thing was over and 
somebody was to get a peerage -for it. 

“How much would he pay for it ? ” 
queried an irreverent Conservative, an 
interruption which made Mr. Lloyd 
George so angry that he shortly after- 
wards sat down. Possibly this is what 
he meant when he told an interviewer 
this afternoon that he was not cut out 
to be a second Chamberlain. For 
“Joe ” revelled in interruptions and was 
never so happy as when he was pulver- 
izing some interjeetor with an impro- 
vised retort. 

Thursday, March 1 7th — A little Brit- 
ish army is said to go a d d long 

way. A little Territorial Army was 
found during the War to go nearly as 
far. According to Lord Haldane, how- 
ever, it never “got inside the War 
Office to the extent it should.” The 
War Office, he told their Lordships, had 
never been permeated with the spirit of 
the gospel of Territorialism. Other noble 
Lords agreed that the War Office had 
been cuttingtheTerritorial Associations’ 
niggardly revenues when it should have 
been lopping off superfluous Whitehall 
Generals, and were only prevented from 
saying so by the adjournment of the 
debate. 

While Viscount Haldane was plead- 
ing for more and better Territorials his 
fellow Fabian, Mr. Ponsonby, wasplead- 
ing for no Air Force at all. Scrap the 
lot, he urged, make this tremendous 
gesture of pacificism an'd see what 
happens. Mr. Sexton said he hated 
war as much as anybody but he knew 
what would happen if they took Com- 
rade PoNsoNBt’s advice, and was all 
against waiting to see it. 

Sir S. Hoare said “ moral disarma- 
ment ” must precede military disarma- 
ment. Exactly what moral disarmament 
is he did not explain, but it apparently 
means that you must not merely hate 
fighting but go on hating it after it has 
started. It recalls the old Harvard 
song about drink : — 

“It makes me mad ; it makes me mean ; 

It takes tko hair right off mv bean : 

It 's the worst darned stnfE I 've ever seen : 

I like it.” 

Only twenty- four staunch scrappers 
— of armaments — followed Mr., Pon- 
SONBY into the Lobby. - » 
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SOMEWHERE IN VAR. 

IV. 

The balconies outside the bedrooms 
of the hotel at the Paradise of Flowers 
were as bigas the bedrooms themselves. 
On fine days (and there were some fine 
days) those who enjoyed the aspedi the 
most favourable had the privilege of 
seeing the sun arise out of the Mediter- 
ranean suddenly like a mandarin orange, 
but without the stalk and two leaves 
usually supplied by the thoughtful 
hdtelier at dessert. ^ 

Balcony sun-basking began about 
half-past seven, and, since the hotel 
erected itself almost on the edge of 
the sea, only the crews of the French 
warships and the early fishermenlay- 
ing in stock for hourrides and bouilla- 
baisse had their modesty offended by 
the astonishing nigliffis of the dawn ; 
though I must say I was always a little 
alarmed lest some grave Gallic com- 
mander should one day wipe us off the 
face of the earth, especially the Bn- 
derbys, whose slumberwear (though of 
a chic) must have been a target for 
miles. 

We had spun a franc with them when 
we came for choice of rooms, and theirs 
wasround the comer, f acingto the north- 
east; but there was no partttfon between 
our halconies, and ^ it sometimes hap- 


pened that the Enderbys had used up 
quite a lot of our sun share and our view 
over the Mediterranean 'before we ever 
got out of bed, thus deriving us of some 
of the rightful advantages of our good 
luck. It was not, however, a point to 
be too severely insisted on, for many of 
the other amenities of the hotel were 
regulated less by justice than by chance. 
Daring the fir^ week, foir instance, all 
the bafchs for the whole party were put 
down on our bill, and all the wine that 
had been drunk on theirs, the idea be- 
ing thus conveyed that we had drunk 
nothing but water, and that the Endei'- 
bys had bathed in wine. To the end 
of our sfeay we never satisfactorily 
wrangled out which had been the dirtier 
and which the more drunken pair. 

It was the fact that he could only in- 
dulge in stolen sunshine, I felt, which 
made Enderby so desirous of visiting 
Cannes. Cannes was sixty miles away, 
and to reach it by the use of the little 
train as far as St. Eaphael meant rising 
at seven o* clock in the morning. When 
the hoot and whistle of the little train 
aroused me from my well-earned repose, 
I used to hear a solemn voice outside 
the open window saying, There goes 
Cannes.” 

‘‘Let it,” I would answer drowsily, 
and, opening one eye, observe" Ehdetby 
in the middle of my mandarih: ^XioBking' 


out, I would see him, a kind of mauve- 
clad remembrance of the mis’sed oppor- 
tunities of the day. Here, he said. werd" 
hundreds of the English lo^ng MbUdf 
hand over fist at Cannes, and here were" 
spending day softer day in idleness and 
hazarding no rUoirey whatsoever except 
in our brokerage oh baths and wine. It 
was true that we now and then had a 
mild flutter in the evening on billiards 
or backgammon, or, if Vre could' rope 
anybody else" in, on a game called 
“ rummy,’* for which Enderby, Mrs. Bh- 
derby and I had each evolved a different' 
code of rules, thus making a grand coh- 
fusionffor the others. ' Not many hard-‘^ 
faced gamblers fluttered round this* 
fateful board. There were three IriS'b 
Ladies who were ready to play any ganle, 
but were Always slightly uncertain 
about the French currency, and there 
was the kind French gentleman who 
talked English a gheat deal but under- 
stood it very little wh6n we talked it t6 
him. EegariJed as a casino, the P&a- 
dise of Flowers on the whole was ‘a 
failure. 

It was one of the Irish ladies, I thitik;" 
who suggested first thsit we should Wt^j 
on the morning sun. ’ Any stake ! 
ten* francs was allowed. The hour of 
hatf-p'ast seven was chosen, the wager 
to be ^ on ^whether that moment was 
cloudy or find. Natasha was chosen as 
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refe/ee/andEnderby, because of his un- 
satisfied craving for Cannes, was allowed 
to take.the bank. On accurate weather 
intelligence, of course, he stood to lose 
every day. But the hotel had no baro- 
noieter. , The forecast of the lidtelier was 
always optimistic, no doubt from pro- 
fessional pride, but the plungers, as a 
sop to Eate, almost invariably took the 
gloopiier view. 

After one day of “noir,” followed by 
two ppfect days of “rouge,” as guaran- 
teed from our balcony by Natasha at 
half-past seven Euderby was sixty- 
five francs up and inclined to be proud. 
On the next day there was, from my 
own point of view, a slight contretemps. 

Having staked the maximum on the 
mandarin orange, I arose with joy to 
find my prediction correct, and, obtain- 
ing the verdict of the referee, strolled 
out to enjoy the freshness of the morn- 
ing and the scent of the mimosa, to 
watch the gardener bedding-out baby 
cactuses, and to gather my ten-franc 
note. It surprised me a little that 
Enderby*s delicate sleep-apparel had 
not yet appeared on our balcony. 

** Skulker,” 1 thought. 

^'W alking to the corner, however, I 
^^ei ved Mrs. Enderby, wrapped in an 
blue bath-robe, leaning on her 
looking out over the 


hills, and went to greet her*. My own 
toilet of repose was an unobtrusive two- 
piece pink, falling away at the neck 
and a little shor(> above the ankles, the 
tout ensemble being completed by a pair 
of sheepskin shoes, I walked up to her 
and plucked her by the sleeve. 

^^Bouge gagne V* I cried to her in a 
cheery voice. “Eetch forth the croupier 
at once.” 

Mrs.Enderby]tumed towards me with 
a tiny squeak. 

Immediately I became sharply aware 
that she was not Mrs. Enderby. She 
was not even one of the English or of 
the Irish. She was French. Charming 
— but unknown. 

Scarcely had this impression struck 
home when there emerged from the 
window, in light green, a young, dark, 
sallow-faced man with Hashing eyes 
and small but perceptible side-whiskers. 
I realised then that the Enderbys must 
have succeeded in coaxing a better bed- 
room out of the lidtelier and forgotten 
to tell us — a characteristically self- j 
centred ruse. 

There may be those who can explain ! 
an airy trifie of this sort easily and 
gi;acefully in the French tongue at half- 
past seven a.m. before the caf^ cow/plet 
arrives, but I am not of their nymber. 
Bowing incoherent apologies, I shufiled 


back towards the corner of the building; 
my retreat the less graceful because on 
my way I stepped out of one of my 
sheepskin shoes and bad to pause to 
put it on again. A good deal of idio- 
matic and forcible French accompanied 
me as I went. 

I decided from mere hauteur that I 
would say nothing to the Enderbys 
about this affair. 

On the terrace after lunch, under the 
principal pepper-tree, a young and beau- 
tiful lady sat for a moment alone, toying 
with a Cointreau and a cigarette. 

“I haven’t seen her before,” said 
Mrs. Enderby as we took seats shaded 
by gi'een-striped umbrellas a little dis- 
tance away. 

“She only came yesterday,” said 
Enderby. “In a motor-car, 1 fancy. 
Probably on her way to Cannes.” 

“ Whom does she belong to ? said 
Natasha. 

** A fair-haired man,Ifancy,” hazarded 
Enderby — “ rather of the Flemish type, 
I saw him in the vestibule jusj^now.” 

“More likely a Visigoth,” said Mrs. 
Enderby. “The Visigoths penetrated 
right into Provence, you know.” 

“ I am willing to bet,” I said slowly, 
“ that her husband ” 

“ Husband ? ” said Mrs. Enderby. 
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Mistress {to departing Maid who has ashed pr 'a reference). “Of course, Mary, I 
SHALL HAVE TO TELL MRS. BftOWN OF YOUR UNCONTROLLABLE TEMPER.” 


Mary. “Thank you very much, Mum. It^ll p’Ru\ps make ’eb mind ’er p’s 

AND Q’S.” 


“ — ^husband/' I said, “ is a very dark 
man with a sallow complexion and 
more like a Spaniard than a Visigoth.” 

“ Odds ? ” inquired Enderby. 

“Twenty to one,” I replied, “in 
francs.” 

At this moment a young man came 
out of the hotel, went up to the pepper- 
tree and sat down by the beautiful 
young lady’s side. Observing me he 
scowled — a dark Iberian scowl. 

“Black wins!” I cried to Enderby. 
“ Counting this morning, that will be 
thirty francs.” 

Somehow or other we never got to 
Cannes. But I don’t know that it 
mattered very greatly. It was the same 
sun, Evor. 


A LEADING QUESTION. 

If I were the editor of the English 
Men of Letters series I should devote 
an early volume to the merits of one 
whom I will call .Ebenezer Trudge; 
not because he makes any great fist as 
a writer but because he is our postman 
and because he has a heart of gold. 
Nothing does he ever permit to cast him 
down. If it pours he smiles and remarks 
either that it is good for the crops or 
good for the ducks ; if it is freezing in 
winter he smiles* and remarks that it is 
seasonable, as he likes it to be; if it is 
freezing in spring he smiles and says it 
is a pity, but not the first time that May 
has got mixed up with December ; if it 
is broiling be smiles and remarks that 
it* is a pleasure at last to be able to 
keep warm. So you see that Ebenezer 
is a philosopher. But it is as a sym- 
pathiser that, in a world notable for 
self-concentration, he is most to be 
commended, for the misfortunes of 
others never find him unresponsive. 
The squire’s loss of his wife. Widow 
Burleigh’s loss of her donkey or Mary 
Jane’s disappointment at. not hearing 
from her young man equally causes his 
eye to moisten, That is not because he 
puts the same value on each calamity, 
but because the moistening of the eye 
is his regular signal of distress. Such 
is he whom I call Ebenezer Trudge, a 
postman of many years’ unimpeachable 
service. 

The other day I found him at the 
garden gate with a curiously perplexed 
expression on his weather-beaten fea- 
tures. 

“ Perhaps you wouldn’t, miiid giving 
me a piece. of advice,” he said. * “ I 've 
got a new kind of letter here and I don’t 
quite know how to deal with it.” 

He showed it to -me. 

“It’s funny,” he said, “but I’ve 
never had a letter like that before, not 
in all my twenty-three, years in this 
place.” 


I examined it with the care that the 
problem demanded. The address ran: 
‘To the Leading House Agent,’ and 
then came the name of our town. 

“Well,” I said, handing it back, 
“ you’ll take it to Promuss and Lye, I 
assume?” 

“Do- you think so ? ” be asked rather 
dubiously^ 

“ If not to them, then to Blather and 
Skite,” I suggested. “Between them 
those two firms do all the work around 
here.” 


“Yes,” he said, “I suppose they do. 
Which firm would you say was the 
leading one ? ” 

“ It ’s left entirely to your discretion,” 
I replied. 

“I know,” he said. “But which 
would you say ? 

“Erom what I know of all the four 
partners,” I said, “I should say thab 
Mr. Skite was most likely to be gener- 
ous ; that ’s if, as I guess, this letter 
means new business.” 

Eoenezer looked at me reproachfully. 
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“I wasn't thinking of that,” he said. 
*^It 's not a case for money,” 

“Yon don't mind taking Christmas- 
boxes,” I said. “ Why not let March 


AT THE PLAY. 

“The Fanatics” (Abibassadors). 


The old world was rotten, the thesis 
runs, the new is being built by the 
same hands that ruined the old. It 


OuE dramatists are apt to find them- was a world made by the old for the 


be mixed up with December as well as selves in a cleft stick. If they have old. The young who survive must 
May ? ” ideaswe accuse them of pamphleteering, rebuild it with sanity and imagination. 

“ No,” he said ,* “ that 's not my If they haven’t we offer them blame for Take marriage, for instance — we must 
trouble. Anyway I could settle that that. Mr. Miles Malleson has indeed allow the author this abrupt leap into 
for myself.” He paused, “My bother a thesis which he argues with immense his subject however much we may feel 
over this matter is rather difi’erent. conviction. All I think we need ask is, that there were other more obvious 
Now you 're a clever gentleman and Does he bore us with the long debate ? matters to trouble about — but, any- 
you could help me. Would it be pos- Does he dehumanise his characters into way, take marriage : a rigidly mono- 
sible to call a young man new to house- mere thesis - mongers ? To the first gamous system, an unattainable ideal 
agency ‘leading’? — that 's what I want question we can answer definitely “No.” ot fidelity imposed by a Church in 
to know. What does ‘ leading ’ exactly You could have heard a chocolate drop which people have lost faith. The 
mean? ” at almost any moment, andthecoughers burden is left ; the faith which helped 

“‘Leading,’ I suppose, to bear it is dead. Now 

means ahead of the others,” the system is an open fail- 

I replied. “In short, one ^ failure glossed over 

who leads.” (I did not, I smooth impotent 

may say, as I said this feel words. We need, not to 

"so remarkably clever.) ^ ^ 


means ahead of the others,” 
I replied. “In short, one 
who leads.” (I did not, I 
may say, as I said this feel 
"so remarkably clever.) 

“ Yes,” hereplied thought- 
fully, “yes. Bub in a manner 
of speaking couldn’t a new- 
comer be said to lead ? 
Aren’t the very young ahead 
of the very old? ” 

“They can be so de- 
scribed,” I replied. “Heiis 
of the ages,, apd so on.” I 
remembered the hero of The 
Farmers T|^^/e,and Ins boast 
about his tract ability,, “a 
child can lead me.” “ Yes, 
of course,” I said.* “Bub 
it might be,”, I added, “a 
little casuistical.” 

Very properly he ignored 
this foolish long word. “ Be- 
cause,” he went on, “my 
wife’s nephew has just set 
up a house-agency busi- 
ness in Tile Street and I 
was thinking this might be 
a real windfall to him, just 
' as he 's beginning too.” Ho 
looked at me anxiously. 

“ Ebenezer,” I replied 
firmly, “I shall leave this 
problem to you.” 


may say, as I said this feel 1 words. We need, not to 

get rid of all burdens, for 
that is licence and also car- 
ries the seed of death, but 
a burden that can be borne 
with the help of a new and 
real faith. The new faith 
is faith in the sanctity of 
love, tested by the trial 
marriage, safeguarded from 
abuse by enlightened con- 
sciences, courage, candour 
and, if necessary — or whether 
necessary or not — very free, 
plain, rude words addressed 
by the young to the old. 
Pausing merely to reflect 
that this assumes, as do 
most Utopias, qualities 
which, if they existed, would 
render the new Utopias un- 
necessary, we pay tribute to 

sincerity of the author’s 

conviction which enables a 

was thinkmg this might be 5;jjE UNBIE WORLD OF LANCASTER GATE difficult subject to be ban- 

‘ “This ismvFatheb.” died withouf real offence. 

fookfi/Jf ^ Miss Ubstjla Jeass. As it happens I overheard 

lopked at me anxiously. ]s<reema,i . Mb. Paul Giur,; J^eally young things in 

11 1 Mb. NicnoLAs Hanne:!!. colloquy behind me. “I’m 

firmly, “I shalUeave this afraid I ought not to have 

problem to you. ceased from troubling. To the second, brought you, Gynthia.” ,“You don’t 

^ though with perhaps less perfect assur- suppose, my dear,' th^t we don’t think 
I more than, fancy that the nephew ance, one can also answer “ No.” His and talk about, this sort of thing, do 

8^^ E. V, L. people are alive. He also shows him- you?” — which, it seems to me, ought 

-n* self a master of stage contrivance, allows to be.some, if cold, comfort to the more 

FASHION REFLECTIONS. humour to creep in more than most timid old. 

[“Her Face on her Finger. The latest fanatics, permit, and achieves a quite Mr. Freeman^-i, jibe, I take it — has 
dress-ring, set with a diminutive mirror instead brilliant curtain to bis second Act. a son, John. John has a private sacred 

is some' five years old, room at the top of the house. Mr. 
- - - . ’ .1 1 . ' i . wntten at white?heat while the bitter- Freeman doesn’t claim control over the 

In looking-glasses now the latest thing ness of the relatively few, .the surpris- boy’s private life, but does insist that 
Is one, set like a brilliant, m a ring;* mgly few, .young, ir^en who passed he shouldn’t leave the office to do the 
bo, though the modern woman, we be- through or avoided the ordeal by battle work for which he, John^ supposes hiin- 
Ill was at its height, . Some ofi these few self best fitted, wbich*is writing and 

Will never wear per heart upon her raised their voices in the midst of the playing the piano. Outraged Afr. 
te. sleeve, * , joyous clamour at the departure of the mdn “-asks you ” if that isn’t the limit, 

^ may now be said captains and kings. Since then we e7b7^7^ has been engaged since 



Tohy , . . 
Mr. Freeman 
John , . , 


Miss Ursula Jeans. 
Mr. Paul Gill.’ 

Mr. Nicholas Hannen. 


got it. 


^^or hand in- have forgotten all about it- 
^ I if altogether wisely. 


-I wonder before the W ar. . J ohn ^ ardent, Frankie 
cold. The two are not on kissing terms. 
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John would fain be; Franlcie wouldn’t. 
But little Tobyy out of a shop, gave 
Jolm experience and consolation during 
the short leaves of that hell of a time 
the War. And it so happens that our 
Mr. Freeman breaks in upon John when 
he is receiving further consolation 
from Tohy ; Frankie likewise. The train 
is laid. We listen to the protracted 
explosions of debate — John glad yet 
unhappy to explain; Frankie angry 
rather than deeply hurt ; John's sister, 
Ckoen, ignorant but curious and im- 
mensely understanding; John's friend 
Colin, the successful old man of forty, 
a little too cynicaljy content with things 
as they are and definitely resolute to 
prevent the experiment of the trial 
marriage being tried on himself and 
Given, who has a stubborn conscience 
and is an ardent disciple of John; Mar- 
garet, who drops in” and adds more 
explosives from her past history candidly 
told. The author gives both sides a 
hearing. All does not go too smoothly. 
Little Bosie, the maid, also a convert to 
the new faith, is about to become a 
mother. Things like that have to be 
faced. John has an answer sufficient 
for himself and Gwen, insufficient for 
Colin — and me. But then these debates, 
if fairly conducted, must necessarily be 
inconclusive. And nobody, I am sure, 
was bbred. 

Mr. Hannifin, who always shapes a 
part with immense pains, doncealing the 
elaborate art in the inevitability and 
apparent simplicity of the effect, was 
an admirably persuasive John. The one 
devastating passage, in which he posi- 
tively overwhelms his bewildered and out- 
raged father, was disturbingly convincing 
in its impression of pent-up bitterness 
and anger and intense sincerity. Miss 
Alison Leggatt as the innocent-candid 
Given gave us a really beautiful piece 
of work, most delicately finished and 
moving. Mr. Paul Gill’s admirably 
contrived Mr. Freeman, a genuine, 
honest, not too ' intolerant, puzzled, 
commonplace little man, wa's a really 
clever performance. His moment ‘ of 
collapse under his son’s attacks was 
superbly done. I liked immensely Miss 
Louise HampoTon’s handling of the 
theatrically attractive part, Margaret. 
It might have been so crudely done ; 
it was in fact most tactful and subtle. 
Miss Ursula Jeans gave us a brilliant 
little study of the shop-girl, Toby, with 
all her sincerities, generosities and 
commonnesses and lack of fundamental 
understanding. Miss Marie Ault did 
charmingly the little required of her as 
the ignored mother. Miss Grizblda 
Hervey handled skilfully the difficult 
part of the reluctant Frankie; and 
Miss Elizabeth Arkbll was effective 
as theiittle maid in trouble, but I could 


.wish she would take more pains to be 
audible. 

Because there are many Cynthias 
and because Mr. Malleson’s work is 



THE ANTI-EANATIO. 

Frances Sewell . . Miss Grizelda Hervey. 

sincere and intelligent I can take the 
responsibility of comniending this in- 
teresting play as a tonic. I am, alas, 
too ojd to believe in it alL T. 



Given . “ Oh, don’t you see, I want your 

INTENTIONS TO BE STEIOTLY DISHONOUEABLE.” 

Colin Mackenzie . . Mr. Ion Swinley. 
Gwen Miss Alison LEOCf-ATT. 


COMMUNITY SINGING. 

“ I AM SO glad to see you,” she cried, 
and as I began already to look uplifted 
she added : We want your advice.” 

“ There is nothing,” I told her warmly, 

I am more' ready to give any one at 
any time on any subject. Ask me for a 
fiver and I may disappoint, since they 
and I meet so rarely and part so soon. 
Ask me to tip the winner of the next 
big race and my tip may disappoint, 
since another horse will assuredly get 
in first instead. But to requests for 
the right time and for advice I never 
fail to respond. 'Why, I could advise a 
mother how to look after triplets, 
Mr. Eamsaz MacDonald how to lead 
his party both to' the right and to the 
left at the same time, and The Daily 
Mail how to draw attention to its own 
merits.” 

“Tom said almost the same thing 
when he suggested asking you,” she 
remarked. “ He ’s really worried ; and 
he said at once if anyone could hit on 
a good plausible lie that would save us, 
you could.” 

“ I do not care,” I said coldly, for 
Tom’s way of’ putting things. . It is 
often crude. But my advice to him is 
not to trust to an alibi. , Alibis are out 
of date. The best,, plan is to stick to it 
that it was all the ptlier fellow’s own 
fault. Most likely severaLof the jury 
will have motors themselves 'and they 
will know what pedestrians are. Argue 
that .pedestrians ought to show com- 
mon caution and only cross a street by 
aeroplane.” ^ ' 

“ It has nothing to do with cars or pe- 
destrians either,” she explained. “.Be- 
sides, Tom hasn’t run anyone down for 
ever so long, and then it really was the 
man’s own fault.” 

“ Of course,” I agreed. “ But if it *s 
not that, then all 1 can advise is that 
he should pay. There is a certain bru- 
tality about the income-tax authorities 
that makes them hesitate at practically 
nothing.” 

“And it’s not income-tax either,” 
she declared hotly. “We paid ours ever 
so long ago, just before Mr. Churchill 
went for his holiday to Italy, though 
, Tom says that was most likely only a 
coincidence.” 

“ Well,” I said with a certain natural 
impatience, “ if he ’s paid his income-^ 
tax and hasn’t smashed up anyone with 
his car, what on earth is he worried 
about?” 

“About,” she explained, “an invita- 
tion we’ve had to spend a week-end 
with his rich uncle and aunt in the 
country.” 

“ If,”. I said, “ he hadn’t had that in- 
vitation I could understand his worry 
better.” 
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“ Ah,'* she sighed, “ but I have not 
told you all. It’s for community sing- 
ing. They are most awfully keen on it. 
‘All their other nephews and nieces, 
all their neighbours, all the village, 
everyone, all go there for all of every 
week-end and community sing — with- 
out stopping.’' 

“ Dear me,” I said. “ Dear me.” 

“Tom could haves-iid that himself,” 
she snapped. “ Only he didn’t,” she 
added reminiscently. “ How can we 
get out of it without offending uncle? 
Only please do not suggest influenza 
because we thought of that ourselves 
almost at once.” 

“ Well, small-pox,” I said. 

She shook her head. 

“ Uncle would never forgive us,” she 
explained. “ He belongs to the Anti- 
Vaccination League, and so we’ve 
•never been vaccinated, and if we got 
smallpox now he would think we bad 
done it on purpose and be ever so 
annoyed.” 

“ I know,” I cried. . “ Wire and ask 
if you may bring your pet Alsatian 
because you daren’t leave it behind. 
Don’t tell me,” I added, “that you 
haven’t got an Alsatian, because 1 
can find you a splendid one at once 
for practically nothing. It belongs to 
Major Wilkins, and all he wants is to 
And it a good home where he can be 
sure it will be treated kindly. It’s a 
pedigree dog, cost him a lot, and all 
you need do is to pay the compensation 
Wilkins has promised the postman and 
the butcher’s hoy and settle their doc- 
tors’ bills. Oh, and there’s the curate, 
but he says he ’ll be content with a new 
pair of trousers and a small subscrip- 
tion to the motbers’-meeting fund,” 

‘'As a matter of fact,” she remarked, 
“we thought of that too, and Uncle 
wired back to bring the dog by all 
means as he has three already.” 

“Unfortunate,” I confessed. “How 
about going by car and having a break- 
down on t^e way — ^rather near a good 
hotel and a golf-course if possible ? ” 

She looked at me a little sadly. 

“Tom’s break-downs,” she said, 
“ aren’t like that — they ’re always in 
the middle of nowhere, a hundred miles 
from anywhere. Then he lies on his 
back for hours and hours, and it ’s so 
dull when nothing ’s left in all the world 
but the soles of your husband’s boots. 
On the whole I should prefer community 
singing, and I don’t think you ’ve been 
a bit helpful.” 

“ How about . . . ? ” I said thought- 
fully. “How about*. . I said, 
.musing. “How about . . .?” 
iL had an idea,” she observed 

' a certain carelessness. “ He 
might corhe too,” 

would that do?”' I 


demanded, astonished. “Besides, I 
have never met Tom’s uncle.” 

“Oh, that wouldn’t matter a scrap. 
He told us we could bring anyone we 
liked — anyone at all, he didn’t care 
who it was. He never was a bit par- 
ticular, so it will be quite all right if 
you come.” 

“Very hospitable of him,” I agreed, 
perhaps once more a little coldl}^ “ but 
I don’t quite see how my going with 
you will help you not to go at all.” 

“Well, perhaps not the first time,” 
she confessed. “But what Tom says 
is that he heard you sing once — during 
the War, it was, and the Germans 
started a bombardment at once that 
lasted three days and a-half.” 

“A mere coincidence,” I said haugh- 
tily, “nothing more.” 

“ And Tom says he thought that per- 
haps, if you would go with us just this 
once . , , and sang . . . your hardest, 
you know, and your loudest . . . then 
Tom says perhaps Uncle wouldn’t ever 
ask us again, not for community singing, 
anyhow.” 

“ As it happens,” I said still haugh- 
tily, “I am engaged. And I hope,” I 
went on slowly and deliberately, “that 
it will all be a tremendous success, so 
that you have to go the next week-end, 
and all the week-ends after that for ever- 
more, community singing for always.” 

“You needn’t,” she protested, “lose 
your temper simply because Tom ” 

“ I have not lost my temper,” I said 
with dignity, “there is nothing to lose 
my temper about. The proof is that I 
am now going to ring Tom up and ask 
him to bring you to lunch with me as 
soon as you get back, so that you can 
tell me all about it.” 

" “ And that,” she said, “ is just simply 
being vindictive and rather horrid.” 


E.RP. 

Our Erudite Contemporaries, 

Shakespeare . . . made Othello remark, 
‘ Who steals my puj*se steals trash.’ ” 

Daily Paper, 

But he made lago say it first. 

Ejrom a speech by Sir J. Simon : — 
“If all politicians would play cricket how 
much more comfortable public life would be,” 
Sunday Paper, 

We agree. But there would still remain 
the problem of what to do with them 
in the winter. 

In Dail Bireann : — 

Sir congratulated the Senate on the 

lurid "exposition of the bill they had heard 

from Senator , and said that it would be 

a great advantage if all bills could be explained 
to them in that way on second reading.” 

■ • * ' DiiMin Paper, 

And we. bad been told, that politics in 
the Irish Free State were no longer in- 
flamed. “ ....... 


CALLING CUBA; 

Onreading that direct communicationby 
wireless telephony has been established 
betioeen Great Britain and Gnba, 
Speech with Cuba ’s very well — 
What we need is wireless smell ; 

Then into the telephone 
My cigar smoke, gently blown, 
Pungent, blue and very thick, ! 

From my “ choice Havana ” {sic) 

I could send to Cuba’s nose. 

Asking : “ As tobacco goes, 

Would you say this here cigar 
Which I waft you from afar 
Is of Cuban origin ? 

Is the label genuine 

When it says ‘ Havana, choice * ? 

Don’t refuse my anxious voice; 

Let your nostrils sniff their fill 
(Hoping same won’t make them ill), 
And enlighten, if you can, 

This perplexed Englishman.” 

Cuba sniffs and sniffs again, 

Makes a noise which sounds like 


I pain ; 

Then it answers : “ You ’ve been 
done ; 

That cigar is not a one 
Of a brand we *d care to claim, 
Notwithstanding of the name 
On the label which you cite. 

From its scent we judge it. might 
Be of vegetable growth ; 

For the rest we ’re more than loth 
To define its parent plant, 

For the reason that we can’t.” 

* CHOICE. 

We live in the heart of the country. 
Opposite to us there is a Camp, it is 
true, but it is possible to ignore it. 
Everywhere else is green and beautiful, 
Eolling downs and bluebell copses, 
Early primroses and streams where 
troutling play, 

Hedgerows with violets to be found 
by little eager fingers. 

“Well, darling, enjoyed your walk?” 

I asked my baby daughter, rosy and 
fresh from her morning outing. 

“Yes, thank you,” she replied politely. 

“ Nurse took me along to have a talk 
witli my friend the incinerator man.” 
We live in the heart of the country. 
Opposite to us there is a Camp, it is 
true. ================ 

“POLICE V. TRAMS. 

Chakity Cur Match at St. Anjdiiew’s. 
Result (after 90 minuets) : Police 4, Trams i. 
Extram time being played.” i 

Birmingham Paper, \ 
-Community dancing was bound to come, 

I but we don’t see why “ extram time ” 
lAould have been played. It seems 
hardly fair on the police, who probably 
found ninety minuets quite enough for 
them to trip v on the light fantastic toe.” 
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VILLAGE GUIDES. 

[Tliere is a movement on foot to place 

notices at tlie entrance of our villages 

directing tourists to spots of interest. 

AThy not do it l3T:ically ? J 

This is the village of Wort on Wick ; 

Turn to the right at the “Crooked 
Stick,” 

Take the lane at the blacksmith’s 
shop, 

Eun it a hundred yards and stop, 

And there where the broken lime- 
tree leans 

If you look over the hedge you ’ll see 
Farmer BiddIecomb*s beans. 

This is the hamlet of Ashby 
Beading ; 

Turn to the left where the geese are 
feeding, 

Follow the road as far as you can, 

Then foEow it back to where you 
b^an, 

And if you are lucky you’ve seen 
the place 

Where the oldest inhabitant lives, 
ninety -four in this year of 
grace. 

This is the entrance to Marlin- 
berry, 

The right-hand road runs down 
to the ferry, 

The left-hand lane to the Trav- 
ellers’ Rest,” 

And most of us like the left-hand 
best ; 

You’ll find mine host sitting out 
on his bench ; 

He draws passable beer, and there ’s 
a comely enough serving- wench. 

You are now on the verge of Simple- 
town ; 

When you get as far as the pump, 
slow down, 

And, skirting the common, go into 
the square, . 

And under the arch with the out- 
side stair 

You will find a fellow with loose 
long feet ; 

He is our village idiot, aud we should 
A"ery much like you to meet. 

W. H. O. 
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Celebrated Film Star, So you saw mb xn Teasing Heasx^Sisisgs 7 ” 

Adorer . ^aNPEEp: indbed~yoit were devastating. I WAS so TEmEnmLY ILL APTEKWAHDS 1 ” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Pmich*s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

rr P^^^sant to find a first novel — I think The Passionate 

^ee (Heinemann) is a first novel — reviving the kindly Jane 
tradition of the triumph of the unobtrusive, woman. 
Mary Dale, the heroine to whom Miss Beatbicb Sheep- 
stands so benevolent a sponsor, is very unobtrusive 
indeed. From the age of nine, when her lovely mother 
leajves her unprepossessing father, she is reared on Grad- 
gnna principles by an archaic governess and consistently 
sm^bed by an injured and resentful parent. A brief visit 
to Cumberland, however, suffices to nourish an interior life 
' of fantasy in her starved^ little soul. , Her lodgings them- 
selves are beautiful, cousins whose acquaintance Mary is 
not allowed to make can be excitedly discerned in church 
and a young artist, Brian Law, encourages her to see in 
the enchanting mutations of a copper-beech tree a symbol 
of her imaginative life. The symbol recurs when Mary is 
twenty-three, an heiress, her own mistress and payine-suest 
to the impoverished cousins of. her Sunday glimpses! The 
Maines are not congenial hosts, but the elder son appreci- 
ates Mary and her fortune and lays siege to both Un- 
luckilyBn^ft reappears, Marffs childish passion reawakens, 
and, though the artist is now married, she proposes to take 
.advantage of^ his wife^s willingness to divorce him. This 
eiitail his complete severance from his two 
A ^ capable of dooming the children to a 
own mishandled youth? Her creator’s 
is fresh and> characteristic even 


where it is a little unpoised— a criticism I should be inclined 
to pass on the book as a whole. It is in all respects a 
youthful book, equally unhampered and unbraced by mature 
experience of life and professional concessions to the reader. 

Surely there has seldom been a more modest record of 
heroic accomplishment than the BevoU in the Desert (Cape) 
in the abridged edition of Lawrence op Arabia’s longer 
work, about which the collectors are now so fantastically 
busy. The story covers the period from October 1916, when 
the odd untidy subaltern, hastily promoted Colonel (in the 
issue, General) and Plenipotentiary for the whole of Arabia, 
-went on his lonely mission to Peisal, down to the triumph- 
ant entry into Damascus shortly before the Armistice, after 
the annihilation of two Turkish armies and the complete 
demoralisation of the enemy on the Arabian front. Here 
was no accident of lucky circumstance. It was prepared 
by an almost incredible discipline of self-imposed hardships 
and renunciations, by great personal courage, unfaltering 
steadfastness of purpose, exceptional intelligence and know- 
ledge. The events are narrated as if seen by a spectator 
rather than a chief actor and inspirer, seen through the 
actions of the friends with whom he lived on terms of in- 
timacy, sharing every discomfort of food, lodging, travel, 
sickness and parasites, with daily danger thrown in. Occa- 
sionally, and as4t were unavoidably and without that 
affectation of modesty which is the subtlest form of vanity, 
“the author himself appears, as in one or two of those excit- 
ing feats of bridge-and-train destruction, accomplished with 
a detonator exploded at the chosen, not the guessed, 
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Daughter (tiding m her party froc'k). ‘‘Mother, do you thutk I'm old ehouoh to 
HAVE IT A3 short AS THIS?” 


moment, within two hundred yards (the 
distance of the connecting wires) of the 
enemy. There were, to the confusion 
and heavy loss of the enemy, seventy- 
nine such explosions, and many close 
calls on the charmed life of “El-Urens.” 

The keenly observed portraits of his 
Arab friends and the description of the 
Arabian scene are the work of a master 
of words. An occasional note of de- 
spondency and disappointment only 
enhances the heroic achievement de- 
scribed in this noble book. 

The trouble with detective fiction, 

Or so it always seems to me, 

Is that you ’re tied by the restriction 
Of what the author lets you see ; 

Someone particularly able 
Is needed at the start of play 
To put the trumps upon the table 
And yet not give the game away. 

Well, Father Eonald Knox has done it 
In The Three Taps (from Methuen). 

There, 

Almost before he ’s well begun it, ‘ 

He ’s laid the vital secret bare ; . 

Not that he strains himself to stress it, 

But anyhow it 's there to spot, j 
And you, if you are shrewd, may guess it ; 

I, let me frankly own, did not. 

Faced, therefore, wdth the exhibition 
Of person after person haled 
Into the limelight of suspicion 
Which, though I shared it, always 
failed, 

My baffled brain seemed embryonic, 

And -well might these successive 
shocks ’ I 5 
Have dashed my zeal but for the tonic 
Humour of Father Eonaed Knox. ’ 

It was the duty of pious Latin hands, j 
you remember, to gather up as quickly j 
as possible the inscribed leaves placed j 
by .the Sibyl at the mouth of her cave, 
otherwise the leaves blew away and the | 
message became indecipherable. This 
office, assiduously performed for the 
author of Adam Bede in her own day^ 
and subsequently neglected, is now 
to a certain extent revived. *Mons. be VoguIi has pro- 
claimed his conviction that George Eliot’s spiritual con- 
tent will set her in the end above Tourgeniefp and Tolstoy ; 
and, though Miss Elizabeth Haldane does not go so far, 
she has been as fair to the emotional morality of George 
Eliot a'iid Hen' Times (Hodber anb Stoughton)- as is com- 
patible with a lively conviction that our own age has some- 
thing better. Personally I cannot regard, emotional mor- 
ality as a specifically mid-Victorian product — George 
Eliot's own brand undoubtedly derived from Eousseau. 
Nor can I be as sure as Miss Halbane that we have bene- 
fited by shifting the onus of perfection on totherace instead 
of the individual. But her tendency to over-emphasize the 
cleavage between us and the mid-Victorians — with a per- 
ceptible bias for this side of the gulf-nmakes very little 
difference to the biographical portion of^ her study ; and 
Geoj^W ^LiOT lives again in her rustic childhood, her 


notable housewifery, her lonely studies, heir first heteiro-' 
doxies, her last conventionalities. “Eebel and devotee 
throughout all these phases, she seems to her biographer ’ 
essentially the child of her time, but to me no more' 
inseparable from her period than ' A^ttigone or Nurse 
Oavell. Whichever way you look at it you can scarcely 
fail to enjoy Miss Haldane’s spirited, sincere and, on the 
whole, sympathetic portrait, and appreciate hdr light and 
effective handling of sources old and hew; 

Miss Muriel Hine has cut a thick slice out of the life of 
a country house as material for her latest noveL The Hur- 
cotts (Lane), who live at Seagrave Manch", are county plus 
trade on one side and merely professional on the other,, and, 
though we come to know them all well, the father of the 
family and his youngest daughteare our chief concern. Ib 
was wise of Miss* Hine to interest ns in both of them, for 
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Giles Eurcott, falling, after the death of his capable wife, there was a suspicion of trouble, to bolt to a boat in the 
into the clutches of his secretary, Barbara Sheriff, and sink- Beatilieu river and do what is called **a get-away.” The 
ing down into a drunkard’s death, is a harrowing spectacle, trouble soon came, but, to the destruction of Bezaire's plans, 
while Abbie^s love-story, though it provides a happy ending, three of his agents followed hard upon its heels, and among 
would scarcely by itself have been enough material for a these three was a most terrible fellow called Sam, who would 
full-length novel. Miss Hinb, as always, introduces us to kill a human being with as little compunction as you or I 
numbers of characters, and the least important — as in this would kill a hornet. Sam had not the smallest intention 
case Grafidmother Hurcott and her son the Naval captain — of being left in the lurch, and so Bezaire*s flight from justice 
are by no means the least interesting or the worst displayed, was nob the solitary affair which he had planned. I am 
Barbara, bad as she is — and out-and-out badness always nob attempting to follow these fugitives as they clambered 
seems to me one of the hardest things to “put over ” — is over roofs and dodged here, there and everywhere, but I 
perfectly credible. Miss Hinb has been very successful too can vouch that Mr. Anthony Armstrong keeps up the chase 
in making and keeping her characters distinct, with no run- with amazing verve, and brings it to a satisfactory issue, 

ning of their colours one into another, and with all the 

friction-making excrescences of real life which generally get What Sir Eobert Baden- Powell pleads for in Life's 
left out in books. The Eurcotts is certainly one of the best Snags (Pearson) is a kinder, healthier, merrier world, and 
of its author’s many novels. the young men, to whom these “ talks ” are mainly addressed, 

. will undoubtedly get it if they will follow his advice and 

InhiBLiLdwigvan Beethoven and J. Curwen directions. Away, he says, with cynicism and destructive- 
AND Sons) Dr. Harvey Grace has given us a well-timed ness ,* let us, whether young or not so young, face the difli- 
and concise study of the personality and works of that very culties of our modern world with courage and a desire to 


great and strangely iso- 
lated genius. Dr. Grace 
began his task thx-ee 
years ago, under the 
temporary influence of 
“ the prevalent anti- 
Beethoven chill”; he 
has ended it by recap- 
turing his earlier enthu- 
siasm. But the process 
has not been unattended 
by disillusion, largely 
due to Alexander 
Thayer’s monumental 
biography, on which 
this volume is in great' 
part based. Thayer, 
with ruthless, honesty 
and indefatigable re- 
search, shattered all 
that part of the Bee- 
thoven legend which 
inspired sentimental 
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LINE,” 

The Fly , “No, I won’t. 


There you are. Just sign your name on the dotted 


I MAY BE SIMPLE, BUT I *M NOT DOTTY.” 


help and not to hinder. 
Not that Sir Eobert is 
an uncompromising op- 
ponent of destruction ; 
he would uproot such 
people as moneylenders 
with an absolutely 
OhristiandeterminatioD. 
The aim of this little 
half-crown book is so 
right that I have no hesi- 
tation in drawing the j 
attention of sound sane 
people to it. More than 
ever is Sir Eobert estab- 
lished as Adviser-in- 
Chief to British youth. 

The heroine of Miss 
Buthbrpobd Crock- 
ett’s novel, Safety Last 
(Collins), gallantly 
maintains the tradition 


stc^ies and plays, or which represented him as uni-ecognised of bygone Crockett heroes in her defiance of constituted 
and neglected. Instead of a romantic figure we are given the authority and her debonair disregard of consequences, 
unvarnishedportrait of a man who was the victim of heredity, True, she is somewhat limited by the fettering circum- 
mc^e squalid in his habits than Dr. Johnson, suspicious stances of modern civilisation; hence she seeks an outlet 
and avaricious. Idolatry is impossible in the face of this for her adventurous spirit by throwing her bonnet over the 
^asoned and well-docunaented record. Yet Thayer — and steeple with a wholeheartedness worthy of a swordsman of 
Dr. Grace-— render full justice to the essential nobility of the Covenant. Unfox'‘bunateIy fortbe success of the experi- 
Deethovbn a character, and to that daemonic force which, ment, her partner in.revolt is what theolder tradition would 
while it did not inspire the personal affection roused by undoubtedly have dubbed a “ craven,” one of those poor 
Bach and Haydn, compelled the admiration and devotion spineless creatures who for some reason so often represent 
of high-born nobles and their womenkind. He immortalized literature in the pages of fiction, so that the end is a rather 
these pxunces ^d counts in his dedications; but they richly tame “as you were.” Miss Crockett bandies her char- 
deserved it. They justified the system of patronage which acters well, and the book would be worth reading if only 
Beethoven, though he mofited by it, did more than any for the wholly delightful portrait it contains of a thoroughly 
one else to break down. The estimate of Beethoven’b ser- human child, whose lack of affectation is the more refreshing 
vices to tbe*evolution of his ‘art in its various branches is by contrast with the rather “ literary” talk of her elders. 

judicious and judicial, and forms a good commentary on . 

George Dvson’s description of him as a “creative writer of the review of The Bomaoitic Comedians 

iconoclast.” , (Murray), in our issue of March 9th, writes to say that the 

' ^ allusion to Maud Muller's marriage referred to Bret Harte’s 

■ Anyone who desires to participate in as breathless a man-. v®fsion of the story. On the same point “ S. V. EG.” writes 
^gnt as I have ever ipllowed ^should read Limmie Bezaire Oxford) : 

Paul).. James, , Bobinson, alias Cofrlyle, alias “ critic is right and critic is wrong ; 

every respect a deplorable man ; he supnlied Muller d%d marry the J udge in the song, 

’ inf nnrq L ^ Whittibr wrote it, but wittier yet 

^ Dondon, intending, directly , ^ re^wrife by -that prince among parodists, Bret.” 


ftEY I^aul).. James, ^BoUnson, alias Carlyle, alias 
every respect a deplorable man ; he supplied 
London, intending, directly 
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“ Great Sunspot Peril,” says a head- 


CHARI VAR I A an island of his own where he can work “ Great Sunspot Peril,” says a head- 

' undisturbed. We could mention more ing. Many girls, we understand, are 

It IS rumoured that as Labour will than one writer who would like England laying in stocks of face-cream to fi^ht 
not officially support the Communists, all to himself. ^ ^ the fatal freckle this summer, 

the latter are taking their revenge by ::c 

giving their whole-hearted assistance During the hearing of a recent lawsuit Hundreds of women are said to be 
to the lormer. it was stated by his counsel that Mr. learning ju-jitsu. Proficiency will enable 

, Geobgb Bernabd Shaw was prepared even the smallest and weakest to hold 
Mr. Winston Chobchill is said to to go into the witness-box. The fact her own at the sales 
prefer exhibiting his paintings in Paris, that the famous playwright did not offer * 

using a French pseudonym. Yet ho to take the judge’s seat as well is attri- A correspondent* of a daily naner 

doesnt seem to mind bringing out buted to his modesty. points out that Nature provided man 

his Budget in his own name in this , a bearded face and woman wii^h 


the latter are taking their revenge by 
giving their whole-hearted assistance 
to the former. * 


country. 


to take the judge s seat as well is attri- A correspondent of a daily paper 
buted to his modesty. points out that Nature provided man 

, **'***' with a bearded face and woman with 

This year is the one-hundred-and- long hair. And some artists with both, 
fiftieth anniversary of the sandwich, and 


It is estimated that the cost to the in a year or two we shall be celebrating As microphones are to be installed 
Treasury of tax-collecting in 1927-1928 the centenary of the railway-buffet joke, between Putney and MortJake, on Satur- 


will be over twelve million pounds. 
Personally we think it too expensive a 
luxury, ^ . I 


President Ooolidoe 
has put on nine pounds 
in weight since he took 
office. ' It has been no- 
ticed, however, that the 
shoulders of the aver- 
age • British ■ tax-payer 
are more bowed than 


By putting a recruit- 
ing sergeant in White- 
hall just at the com- 
mencement of the 
spring-cleaning season 
the War Office have at 
last displayed a little 
imagination. A rush of 
young 'husbands to the 
colours is anticipated. 

. ' 'n *!• 

Paris 'taxis, it is 
pointed out, charge only 
fourpence a mile, but it . 






‘ia-y, it is to be hoped that Thames 
A footballer who had been deaf and bargees will be careful not to argue with 

other ^on the Dav- 

^ ^ ^ The dachsbund^is ^ 

1 1 I I bund never knows where 

I ll ' 1 1 lives. 

/-■ difficulty is to keep it a 
secret from the neigh- 

® writes to 

reference to the 
Rotary International 

, " Convention at Ostend 

lu VE GONE AND LET »IM OUT, HAVE YOU ? WELL, IT ’S NO JuUd , eXPrOSSing a 

STABLE DOOR AFTER THE HORSE HAS GONE,”. i /i ^ 

id, “Ain’t there, Guv’nor? ’E might comb back.” ^ will 

settle the traffic prob- 


ij 


JFciyfJicy , “So you ’ve gone and let ’im out, have you ? Well, it ’s no 
USE looking' the stable door after the horse has gone,”. 

Scared stable Lad, “Ain’t there, Guv’nor? ’E might comb back.” 


must be remembered that, as the Paris dumb recovered the power of speech lem once and for all. 
taxi-driver usually, drives straight when kicked in a recent matck In the ===== 

through everything, it 's really only half circumstances he was not reprimanded AN OLD SONG 

the distance it is over here. for bis language. Ip all the » nice ” neon 


AN OLD SONG RESUNG. 

If all the ** nice ” people were knowing, 
And all that are knowing were 


If the fifty-six thousand Dutch bulbs A nine-year-old girl who recently « nice,” 

which have been presented to Hyde wrote a novel has been telling a news- The world’wonld be rapidly growing 
Park grow up anything like the pic- paper interviewer how she did it. We iJp into a new Paradise, 
tures on the packets, there is one con- should be happy if some adult novelists But, alas ! both are bent on forgoing 
solation. There won’t be any room for would tell us lohy they do it. The aid of each other’s advice, ^ 

all those open-air speakers, For the » nice ” look askance at the 

' # . A correspondent m a contemporary knowing, 

Complaint is again made of the mentions a horse which is fond of walk- Theknowinglookdownonthe'^nice.” 
dirtiness of motorists in Surrey. The ing backwards. We know the animal ; === 

way they litter the countryside with it is the one we put our money on in The innumerable backers of tl 
pedestrians is very unsightly. the Lincoln, .v Grand National winner who have writt< 


way they litter the countryside with it is the one we put our money on in The innumerable backers of the 
pedestrians is very unsightly. the Lincoln, . 4 , Grand National winner who have written 

^ thank Mr. Punch for the straight 

It seems that in Moscow, in 1925, “There are strange instances of com- tip which he gave them in his picture 
Seiior Oapablanoa advocated a revolu- panionships in animallife,” says a writer. “ Sprig-time ” on March 16th, are here- 
tion in chess. Pew masters have ever But we rather discredit the story of a by assured that he will do everything in 
attached more importance to the pawns, correspondent who states that he has his power to ensure further favourable 
^ seen a therm, an artificial silkworm results. He is now getting ready some- 

A literary paragraphist remarks that and a flu germ jazzing together on a thing really hot for the Derby — or it 
nearly everybody who writes dreams of wireless aerial. may be the Oaks. 
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^CROSS-COUNTRY, 

Wb do not venture on to the high- 
road on Sunday afternoons. No, we 
go across-country. You see, we wish 
to avoid meeting the villagers, and vil- 
lagers do not go across-country on Sun- 
day afternoons because they have on 
their best clothes. We, on the other 
hand, have no best clothes, so we go 
across-country. 

But let there be no misunderstand- 
ing. We do not dislike the villagers, 
far from it; nor are we ashamed of 
having no best clothes, certainly not. 
Our reason for going 'cross-country is 
a nice thoTiglitful reason. 

We think that the villagers ought to 
have Sunday afternoons to themselves. 
We say, ‘‘It's tlieii' afternoon,” and 
Grandmother says that it 's like listen- 
ing at the kitchen key-hole, like show- 
ing our visitors, it might be, Sarah’s 
bedroom — ^like these and other things 
of the kind to walk along the high-road 
on Sunday afternoons. So we go across- 
country. 

We start very soon after lunch, sooner 
than some people tliink wise, because, 
if we allow ourselves to go to sleep on 
Sunday afternoons, we sleep until tea- 
time. 

Grandmother says, “ Shall we go for 
a walk ? ” and we all say, “ Yes ; where 
shall we go ? ” Then Grandmother says, 
“We’ll go ’cross-country, so as not to 
; intrude on the villagers.” So we go 
across-country. 

We take Moses with us, because the 
farmer who leases the ground is asleep 
on his bed and cannot accuse the poor 
dog of chasing sheep, and the keeper is 
wsdking on the high-road with Sarah 
and cannot accuse him of chasing rab- 
,bits. We ourselves do not accuse Moses 
of anything ; we think he is a Very Good 
Dog. 

Now when wo go across-country on 
Sunday afternoons we avoid the high- 
road entirely. We walk over the lawn, 
through the coppice arid climb the 
fence. We none of us mind climbing 
the fence, and Grandmother loves it. 
We hold on to each of her four sides, 
then all together we shout our slogan, 
“It’s perfectly simple, my dear Wat- 
son! ” and over she goes. , 

On the other side of the fence there 
are sheep, which run away. Moses 
does not chase them, but when they 
run he runs too, which is only natural. 
We often explain this to the farmer. 
We say, ^‘The sheep run before Moses 
runs ; ” and Grandmother says, “ It ’$ 
got nothing to do with Moses. Why, 
pjien I go into the field alone the sheep 
^fjn.^and surely to goodness you don't 
chasing them ? ” 
iCpme among the rabbit- 

warrens, and the rabbits chase Moses. 
They do indeed. We are sure of it. 
They pop up on all sides of him, and 
dart around, and Moses runs this way 
and that, not knowing which way to 
turn, poor dog. Time after time we 
explain this to the keeper. We say, 
“But the rabbits chase Moses;” and 
Grandmother says, “Listen to me. 
Next time you see Moses at the rabbit- 
warrens, don’t jump to conclusions. 
Just watch a moment, and then try if 
you can tell for certain whether it’s 
Moses that chases the rabbits or the 
rabbits that chase Moses.” 

However, the keeper is walking on 
the high-road with Sarah on Sunday 
afternoon. 

Then we get on to the moss, and we 
say to each other, “ It ’s very boggy. 
Look where you ’re going ; ” and Grand- 
mother says, “ Just follow me,” which 
we do as quickly as possible. When 
she gets stuck, we pull hard. We shout, 
“ It 's perfectly simple, my dear Wat- 
son I ” and out she comes. 

After that we usually go home, so 
that we may have time to change before 
tea. Bryant, who meets us in the hall, 
asks when we shall he ready, and looks 
as though he would like to say, “Well, 
you are dirty ! ” and Grandmother says, 
“Yes, we are, aren’t we?” which we 
think rather puzzles Bryant. 

Then at tea Grandmother says, 
“ It ’s nice to think of the dear villagers 
walking along the high-road in their 
smart clothes. It ’s best for xis to go 
across-country.” 

So we go across-country. 

Kipling Bevised. 

Headline to an article on football 
among the aristocracy : — 

Titled,* BUT Muddled Oats.” 

West Indian 

From a cinema advertisement : — 
“THE HOAD TO H.APPINESS. 

WHETHER you’re A IIOARY-HANDED SON 

OP TOIL.” 

Liverpool JBaycr, 

Or a horny-headed sinner ? 

From a house-agent’s advertise- 
ment : — 

** Entrance hall, ground floor lavatory and 
cloak-room ; complete domestic offices ; Sezifcry 
boiled in tiled recess. Buyer. 

It sounds like a preliminary to the 
skeleton in the cupboard. 

“We are glad to hear that Mrs. H. L. 

and her son, John, are very well. Young Mr. 

, who weighed nine stones two at birth, 

a record for the Samaritano Hospital, is well 
maintaining his reputation. ” 

Brazilian Bayer. 

We too are very glad to hear that this 
fine infant is progressing favourably. 

THE MAGNIFICENT KING. 

Nobody asked if Pei or Chen 

Or what-is-the-name of the man 
Could speak for the whole of China when 
It was ruled by Kubla Khan, 

When about the board of the Mongol lord 
The company asked to dine 

In glittering silk had camels’ milk 

And milk of the mares and wine. 

All of them bowed as the band struck up 
On an evening long ago 

When Kubla lifted his jewelled cup 

And the pages louted low ; 

And wherever he went his painted tent, 
In travel alike and war, 

Was carried about (for he had the gout) 
On the backs of his elephants four. 

The Khan peeped out of his curtain flap 
On a golden morn of spring 

And a couple of hundredcranes, mayhap, 
Went down as he pulled the string; 
For miles andmiles you couldsee the files 
Of his hunters red and blue — 

It was out of bounds on the hunting- 
grounds 

When the great gerfalcons flew. 

Such and such was the royal sport, 

And the cheetahs followed the deer, 
And the etiquette of the Emperor’s 
C ourt 

Was good if a trifle queer ; 

For none might tread in the hall of dread 
Till he changed his dusty shoon 

For a buckskin pair, and each man there 
Must carry his own spittoon. 

Pale astronomers, cold and wise, 

Sought of the Khan tlieir fee ; 

He paid for his costly merchandise 

With the bark of the mulberry-tree; 
By course and course, from horse to 
horse, 

His frequent couriers ran, 

And the world could boast of a punctual 
post 

In the days of Kubla Khan. 

Such and such was the royal life, 

As the ancient story runs ; 

Four were the ladies he had to wife, 
Apart from the extra ones. 

From West and East to his birthday- 
feast 

His governors came in white ; 

They got no bribes from their subject 
tribes, 

For the hand of the Khan was tight. 

Nobody asked if Pei or Chen 

Or Chu Tsino what ’s-his-name 

Could speak for the whole of China when 
Young Marco Polo came ; 

And, whatever they say of old Cathay 
Six hundred years ago, 

There wasn’t a doubt when the Khan 
rode out 

That he was the boss of the show. 

Evob. 
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TEE OLYMPIAN OEACLE. 


[Paraphrase of Lord Oxfoed’s speech ia the House of Lords, Slarch 22nd.] 

"OTJE NATIONAL BXPBNDITUEB IS PROFLIGATE; OTJB ARMAMENTS ARE BLOATED; THE 
BULK OF OUR WAR-TIME MINISTRIES OUGHT TO BE WOUND UP; OUR CIVIL SERVICE IS 
REDUNDANT AND -OUR CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER IS UNABLE TO TRANSLATE HIS 
DECLAMATORY ASSURANCES INTO FACT.” ■ [Disc^ears into the Olymman void. 
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MISLEADING CASES, 

Pritt V. Pritt, 

Much comment was caused in legal 
circles to-day by an unconventional 
speech by Sir Oliver Slick, K.C,, in 
opening a casein the Probate and Di- 
vorce Division. Sir Oliver is retiring 
from practice in a fevr days’ time, and 
it is thought that he may be suffering 
from overstrain. 

Sir Oliver said : May it please your 
Lordship, Members of the Jury, in this 
ease I appear for the petitioner, Mrs. 
Gladys Eleanor Pritt, who is praying 
for a divorce from her husband on ac- 
count of — well, I mean, she wants to 
get rid of the man, and that ’s all about 
it, milord. Milord, this is probably the 
last case in which X shall ever appear, 
so, to tell you the truth, I take a pretty 
detached view of the whole proceedings. 
Well, I mean, look at old Twopenny 
here — (Mr. Albert Tioopenny, of the firm 
of ’Ihoopenny and Truelove, solicitors for 
the petitioner ) — ^he ’ll never give me a 
brief again after this, hut I don't care! 
* nd that 's what makes the whole thing 
14 , — funny ! 

here laughed heartily. < 

* Sn* Oliver, if this is your 





swan-song, I am sure that you would 
wish it to be in tune with the traditions 
of the Bar and wutli your owm fine re- 
cord. 

Sir Oliver : Certainly, milord ; you *re 
a good sorb, milord, and I don’t want 
to offend you, though you ’ve given me 
a packet of trouble from time to time. 
Well, milord, the facts are these. The 
parties were married only a year ago, 
at Westminster, and lived happily to- 
gether for about three weeks, milord. 
Tem^ramentally, perhaps, they were 
unsuited ; the husband was fond of golf 
and the woman of lawn-tennis. How- 
ever, the wife reimined and is to this 
day devoted to her huaband^ut last 
year, milord, on July 20th — ^no, 21st — 
Mrs, Pritt noticed that Mr. Pritt’s 
affections were cooling, and on the 24th, 
milord, she found him telephoning to a 
stpnge woman, a Miss Elizabeth Mugg, 
milord, who has been cited in this case 
as a co-thingummy 

The Judge : Sir Oliver, I ’m not sure 
that I follow you. 

Sir . Oliver : Milord, you *re aimply 
marvellous. (Sir Oliver then lowered 
his voice and continued in tones sug- 
gestive of profound moral indignation.) 
Milord, there seems to be' no doubt 


that this woman, by a protracted course 
of duplicity and cuuning, has deliberately 
stolen away this husband from his wife. 
It is difficult, milord, to frame language 
strong enough to describe a woman 
who, without any provocation, it ap- 
pears, from her unfortunate partner in 
guilt, has wormed her way into the 
affections of an English husband, and 
invaded, corrupted and finally broken 
up an English home. Picture, milord, 
the state of mind of my unfortunate 
client as, day by day and bit by bit, she 
sees that devotion which is her right 
transferred to the supplanter; On the 
26tb, milord, this poor woman had a 
nervous breakdown, on. the 29th she 
had fits. Milord, do you think I ’ve done 
enough of this 2 ^ 

The Judge : I beg your pardon, Sir 
Oliver ? 

^ Sir Oliver : I mean, need I give the 
jury any more of this gup ? Because 
of course, you know, the whole case is 
a put-up job 

The Judge : Sir Oliver, I think you 
arp not very well Perhaps it would be 
fairer to your client to adjourn. 

Sir Oliver: Never was better, old 
boy. Pit as yourself*, arid fitter^ Well, I 
wasn’t, playing, bridge halLthe night, 
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milord, as I happen to know you 
were ! 

(Sir Oliver here laughed again in a 
genial manner.) 

The Judge : If you are in good health, 
Sir Oliver, we will continue the hearing, 
but you will please confine yourself to 
the facts of the case. 

Sir Oliver: Well, milord, the facts 
are very simple. This is just one of 
the ordinary trumped-up upper-class 
divorce cases, you know. The lady *s 
just bored with him, that 's all. Well, 
I mean, in these days, living with the 
same husband week after week for a 
whole year — Society girls can’t stmid 
it. There 's nothing unpleasant in the 
case, nobody’s done anything wrong, 
but my client wants to marry a chap in 
the Guards — Jack Pilter, you know, 
milord, fellow with the eye-glass you 
met at the club the other day, so we ’ve 
pitched this yarn about Pritt and Eliza- 
4ieth Mugg Don’t interrupt, Two- 

penny! • 

(Mr. Twopenny spoke earnestly to 
Sir Oliver at this point, and subse- 
quently on several occasions, but Sir 
Oliver did not appear to hear what he 
said). 

Sir Oliver, continuing, said : “I’m 
sorry for Pritt in a way — that’s the 
respondent, milord — he’s a very good 
fellow and adores Mrs. Pritt. But it ’s 
his own fault, really. The trouble was, 
you see, milord, that he married the 
girl for her money and then fell in love 
with her. I can tell you, between our- 
selves, Gentlemen of the Jury, we had a 
job to get him to agree to this divorce 
at all. Didn’t like it, not a bit. But 
in the end we got him over the money. 
You see, he ’s terribly in debt, milord, 
and she’s going to pay him a very 
decent alimony. Of course, technically, 
I know, milord, I shall ask you to make 
him pay Mrs. Pritt alimony, and a fat 
alimony, too; but that’s all eye-wash. 
Besides, we made things easy for him 
over Elizabeth Mugg, and that helped 
to turn the scale, because he thought 
he had to go to Brighton with her, and 
he hates Brighton. But when he found 
he needn’t even see Elizabeth Mugg 
he didn’t mind being divorced because 
of her so much. In point of fact he 
never has seen Elizabeth Mugg. 1 men- 
tion that because I don’t want any- 
one here to take too seriously what I 
said about Elizabeth Mugg just now, 
because Elizabeth Mugg is really a very 
nice woman and knows her job thor- 
oughly. Elizabeth has been in eighty- 
nine divorce cases, she tells me, under 
various names, and has never met one 
of the parties yet. In this case, of 
course, she went down to Brighton and 
stayed a night at the Cosmopole. Pritt’s 
valet stayed there the same night and 



THE BOAT-RACE. 

Husband, “Oh, dear, I shan’t be able to shout for Oxford on Saturday now.” 
Wife, “ Never mind, dear. Perhaps they ’ll win without it.” 


put a pair of Pritt’s boots outside Eliza- 
beth’s room, and the next day he met 
one of the chambermaids and identified 
the boots; ajjd there you are. You ’ll 
have all the evidence, of course, Pritt’s 
bill and the cloakroom ticket and the 
menu and everything, but that *s all 
there is to the case 

The Judge: Sir Oliver, I neveiTike to 
interrupt Counsel when opening a case, 
but are you materially assisting your 
client ? 

Sir Oliver : I should be sorry if you 
thought I wasn’t, milord, because Mrs. 
Pritt is really quite a decent little 
woman. In fact, everybody in the case 
is thoroughly decent, including your 
Lordship, if I may say so, audit seems 


to me a great pity that all these decent 
people should be put to all this trouble 
and expense and publicity when the 
whole thing might easily be done in 
two minutes at a registry-office or 
through one of the Stores. On the 
other hand, of course, I have to live, 
and you have to live, milord, and Eliz- 
abeth Mugg has to live, so we mustn’t 
complain. Speaking for myself, I'm 
doing very well out of this case, because 
my client is not only decent but rich, 
and old Twopenny here knows how 
to make ’em cough up — well, I mean 
I ’ve got one thousand pounds on the 
brief and a pretty good refresher for a 
potty little divorce. I mention these 
points, milord, because it is so nice to 
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! pjet a touch of reality in a case like this. 
How you can sit up there, milord, day 
after day, swallowing all the bogus stuff 
served up to you by members of the 
Bar like me, who ought to know 
better * 

The Judge: Sir Oliver, this is an 
occasion without precedent in all my 
long experience, and I find a difficulty 
in dealing vrith it. But, if you are un- 
able to conduct yourself in accordance 
with the traditions of your profession 
and the interests of your client, I shall 
be compelled to ask you to withdraw 
from this court. 

Sir Oliver {botvmg): Milord, I bow 
to your ruling. Milord, I have little 
to add at this stage of the case. My 
client will now go into that box and tell 
the tragic story of her married life. She 
will tell you of affection blighted, of a 
home made desolate and a heart de- 
'stroyed. She will tell you that even at 
this late hour she is ready to hold out 
the hand of forgiveness and clasp to her 
bosom the rightful partner of her life, 
if he will but tear himself from the 
embraces of the supplanter, Mugg, a 
woman, milord, who, as you will shortly 
hear, has from first to last, from first to 
last, milord, played a part in the lives 
of these two people which is vrithout 
precedent, milord, in my experience for 
treachery, deceit, ingratitude and cun- 
ning. Call Gladys Pritt. 

The Judge : The Court will now ad- 
journ. 

The Court adjourned. A. P. H. 


SENDING-IN DAY. 

I AM inclined to agree with those who 
urge the unsuitability of the artist for 
married life. That i§ to say, the 
feminine artist. The male, for all that 
has been said against him by the 
ignorant and prejudiced, is commonly 
a decent fellow enough and absurdly 
easy to manage. With a little flattery 
any competent woman can lead him 
wheresoever she chooses. It is differ- 
ent when we come to try managing a 
woman who dabbles in the arts. 

Mind you, I am not saying that 
flattery has no value with the other sex. 
I am only saying that they demand 
more of it than we do and are not 
content when they get it. They de- 
mand a more solid fare in addition. 
Were they not .always the practical 
sex ? When I first became engaged to 
Phyllis (which is more years ago now 
than I care to remember) it was not long 
before I discovered that a few words of 
praise for the sketch in water-colours 
tWere not sufficient. I must give my 

it would be as well if I took a 

i in the game. How pleasant 
^.jp^etimes come out with 



her, complete, so to speak, with block, 
paints and brushes, not forgetting a tin 
of water ! And I confess at first it ap- 
pealed to me. Can you imagine a pas- 
time more idyllic for a young couple ? 

The umbrella perhaps was a nuis- 
ance. Phyllis had at that time an 
umbrella that was supposed to attach 
itself to her sketching-chair, but it was 
a fraud. Something always went wrong 
with the socket, and the consequence 
was that I often had to hold it up for 
the greater part of the afternoon. I 
am not complaining of this, but it very I 
soon occurred to me that painting in 
water-colours could not well be more 
tiresome than holding up an umbrella 
for two or three hours on end. I de- 
cided that day to take up painting 
seriously. 

There is something about painting. 
It grows upon you. In the first days 
of our married hfe we used to do a good 
many of these sketching expeditions 
together. Now and again I come across 
one of my old pictures in some derelict 
sketch-book, and for a few moments 
the bygone enthusiasm is revived. I 
think it might be rather fun to dig out 
the paint-box of japanned tin and the 
water-bottle that used to clip on to the 
side, and to suggest another expedition 
to Kew or Eichmond. They were not 
such bad days, those. 

I remember too the first time I ever 
bore a picfcure, framed, glassed and 
neatly done up in brown paper, to Bur- 
lington House. 

That also was when we were engaged. 
Otherwise I doubt whether I should 
have consented to undertake the task. 

I do not know that I am more self-con- 
scious than my fellows, but it is a fact 
that for some years I used to feel rather 
ill at ease when engaged in any pursuit ’ 
that attracted attention from the crowd. ' 
I did not like walking along Piccadilly 
with that oblong parcel under my arm. 
It was too obviously a picture — too 
clearly on its way to the Academy. I 
felt like a masquerader caught in his 
fancy-costume after sunrise. And then, 
again, there were so many preliminaries. 
The affair took time. I must have 
wasted many hours gettiM labels and 
reading directions and pasting them, on 
to the wrong pictures and getting them 
off again with some difficulty and a 
good deal of hot water. (Phyllis finds 
it extraordinarily difficult to make up 
her mind which three to select for 
submission at the last moment.) Some 
of our older efforts still bear signs of 
having been so treated. 

I may say that Sending-in Day has 
few terrors for me now. I am hardened 
to the task. For the last two or three 
weeks the critic has abounded in our 
drawing-room, pointing out why he 


would select the landscape in Northern 
France rather than the gorse-bushes 
on a Suffolk heath, or vice-versa, We 
know all the reasons now ; we can ex- 
plain readily enough why we remained 
unhung last year, and the year jDefore, 
though it is true that one of our pieces 
was provisionally accepted. In the 
first place it is essential that the Hang- 
ing Committee should be made to sit 
up and take notice when our own little 
water-colour is borne past them hastily 
in the arms of a stalwart and careless 
attendant. The picture must, in effect, 
have a carrying quality. 

And in the second place of course it 
is necessary to have influence. With- 
out some friend on that important 
council one may be accepted and then 
crowded out — an appalling fate which 
happened also to be our own two years 
ago. Phyllis and I, alas ! have no friends 
in those exalted artistic circles. Even if 
we had, would there not perhaps b^ 
something undignified in entering those 
portals, so to speak, through a back- 
door? (Still, I think the names of the 
Hanging Committee should be pub- 
lished every year in good time, say, 
three weeks before the day. It would 
give a man a chance.) 

They are getting the place ready now, 
I suppose. In a few days we shall be 
thronging down there, carrying our 
parcels with a furtive air, avoiding 
observation as far as possible. I find 
now that the Tube to Dover Street is 
the most popular way ot reaching the 
place ; and most of us make a practice 
of choosing the hour when the world of 
Mayfair is safely at home discussing 
its modest luncheon. Commonly there 
is quite a happy band of us (artists or 
husbands) making, shortly after one 
o’clock, towards the back entrance of 
that dingy lane that runs parallel with 
the famed Arcade. We are beginning 
to know each other tolerably well by 
now ; with some few I even exchange 
nods when we meet in the disrobing- 
room. 

You know the place I mean, of course. 
About half-way down, on the left-hand 
side, just where you see that van block- 
ing up the whole roadway. That is 
some framer bringing the works of his 
plutocratic employers. (I have often 
thought it would save a lot of trouble 
if Phyllis would get her framer to send 
her pictures in along with the rest.) 
But husbands are cheap. And framers 
are distinctly careless in the way they 
handle these products. They see them 
too often, 1 suppose. They cannot be 
expected to take a real personal interest 
in each one of them. They lump them 
all together into a van, often without 
any individual covering at . all. 

Ours are wrapped up, you may be 
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Little Girl (u'ho has jtist arrived in Paris). “Mummy, must I say my pbayers herb? 
Mother. “Why, op course, dablihg.” 

Little Girl. “Well, I shall have to say them in English, then.” 


sure. Even now I am a little shy of the gentleman who assists in the un- 
exhibiting our wares too openly in the packing has rather a way of throwing 
street or even in the Tube. When I first them carelessly on the floor under the 
began I could hardly bear to see them table unless I rescue them very swiftly, 
exposed. They had an anaemic air Perhaps in private life he keeps a book- 
divested of their wrappings and held up shop. 

to the light by some attendant in the Two years ago — 1 forget if I have 
disrobing-room, as I call it. I recollect mentioned it before — ^we had a picture 
on my first visit bow I slunk out of the accepted. Our first. We have lived on 
place hastily, forgetting to collect the that, so to speak, ever since. When we 
paper and string, though I had been feel downhearted (and the artist is pro- 
strictly enjoined to bring them back. verbially a creature of moods) we have 
I never forget these indispensable only to remind each other of 1925 and 
adjuncts now. They come in very use- once more we are as lambs frisking in 
ful always a week or two later. But the sunshine. It is true that the thing 


was not hung, but that does not alter 
the fact that it was among the elect. 
It meant also that 1 had to make a third 
journey to Bejection Lane (as I some- 
times term it) to recover’ the successful 
picture when it had been crowded out. 
These are the penalties of success. In 
a few days I shall be getting ready for 
my opening visit once again. 

j Ltd., Estate Dept., kave an appli- 
cant seeking to purchase a ‘Periodic * House,” 
Sunday Pajoer. 

For occasional occupation, we gather, 
not as a permanent abode. 







SAMUEL THE STRAY, 

Samuel possessed a powerful strain 
of lurcher, a little bit of bull-pup, a 
smack of terrier and spaniel to taste. 
There were other suggestions scattered 
up and down him, for he was yet young, 
and age had not withered his infinite 
variety. Altogether there seemed to be 
about fifty-seven different varieties in 
his make-up, and we nearly called him 
“ Heinz,” Taking it by, with and from, 
Samuel’s breed was just dog ; though I 
doubt whether a purist would have 
allowed even that, because at one point 
we are fairly certain we heard him mew. 

I first met Samuel emerging from a 
strange garden. Samuers nose was 
full of mould, and the garden was look- 
ing very strange indeed. Being young, 
he showed a disposition to play, but 
laboured under a misapprehension that 
my trousers had written on 

them (which, as everyone knows, is 
French for Please wipe”). He accom- 
panied me to the house where I was 
staying, but I shut him carefully out of 
^^hostess’s garden. 

&raiagb lunch we looked 
Samuel 


in the garden having a game of Tig ” 
with a hyacinth. Samuel was winning 
on points. We rushed out, just as he 
scored a knock-out, picked him up by a 
voluminous scruff and shot him into the 
road on his ear — the spaniel one. Mary, 
my hostess, then left Lick, her terrier, 
on guard at the gate, while I wondered 
out loud where the animal had come 
from. 

Ten minutes later Samuel was inside 
once more. He had put his collie-cum- 
greyhound cbarm of manner across 
Lick, and Lick was playing with him. 
Lick, in play, was slightly handicapped 
by the fact that he has been brought 
up not to run over flower-beds. 

We put Samuel out again and told 
him to go away. He wagged a cosmo- 
politan tail and trotted off out of sight. 
We were still at the gate, watching, 
when he reappeared in the garden behind 
us and leant unexpectedly up against 
Mary’s stockings. - He had apparently 
swum a river during his absence. 

This time I was despatched with 
Samuel into the village to find his 
owner. I took him to the cottage gar- 
den whence he had origiimlly Appeared, 
bat they mm ooiMBg and wouldn’t 


open the door. A voice told me it 
wasn’t theirs and that it had followed 
the children home from Maybury yes- 
terday. Samuel and I retreated sorrow- 
fully. 

On our return Samuel was tied up, 
while Mary rang up the village police- 
man to say she had a stray dog and 
would he fetch it, please. P.O. Dawkins, 
having cautiously asked whether it was 
a sort of black sort of lurcher, said 

No.” Mary said it was a beastly dog 
and she hated it. P.O. Dawkins ad- 
vised her to kill it. Mary said it was 
a darling puppy and she could never, 
never hurt such a lamb. P.O. Dawkins 
laughed sarcastically, apologised for 
clearing his throat and rang off. 

We then held a council of war, at 
the end of which Mary rang up several 
friends and asked them if they would 
like a charming puppy. Without ex- 
ception they first said *^No,” and then 
asked where the catch came in. Next 
we rang up the local vet. He began by 
inquiring what breed it was, so that 
conversation never got any further. 
Then we rang up the Vicar and said 
we had a sweet stray puppy (Church 
of England) in our garden, and would 
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Customer, " Can you give mb something to arrest the development op a 

COLD ? ’* 

Chemist, “ Ceetaidlt ; I cad becobbend this as ad udpailiq eebedy.” 


he like ifc? The Vicar, after thought, 
replied that he didn’t want it himself, 
but that the best thing to do was to 
put it out in the road and let it find its 
own way home. Luckily I managed to 
cut the ’phone off before Mary could 
answer that one. Finally we rang up 
P.C. Dawkins again and begged him to 
advise us. 

P.C. Dawkins became suddenly Mach- 
iavellian. He said that, if we ourselves 
brought a stray dog into a police-station, 
the police could not refuse to take it. 
Mary at once said she would be over in 
ten minutes. P.O. Dawkins, speaking 
with emotion, pointed out that he had 
been thinking of the police-station at 
Maybury, three miles off. Then we 
understood. P.O. Dawkins belongs to 
the Mudshire Constabulary, while May- 
bury is in Loamshire. We thanked him, 
and he added helpfully that we were to 
be sure and ask for Sergeant Smith. 
Mary said it was sweet of him ; but I 
bad an idea we were touching on some 
hidden vendetta of the constabulary 
world. 

I was of course detailed to escort the 
infant Samuel, who had meantime got 
loose in the garden. I caught him and 
took him with me to my car. Samuel, 
for bis part, took with him a large por- 
tion of garden. My car is supposed to 
hold three, but it wasn’t big enough for 
Samuel. When he wasn’t licking my 
face comprehensively at tricky corners 
he was on the floor chewing the ac- 
celerator. Our progress was therefore 
erratic. 

There was a constable outside the 
Maybury police-station. When he saw 
Samuel he began to laugh. I asked 
him where Sergeant Smith was, and 
he stopped laughing. A solicitous look 
came over his face, such as a backer 
of David might have worn on learning 
of the coming contest with Goliath. 
He saluted reverently and stood aside. 

I found Sergeant Smith and we talked 
for a bit. Then I wisl\ed I hadn’t found 
him after all. It appeared that Samuel 
had been his until a week ago, but had 
been sold because he was always losing 
himself. Since then he had been back 
in the station five times, three times as 
an arrested vagrant and twice appar- 
ently out of sheer love. 

The sergeant’s nerves were obviously 
a little frayed ; but there was no need for 
him to haveused the language he did. I 
hurriedly left the station. Unfortunately 
in my haste I omitted to leave Samuel. 

Half-way back, however, I. had a 
Napoleonic idea. I dumped Samuel in 
the road and made off at high speed. 
The greyhound part of Samuel kept up 
for some distance, but ultimately he| 
developed engine trouble and became 
once more a stray. | 


But this time he wore a label, on 
which I had written : — 

Sergeant Smithy 

Maybury Police Station, 
Finder will be well retvarded, 

A. A. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“ At the Conference of Princes held recently 
at Delhi was to be seen the remarkable sight 
of thirty cads parked together and every one 
of them a Rolte-Boyco .” — West Indian Paper. 

Prom a book-review : — 

“ The argument is debated with considerable 
force and lucidity, XBOucj^etj.! jo aSassijd ouo tti 
oB j^osTinq S!j9X ooxxeg ‘aw pnB eloq^uence. 1 
fancy, however, that the book will merely con- 
firm the faithful, ’and re-establish the uncon- 
verted in opposition .” — University Magazine, 

It might be advisable first to re-estab- 
lish the inverted in composition. 


Stands Scotland Where It Did ? 
Prom a speech in praise of Sussex:: — 
“There were many places in England — 
Glorious Devon, the Lake District, Kent, 
Bonnie Scotland, and the Norfolk Broads — 
which were famous for their beauty spots.” 

Local Paper, 

There will be a fine blaze of the heather 
if the above statement reaches the 
burning eye of Mr. Kibkwood. 


Prom a theatrical criticism : — 

“ We had a wild and woolly waste of words, 
illuminated here and there by brillian lines 
and almos, bu not quite, compensated us for 
the arid tracts that surrounded them.” 

- Morning Paper: 

The result would doubtless have been 
better if the printer had not missed so 
many of his t ” shots. 
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THE WEDDING-PRESENT. 

‘‘WELri,*’ I said, as the two small 
boys approached my study table 

‘^Please, Sir,*' said Thompson, “we're 
a deputation from the Lower Shell. 
You see, Mr. Hardy’s going to be married 
on the last day of term in the school 
chapel, and that *s on Thursday, so we 
feel it *s up to us to do something.” 

“ It ’s rather late to forbid the banns, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“ Oh, no, Sir, we weren’t thinking of 
that. But as he *s our form-master and 
the — er — the other person ** 

“ The bride,” put in Fletcher. 

“Well, the bride, then. Of course 
she’s Gloria, Sir — I mean, she’s the. 
Head’s daughter. So I and Fletcher I 
and Eobinson mi: made 
ourselves into a com- 
mittee and stung the 
form two bob all round 
— I mean ” 

“ We collected two 
shillings from each mem- 
ber of the form for a 
wedding-present, Sir,” 
explained Fletcher. 

“Splendid,” I said. 

“ I ’m sure they will 
both be awfully pleased. 

What areyou getting? ” 

“Well, Sir, the form 
left it to the committee, 
and 1 and Fletcher 
thought we’d like to 
give Mr. Hardy some- 
thing for himself, a sort 
— of — er ” 

“ A personal memen- 
to.” 

“Yes, Sir, a personal 
momentum. So we’d 
practically decided on a 

revolver.*’ . I 

^ “ Isn^t that talcing rather a gloomy 
view of matrimony ? ” I ventured to ask 
the. committee, 

“Oh, no, Sir, not that. But it’s 
always a bandy thing to have. And 
now that fathead Eobinson mi. has 
mu(*ed everything up by going and 
buying a perfectly rotten present on his 
own. You see, he was ti^easurer, so he 
had the money, and ho was in the village 
yesterday by himself and we couldn’t 
stop him.” 

“ He hnows what we think about it, 
though,”' said Fletcher darkly. 

“And the, man he got it from has 
gone, so we couldn’t make him take it 
back. He had a lot of them in a cara- 
van.” 

“What is it?” 

We’ve got it outside, Sir, if you’d 
r-. X ^ „ ^]3LOi3apson went out of 

.apd ikekimed with a large 


“It’s a parrot, Sir. If you take the 
cloth off it will begin.” 

I removed the cover. Thompson was 
quite right. The parrot, a small grey 
bird with a roguish eye, spoke at once 
in a clear falsetto voice. Then it relapsed 
into silence. 

“ Is that all it says ? ” I asked, after 
waiting for a few moments. 

“ Yes, Sir,” replied Fletcher, “ that ’s 
all ; but it keeps on saying it about once 
a minute as long as the cloth is off*. It 
was labelled * Hiohly Domesticated,’ 
and the man told Eobinson it was an 
asset to any home ; but the rest of us 
don’t think it ’s quite suitable some- 
how.” 

“No, not quite, perhaps,” I agreed ; 

' ‘ hut what are you going to do about i t ? ” 



JSost, “ Why did you leave youb coat out heee instead op bringing 

IT INSIDE ? ” 

Owner of small Car, “What! and let my eadiator freeze?” 



covexaS-by a cloth. 


“ That ’s what the form thought 
we ’d better ask you, Sir,” 

The parrot repeated its remark. 
“How much did Eobinson give for 
it?” 

“ One pound ten, Sir, with the cage. 
We ’ve got sixteen shillings over.” 

“ All right,” I said at length, “ I ’ll 
take it off your hands.” 

“ Oh, thank you, Sir ! ” 

“But I don’t think,” I added as I 
handed Thompson the money, “ that I 
would go in for fire-arms if I were you. 

Perhaps’a cigarette-box ? ” 

“ Yes, Sir,” answered Thompson ; “ a 
jolly good idea, Sir.” 

Polly, as we call her, now occupies a 
site in the corridor leading to my son’s 
nursery. At intervals of about a minute 
she utters, for the guidance of all whom 
it' may concern, her clearly-articulated 
admonition, “Don^t wake baby!” A 
useful and conscientious bird. 


TRAVELLERS’ BANE. 

I WONDER if it is generally known 
that if a traveller, after providing him- 
self at his tobacconist’s for three months’ 
needs, with, say, ten pounds of his 
favourite blend, comes back at the end 
of two months with three or four pounds 
still unused, he has either to produce 
the receipted bill for them, for his word 
is not taken, to pay duty on them, or to 
leave them with the Customs people 
until they can be officially released, a 
matter probably of a month ? 

It is so : the punishment of a free- 
born Briton for daring to bring duty- 
paid tobacco into his own country again 
is either to pay a second duty or have 
it confiscated for an indefinite period. 

This seems to me a very 
odd way for a great 
nation to add to its 
revenue ; but there it is. 
I know, because I am' 
one of the victims. Had 
the tobacco been bought 
in bond the situation 
would be understand- 
able, but, alas! it was 
bought in Bond Street. 

Two things are puzz- 
ling. First, the regula- 
tions ; secondly, the de- 
lay in reclaiming one’s 
own property. The con- 
fiscation is made at a 
seaport, but reclama- 
tion can be effected only 
by applying to the 
Customs Head Office, 
London, E.O.3. 

Very w’'ell ; you make 
the application, say, on 
March 1st, and yau 
make it with grovel- 

! ling humility. ‘ * Please, 

dear Mr. C. H. Offic^-in-cbief, I know 
I have been very wicked in your eyes, 
first in not smoking all the tobacco I 
took away, or in not (as I wish I had 
done) giving it to friends abroad ,* 
secondly, in not having tobacconists* 
receipted bills always on my person; 
thirdly, in not paying duty all over 
again without a word (as I did on some 
cigars I couldn’t bear to part with); 
and, lastly, in wanting my three pounds 
of mixture back. I know I am in your 
eyes a very wicked unpatriotic fellow,* 
but all the same may I now have it and 
let bygones be bygones ? ” 

In some such terms you make the 
application on, say, March 1st. A post- 
card comes in reply to say that the 
matter is being dealt with ; and then 
utter silence. You buy more tobacco 
in Bond Street (on which full duty has, 
as before, been paid), and, lulled by its 
soothing charms, possess yomr-scml in 
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patience. A week passes. Two weeks 
pass. Then you collect all your courage 
and to the Big Noise, or the Cat’s 
Whiskers, or whatever title he enjoys 
at E.0.3, send a further reminder: 

Please, dear Mr. 0. H. Officer-in-chief, 
will you be so very kind as to make 
another effort to persuade your men to 
relinquish my poor little three pounds 
of tobacco ? I know that it is asking a 
great deal of a Government Department 
that it should be prompt, but, after all, 
Government Departments, although 
they sound so grand, are nothing but 
aggregations of individuals who as in- 
dividuals sometimes do things quickly, 
and what is done by the unit might, 
if anyone really cared, equally well be 
done by the mass. So please may I 
either have my tobacco back or some 
assurance that you have not totally 
forgotten me ? ” 

Please observe that there is, as yet, 
no acerbity in the case ; the letter is | 
gentle and persuasive; no threats of 
writing to The Times or carrying the 
matter to the poor old House of Lords. 
We are all the best of friends. 

To this entreaty comes, after a suit- 
able interval, a reply in a long privileged 
envelope — On His Majesty’s Service, 
without a stamp and of the same horrid 
hue as Income Tax communications. 
You tear it open, hoping that all your 
nice pleading has not been in vain, and 
you read this: “I am directed by the 
Commissioners of Customs and Excise 
to state that they are not yet in a posi- 
tion to reply, but that the matter will 
be expedited and a reply sent as soon 
as possible” — the reply, you hope, 
coming in the form of three pounds of 
tobacco. In other words you trust 
that they are going to “say it with 
weeds.” But when? 

Meanwhile let me advise all travellers 
abroad who have taken with them cigars 
or tobacco or cigarettes, bought out of 
bond, not to bring them back to a coun- 
try where one’s word (unbacked by re- 
ceipted bills) is not taken, and where a 
second duty is expected or severance 
from one’s honestly acquired property 
is for long weeks exacted, but instead to 
present the stuff to anyone en routes or, 
having landed (to save time and trouble), 
even to the Customs -House officers, 
who will appreciate it. E. V. L. 

SUPERSTITION. 

The morning was Friday, thirteenth 
was the date ; 

The evening. before we had looked at 
the moon 

Through glass — a proceeding, *tis need- 
less to state, 

Which is bound to bring misery later 
or soon. 
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MANNEQUINS AND MODES. 

Getting the Spbing atmospheee: 


A looking-glass fell from its place and The magpies in singles flew past for a 
was cleft ; peep ; 

The salt was upset and we failed to We omitted to cross ourselves seeing 
make good a hare ; 

By throwing a pinch of it “ over the And, far from removing our hats to a 
left,” sweep. 

As all who spill salt on the table- We regarded that sweep with a non- 
cloth should. chalant stare. 

As we swung into “top,” withered, It was Friday, remember, and yet I 
witchlike and bent, recall 

A cross-eyed old woman surveyed us That we travelled in safety, achieved 
with gloom ; our desire 

In the roadway before us a long ladder Of luuching with friends (who believed 
leant ; in it all I) 

We dived and went under it — plentv And returned, having not even punc- 

o£ room I tured a tyre. W. H. O. 
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everything. But of course to-day all shade,” -whispered Peggy ; “besides, of 
BON VOYAGE! my thoughts are with Mary. Perhaps course, being so good for us.” 

Peggy’s greatest friend has just sailed she will be very very ill.” “ Real sunlight is better still,” I said 

for Canada. She will return, I gather, “Perhaps she won’t,” I said prac- firmly. “ Come along, Peggy.” 
in time for the summer sales. tioally. “ Anyway, you may be quite Peggy turned to me with a radiant 

I persuaded Peggy not to go to Liver- sure she will have a good stewardess to smile, 
pool on the boat-train, but to say good- look after her — a splendid Scotswoman, ' “You mean Cannes?” she said 
bye at Euston. I know those boat- called Janet McDougall, I expect — who breathlessly. “ Oh, you ! ” 
trains — travellers with strained faces will just wait on her hand and foot, and The fluent young man was standing 
trying to remember where they put hardly let her out of her sight.” by my side now. 

1 •i-i Ti -r\ TTT • i 1 _ i 1 • . ft »» T i -i 


their keys and their friends with equally 
strained faces trying to say something 
worthy of a boat-train. 


Peggy brightened up 


If you really think so/’ she said, hastily. 


How much is the thing ? ” I asked 


almost happily, “ we might just look at 


We saw the train steam out and then those metal brocades.” 




' I piloted Peggy to a taxi. We looked at the metal broci 

‘‘Tellhimtostopat thetop^fEegent Peggy bought heaps of them. 
Street/’ she said sadly. “I ; ^ 

want to buy some saucepans/’ , 

‘‘Wouldn’t Oxford Street 
have been better for the sauce- 
pans ? ” I asked doubtfully. 

“I’m too miserable to talk,” M V- •/ 

said Peggy reproachfully. ~ 

“What does, it matter tvliere 
we buy the saucepans ? Where * ^ 

will Mary be noto ? ” ll 0 

“ About Willesden,” I said. \ % « I 

“And then that dreadftil 'w | I | 

journey to Canada!” moaned uA l[ iji | 

Peggy. “I can’t bear to think /If* • » I 

of Mary in the ice-fields.” ! 

“ But all the liners go by the l' \ .• I ! . 

southern route in the winter,” i " f f 

I reminded her ; “ round by the , . I J 

Gulf Stream, you know.” I'!|j 

“However much they dip j'-j V !*, 

on the way,” said Peggy firmly, I j 

“ they have to come up among ' ■ , \ 

the ice and snow when they ■ 

I couldn’t think of any- 

thing to say to this, and there ^ 

was silence for a minute. Then .* y 

the taxi stopped and we got ' 1 1 

out. ' '■|■'l'lliii|i ■ ' 

“ Python shoes,” said Peggy 1 * 

with mournful interest, look- Son of the Champion Borrower. “ Fatheb 
ing into a shop-window. “I ^0 heae that you’ve sold youb eollee 
have read about them in the addbess op the 

paper. Perhaps we ought to 


‘‘Only nineteen guineas,” he said. 
Then confidentially, “You’d be sur- 


We looked at the metal brocades, and prised how many I sell in that way, 


I sup- 1 Sir. 



iV' 







Son of the Champion Borrower. “ Fathee says he ’s sorey 

TO HEAR THAT YOU ’VE SOLD YOUR ROLLER ; BUT WOULD YOU 
KINDLY GIVE HIM THE ADDRESS OP THE GENTLEMAN WHO 
BOUGHT IT?” 


So many ladies look at it like 
■“ that,” he added cryptically. 

I wrote the cheque and gave 
the address. 

“If Mary weren’t getting 
farther and farther away every 
minute I should be quite ex- 
cited about the lamp,” said 
Peggy pathetically. 

As I followed her out of the 
shop I heard a woman’s voice 
saying Egypt. Oh, Fred, ife 
has been my dream ! ” 

I glanced back and saw Fred 
taking a fountain-pen out of 
his pocket . . . 

As the taxi neared the top 
■ of Bond Street Peggy clutched 
. me. 

“The saucepans,” she said 
dramatically. 

“ We ’ll wait for the new 
' Spring shapes to come out,” I 
said decidedly. Shopping with 
Peggy has taught me quite a 
lot. 

s|: i|c 

The next day brought Peggy 
a letter from Mary, posted by 
the pilot. She handed it to ’ 
me with a startled look. 

“ Bead that,” she said. i 
^ “You ought to be able to 
^ get the collar out of three- 
_J quarters of a yard,” I read. “I 


looh at them, though I can’t enjoy pose they too went with everything, at have the very dearest stewardess. Her 
them.” ^ least I can’t imagine anything daring name is Miss McDougall, and she fusses 

We looked at the python shoes dis- to say they didn’t, so they Avere, of over me like anything.” 

played on Peggy’s^feet. “They ’re very course, absurdly cheap. Then we bought I handed the letter back to Peggy, 

economical really,” she said ; “they go a purse-bag, and a few things that we who was reviving a pink hyacinth v/ith 
with everything. I wish I had brought hneio went with it, just to start it, as it the artificial sunlight lamp, while an 

Mary here yesterday.” ^ were. ^ Eastern rug and a hat, both sale bar- 

, “Buy two pairs,” I said hastily. “And I was looking round for a taxi when gains, waited their turn, 
what about these alligator brogues ? Peggy touched my arm. “ All the same,” I said, “ I wish we ’d 

Wouldn’t they go with anything?” “ There ’s a demonstration of artificial gone with her to Liverpool. It would 

§3*^0 a sad little smile and the sunlight lamps inhere,” she said, “ and have saved us so much.” 
saleswoman whipped off the python it would be nice* just.to see them. I “Anxiety about her,” said Peggy 
shoes and had the alligator brogues on think it would cheer me up,” softly. “ You ’re stich a dear ! I ’ll tell 

in no time. ^ We joined half-a-do^en people who Mary when I write.” 

We bought a pair. were listening to a fluent young man 

I * M ib „mie "I think ib wonld (ad, Ihab hab I j 

to see II they do go with bought in the sales to just the right African Pcepm'. 
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AT THE BOAT-RACE. 



There is the man who goes because The man who goes because 

HE USUALLY GOES. HE ALWAYS HAS GONE, 



THE MAN WHO GOES BECAUSE HE 

.hasjN’t been: BEFOT>^j , 



The man who goes because he 

HAS A NEPHEW AT “lilNG’S"— 



AND THE MAN WHO HASN'T, BUT 
DOESN’T LET A LITTLE THING 
LIKE THAT STOP HIM. 



The man WHO goes 
because he has a 

MORNING OFF. 



Also the man who 
HAS a morning out. 



But the man I like is the man who goes simply because he loves to see a jolly good race! 




Jn a ©00& Cause* 

Punch has received and wishes to give 
all the support at his command to theap- 
peal of Lord Balfour of Burleigh, the 
Treasurer of the Princess Louise Kensing- 
top Hospital for Children. One thinks of 
Kensin^on as a prosperous district, but 
in N or th Kensington t here is a population 
of about seventy thousand of the poorest 
people in London, living in' what were 
once large private houses, each house 
containing from three to seven families. 
In the whole of this area there is no 
hospital to, which children can be sent. 
The old Hospital for Children in Church 
Street, the only institution within reason- 
able distance, has now been closed, and 
in 1924 a scheme was initiated for re- 
establishing it in an enlarged form in 
North Kensington. ' As a result of an 
appeal then made, and generously -re- 
sponded to, an ideal site has been secured 
and paidforinWallingford Avenue, North 
Kensington, where an Out-Patient De- 
partment and One-Ward Block are now 
in process of erection. A sum of ten 
thousand pounds is urgently needed to 
^|ble the building to be continued 
^.mtefruption ; thirty-five thou- 
complete the Hospital 


and provide some endowment. The 
Princess Louise, Duchess of Argyll, 
whose name the Hospital bears, has 
worked indefatigably for the cause and 
set a splendid example by the munificence 
of her donations ; and Queen Mary has 
generously assisted the movement, in 
which she takes a deep interest. Lord 
Balfour of Burleigh has composed 
a moving and unanswerable appeal, in 
which he reminds his readers that this 
lar^e area, so sorely in need of a 
Children’s Hospital, is not a mile from 
Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens. So 
he asks the thousands of children who 
love Peter Pan and Wendy to do some- 
thing to help their brothers and sisters 
less fortunately placed. ** If every lover 
of Peter Pan would send me something 
the hospital would soon be built.” 

Subscriptions should be sent to Lord 
Balfour of Burleigh, the Town Hall, 
Kensington, W. 8. 

Parturiunt Montes . . . 

Mr. Lloyd George to Mr. Brown, M.P. : 

“The splendid fight put u^ by Leith Liberals 
under your leadership will give new impulse to 
Liberalism throughout the land. The party 
in the Mouse will welcome the notable acces- 
sion to its strength.”— Pa^er, 


SHE. 

She was fifteen, she was svreet. 

And I loved her. How I loved her ! 
Oh ! so graceful and so neat 
As she danced with twinkling feet ; 
She was good enough to eat. 

She vras fifteen, she was sweet ; 

I was seventeen — well, nearly — 

But I loved her — yes, I loved her 
Very dearly. 

In one merry month of May 
She was wedded, she was wedded. 
Many years have passed away, 

Now she 's middle-aged and grey ; 
Forty-seven, if a day. 

Strange perhaps that I should say, 
Though I’m fifty now— well, nearly — 
That I love her, still I love her 
Very dearly. 

Most unusual it may be, 

But fond mem’ries ever linger. 

I am married, so is she. 

"What a useless ecstasy I 
Useless ? No, for she, you see, 
When she married, married me. 

And she ’s perfect — well, or nearly — 
And I love her, always loved her 
Very dearly. 
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PARLIAMENT. 


they thought of the traffie-troubles in the line of the doctors in attendance on 
East London. Primus inter leaves in the boy who ate string in the Gmition^ 


Monday, March 21st— 2 . chorus of pessimism, Mr. Bromley 1 and 


the cost of producing the Empire 
Marketing Board’s handsome 
Empire map poster, Mr. Ambry 
informed Mr. Harris. '‘Allow 
me to sell the House a couple,” 
he added thoughtfully; "only 
seven-and-six apiece and dirt 
cheap at the price.” Eor those 
whose interest in the Empire did 
not run to that figure a smaller 
edition would soon be available 
at eighteenpence. 

Mr. Harris said the purpose 
of the posters was purely educa- 
tional. Should not the cost then 
be borne by the Ministry of 
Education ? Mr. Amery said the 
whole purpose of the Empire 
Marketing Board was to educate 
people to take a greater interest 
in Empire development. Would 
not these posters, asked Sir H. 
Croft, help to teach the Liberal 
Party that there were other 
countries besides their own ? It 
was clear that in the view of 
the Member for Bournemouth 
the seven-and-sixpenny size is 
none too large for Bethnal 
Green. 

Pressed by Sir P. Nelson and 
others Sir W. Joynson-Hicks 
unbosomed himself on the sub- 
ject of " jixis,” and at the same 
time gave the House a new scale 
of time* values. If the two-seater 
taxi-cabs were not coming in the 
near future, which meant the 
very near future, in fact very 


NEW ALL-BRiTISH RLM 


FEATURINa 


CuNUFFEi 

-IlSTER. 


THE WESTMINSTER 
PICTURE PALACE 




Ml 



Josh,, the Film-Fan. " AriL-BsiTrsH be beowebI 

ME SOMETHING FROM HOLLTWOOD 1 " 

Colonel Weikjwood. 


“Murmured, as they took their fees, 

There is no cure for this disease.” 

Tuesday, March 22nd . — Some 
centuries ago the House of Com- 
mons assumed exclusive charge 
of the public purse-strings. At 
least it thought it did. Actually 
it reserved the privilege for the 
Government of the day, which 
is not the same thing. Anyway, 
in the ensuing scuffle the Lords 
lost not only their right to spend 
public money, but also their 
right to prevent others spend- 
ing it. 

But if their Lordships cannot 
ACT they can at least view with 
ALARM. This afternoon they 
took up the viewing where it left 
off on Wednesday last. 

Lord Oxford led the attack. : 
He was no scientist, he said, 
and he reviewed with "vague j 
but largely uncomprehending 
admiration” the inroads made 
by science on what used to be 
regarded as« fundamental con- 
ceptions of the universe and of 
life. He was apprehensive, how- 
ever, lest arithmetic should be 
the next victim on the altar of 
scientific progress. 

Meanwhile the only way to 
economise, he thought, was to 
abolish the war-time depart- 
ments and to ration the rest. 

Lord Salisbury tried to shift 
the blame to the House of Com-, 
mons, but did not explain how 


soon, he would assume they ai'e not said the only remedy was for London the House of Commons was to refuse 
coming at all, and consider the question offices to open and close at different the Government the money it asked for 
of revising the fares. times of the day. Other Members took without voting it out of office. 

’Rennrt stafice of the Naval Estimates. lu the Commons Mr. Baldwin made 


of revising the fares. times of the day. Other Members tool^ 

Eeport stage of the Naval Estimates. 

Amendment moved by Mr. Lees Smith 

and seconded by Mr. E. Smith. Tin- u ^ 

like their namesake, possibly ancestor, 

Weyland Smith, they were all for scrap- 
ping weapons instead of forging them. 

Why not go on and abolish all battleships 
and all cruisers over five thousand tons ? 

Mr. Maopherson said that disarma- J 

ment must be " simultaneous and com- ' 
parative.” In any case "moral dis-, ^ 

armament ” must come first. / 

But what is moral disarmament and I VA 

how shall we know when it has come 7 Y ^ 

An Irish bar-tender was bewailing the ■ ^ pn L n ^ 

good old days when for fourpence you f # ^ 

could get "a fine pint of porter and a dfcA 
divvle of a great sandwich on the head 
of it.” " Begob,” he added reflectively, 

"that was the Millennium, only we 
didn’t know it.” 

The Second Beading of the London PLANTATION BILL. 

Midland and Scottish Railway Bill gave Septimus S^s well-hmwn :goster.^ 

Members an opportunity of saying what Mackinder. 


Mr. W. Mackinder. 


a sbatement about Shanghai. The gist 
of it was that the situation was well in 
hand, although General Pi-Shu-Ohbn 
had gone over to the Cantonese, and 
had been made General of the Forty- 
first Army. (Laughter in which the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, who 
has a great deal of sympathy with un- 
successful Generals, joined.) 

The 'House then debated the Films 
Bill. Mr, Snowden led the attack, ^but 
the Bill got its severest mauling from Sir 
Frank Meyer, who declared that if 
they wanted better British films they 
must have better film finance. The Bill 
would not produce them. Colonel 
Wedgwood introduced what one may 
call the human element. He declared 
himself an ardent film fan. He didn’t 
want highbrow stuff. Those second- 
rate American films were good enough 
for him. He didn’t want British films. 
He wanted to see giant American loco- 
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motives crashing through the Rockies, rdle of Lord High Leg-puller being ** Don’t mind him ! shouted Mr. 
not something that would ‘improve undertaken by Lord Donoughmobe. Kirkwood, pointing a contemptuous 
morals and at the same time sell British Lord Denbigh had come to the cham- finger at the new comrade. “ He ’s only 
hats.” ber to plead for an extension of the been in the party five minutes. He’s 

Sir T. Inskip defended the Bill on the cash-on-delivery system and in his too new to speak for us. I repudiate 
filmsy — sorry, flimsy ground that no- eagerness began to deliver his message him.” 

thing better had been proposed. from the benches dedicated by custom The Speaker thought these questions 

Wednesday, Maixhsh^d. --Discussion to the use of the Lords Spiritual. Dp of Who’s Who in the Labour Party 
in the Lords on the subject of air acci- rose Lord Donottghmore and sternly should be settled outside, 
dents elicited two facts — (a) that ip no protested against this flagrant violation Discussing education, Mr. Trevelyan 
case has an accident been in any way of the ancient usages of the House. The charged Lord Eustace Percy with a 
due to what the Irish policeman calls noble Lord had aggravated his offence “passion for economy” which had so 
“drink taken,” and (b) that the Press by electing to unbosom himself from set the educational world against him 
is to be invited to curb the zeal of its the seat usually occupied by the Arch- that he had resorted to a “ cunning 
reporters in order that the news of an bishop of Canterbury. Nobody, said and detailed niggardliness.” Miss Susan 
air accident may be broken gently to Lord Donoughmobe kindly, was more Lawrence declared that, as the L.C.C.’s 
the relatives of the victims. worthy to succeed that prelate than per capita expenditure on education 

Empire migration is one was eighty shillings per 


the relatives of the victims. 

Empire migration is one 
of the few subjects that 
the House of Commons 
can discuss in a spirit of 
high-minded and fraternal 
agreement. Unhappily the 
arrival of this happy state 
of affairs coincides with 
the discovery that the prob- 
lem is insoluble. Agricul- 
tural workers, it appears, 
are no use because they 
flock into the towns. In- 
dustrial workers emigrate 
readily, but are no use be- 
cause they do not undei*- 
st and agriculture. They can 
be trained, but an intensive 
course of agriculture usually 
makes them decide to go 
on being industrialists. 

The only hope, as Mr. 
Mackinder, in a speech full 
. of commonsense, told the 
House, is to catch the odd 
townsman who really has 
land-hunger, the enthusiast 
whose idea of rest after a 
hard day’s work is to go and 
give the allotment the once- 
over with the spade. 







ST. pbanois op pallodon blessing the birds. 

{After the Painting by Giotto.) 

Sir Clive Morrison-Bell and Lord Grey op Pallodon. 


child, instead of the forty- 
five shillings fixed by the 
Ministry, they would have 
to curtail “ school visits to 
such institutions as the 
Plouses of Parliament, which 
left a useful impression on 
the minds of the children.” 

Air. Batey, evidently de- 
termined to leave a useful 
impression on the minds of 
any schoolchildren that 
might happen to be about, 
declared that under the 
present Alinister no teacher 
could be sure that he would 
be in his school next week 
unless he was a Conservative. 

The Minister defended 
himself with his usual dry 
efficiency. 

Friday , March 25th. — In 
moving the Second Reading 
of the Wild Birds Protection 
Bill, Sir Olive Morrison- 
Bell hardly had an audi- 
ence worthy of the occasion, 
and must have felt inclined 
to imitate St. Francis’ ex- 
pedient, when no other con- 


Mr. Ameey was delighted to find the Lord Denbigh, but until the consecra- gregation presented itself, and go out 
House in agreement on the necessity of tion took place, . . . and talk to the pigenns in Palace Yard, 

getting more Empire migrants from Murmuring “ NbZo ” Lord H0hadwisely,however,takentheprecau- 

somewhere, and found the debate full of Denbigh proceeded to take another tion of getting Lord Grey of Fallodon 
encouragement. Great improvements, seat. to address a preliminary meeting at the 

he. said, were being made in the organi- When a Chinese General deserts to House and probably felt no doubt as 
sation of the Overseas Settlement Office, the other side he remains a General, but to the result. 

the Empire Marketing Board, the Com- the allegiance of his new army is always Air. Maxton opposed the Bill on the 
mittee of Civil Research, the committees a matter of some doubt. It is the same ground that it did not really protect 

political armies. To-day’s pro- wild birds. It was, he said, devised in the 
. ceedings in the Commons were enlivened best Tory spirit — complete protection 

ame House adjourned, feeling that by a slight tiff between the new General for thirty birds, partial protection for a 
with these Offices and Boards and of the Forty-first Labour Corps and the few hundred and no protection at all 
Committees, as well as a few others Commander of the Red Executioners, for the remaining ten thousand. M r, 
w^se names may have escaped the Mr. Kirkwood asked the Minister op Batey, seconding the Amendment, ex- 
i Minister at the moment, all in full Pensions why he deliberately turned plained that a colleague of his had re- 
swing there would soon be no need for downeverycasewhich the Labour Party turned from a trip to Australia with a 

B o emigrate. brought before him. Lieut.-Oommander cockatoo which he was disappointed 

xy, March 2Mh,—T\iQ House Kenworthy assured the Minister that with and wished to be rid of. The Bill 
^ had a little joke to-day they on that side of the House had no would prevent him turning it loose. 
Lord Denbigh, the special grievance against him. | That, be said, would be a real hardship. 
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SOMEWHERE IN VAR. 

V. 

‘ ‘ Sheer Anglophobia ! ’* -said Bnderby. 
He was sitting on the terrace, gazing 
sleepily at the sea. 'There were only 
two days before our departure now, 
and we had debated from time to time 
at the Paradise of Blowers whether 
Anglo-French relations were every thing 
they ought to be, in ispite of the com- 
parative quietude of the franc and the 
spirit of friendliness at Geneva. 

■ “ What is it ? ” I asked anxiously. 

threw a cigarette-end at a cactus 
and it bounced back on to the gravel,” 
he said. *‘The gardener came along 
in his lavender-coloured overalls and 
stared at it for a few minutes. Then 
he went and fetched a large tin spoon, 
scooped up the cigarette, put it on a 
wheel-barrow and wheeled ib oJBf to the 
hotel ash-dump. But you should have 
seen the look of anger in his eyes,” 

** On the other hand,” said Mrs. 
Enderby, “ the daughter of the station- 
master has just given me a spray of 
mimosa and two marguerites,” 

** And yesterday,” I said, “ I called 
the hotel cat * a good cat " in its own 
language and it arched up its back and 
seemed pleased.” 


^ “ Besides,” added Mrs, Enderby, ” the 
hotel gardener is a man of many cares. 
Only this nioming he made a new little 
flower-bed with stones round it in the 
drive at the comer of the hotel. A 
mule-cart came up, full of wine for us 
to drink. Tbe driver said * Hiu,* and 
one wheel went over the flower-bed, 
destroying it utterly. The gardener 
cried aloud, tore his hair and remade 
the little bed. An hour passed. The 
mule-cart returned. The driver said^ 
‘ Hiu ! * and utterly destroyed the little 
bed again. Life is like that, I think.” 

Nevertheless on the very evening be- 
fore we left there was nearly an interna- 
tional affair. I don't go so far as to 
say that the Pbesideht of the French 
Eepublic would have found himself 
unable to visit England this year if the 
incident had actually occurred, but I 
do say that it would have left an un- 
fortunate impression in the Department 
of Var; 

It happened thus : — 

Natasha had with her two toys, 
bought hastily before leaving London, 
to be given to the two children of the 
lidtelier. It would have appeared in- 
vidious to present them when we ar- 
rived, as it might have given us pre- 
ferenkal treatment over the Enderbys, 


whom we had already beaten in the 
toss for rooms. Looking back, I am 
rather sorry. It seems to me that, if 
we had presented those two toys on 
the day of our arrival, the Enderbys 
might have had to pay for all the baths 
and all the wine, and perhaps for the 
“ Highlife ” cigarettes as well. 

AndiA and Colette would be about 
five and four,’ One met them usually 
on the stairs, and they showed already 
every indication of acquiring the vast 
conversational range which is so much 
of an asset to the French. Where 
the Englishman is content to say, 
** Good morning. It is a fine day,” 
and then relapses into his traditional 
gloom, the Frenchman goes on. He 
points out that the air is embalmed 
with scent, that the ground is sprinkled 
with flowers, that the sky is blue above 
and the sea blue beneath, that the rocks 
on either side are pink, yellow or grey. 
No aspect of the crisis escapes him. 
He exhausts in dialogue those phases 
of the situation which the more mer- 
cenary Englishman reserves for his 
book on My Travels in the Sunny 
South. 

So it “ was with Andr6 and Colette 
when, charmingly dressed, round-faced, 
with black twinkling eyes, they en- 
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countered a chance hotel visitor on the 
landing. 

“ Monsieur mounts,” said Andr6. 

'' Monsieur mounts quickly,” said 
Colette. 

Monsieur goes to his room,” said 
Andr6. ’ 

“ Monsieur passes close by me,” said 
Colette. 

The staircase is great,” said Andr4. 

“ The staircase is high,” said Colette. 

And then, as we returned — 

“ Monsieur descends.” 

“Monsieur descends quickly.” 

“ Monsieur passes by me again.” 

Sometimes, when one had only gone 
up to fetch a cap or an overcoat, one 
felt that the dramatic qualities of the 
episode were being overdone. 

When the two toys were taken out of 
their paper wrapping, Natasha gave the 
doll to a Colette for once too shy to ex^ 
press her emotions with fluency, and 1 
was about to bestow the small motor- 
car on Andr6 when a sudden horror 
clutched my heart and without any 
apology I turned and fled. 

Jn tbe garden I found the Bnderbys. 

“Here,” I said — “for Heaven^s sake 
look at this ! ” 

I It was a German motor-car. There 

« nothing of course alarming in that. 
Sutherland is no doubt responsible 


for a great number of the nursery 
touring-m'odels now running even- in 
France, and, in view of the present 
amicable entente between the two 
countries, I don't suppose Andr6 would 
have made a fuss. But on both sides of 
the neat gi'een bonnet there was printed 
in large clear letters the ominous word 

SEDAN. 

“ There is only one thing to be done,” 
said Enderby, who had turned as pale 
as I. 

He took a knife out of his pocket and 
scraped the miserable insult off the tin. 

“ I know what,” said Mrs. Enderby. 

She left us and returned with some 
stamp-paper. Sitting und er t he mimosas 
we prepared with infinite pains two tiny 
and neatly-printed labels and pasted 
them on to the car. It was now entitled 
VERDUN. 

Andr6, by this time inclined to be 
anxious, received his present with dig- 
nity and grace. I wound it up for 
him. 

“ Voild, I ” he said. Le petit auto I ” 

I let it go. 

“ It marches ! ” he said. 

“It marches quick,” said Colette. • 

The motor-car ran into the wall. 

“ It stops itself,” said Andrd. 

“ It marches no more,” said Colette, 


Everyone, including Andr6 and 
Colette, waved farewell to us *when we 
left the Paradise of Flower^. The gar- 
dener, in lavender as usual, wheeled our 
luggage down the drive on the hotel 
wheel- barrow. 

j ^ The little train puffed in. The fren- 
zied riot incidental to travelling with 
luggage on the Sud broke out. We 
tumbled on board in the greatest con- 
fusion, The little train piuff’ed out. A 
spray of mimosa, tossed through the 
open window, fell on Enderby's lap. 

“The gardener has forgiven you,” 
said Mrs. Enderby. 

“Perhaps it was the station-master's 
daughter,” he replied. Evoe. 

Europe’s Changing Map. 

‘**Asto Franco,* she went on, with great 
affection in her tone, ‘ if we go it won’t be an 
hotels but to a villa between Nice and Venice.’ ” 
Daily Paper Feuilleton, 

“The honeymoon is being spent at tbe 
Italian lakes on tbe Riviera.” 

Provincial Paper, 

“To-day’s Nap. 

SouNu Asleep 
In tbe 3.30 race.” 

Evening Paper Poster, 

It seemed a good tip, but unfortunately 
the nap came to an abrupt end, for the 
animal woke up and also ran. 
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KOTAGIRi. 

(Nilgiri Hills^ Sonth India.) 

Sad folk there are who ne'er discover 
Their heart's appointed place, 

And their darkened spirits quest and 
hover, 

Scurry and search and race ; 

Lucky am I, for my hunt 's over, 

Ended for me the chase. 

There 's a little hill-town called Kotagiri, 
And to me it 's the haven of heart’s 
desire — 

The swift water and singing breeze of it, 
The emperor sun and the royal trees 
of it, 

And when labour’s done I shall take 
the keys of it 
And thereto shall retire. 

Years must burn and their ashes blacken 
Ere it please the unhurrying Fates 
The bonds of duty at last to slacken, 

To open at last the gates ; 

Ah, then for the hills of blossom and 
bracken 

Where Kotagiri waits ; 

For the heart goes back where the heart 
was happy 

And feet must follow where fond 
hearts lead ; 

Home 1 11 go to joy and peace in it, 

Ail good fortune shall increase in it ; 
Till the song is sungand I shall cease in it, 
Days will be days indeed. H. B. 

A LEG PULL. 

Old Giles, in arranging the weather 
for our parish, was in the habit of con- ; 
suiting firstly an ancient weather- cock 
which less careful observers declared 
had never been known to move, secondly 
a tree with mystical properties, and 
thirdly a leg, which gave signals of ap- 
proaching climatic changes intelligible 
only to its owner. The leg and the^ 
weather-cock provided means for daily 
prophecies, while the tree furnished 
data for monthly or quarterly forecasts. 

Towards the end of last year, during 
a furious gale which Giles had not 
anticipated, his tree was uprooted and 
his weather-cock disappeared, together 
with the barn on which it was perched, 
and shortly afterwards, through some 
electrical treatment, he lost the pro- 
phetic pain in his leg. 

The old fellow, however, was natur- 
ally unwilling to retire from his only 
occupation, and so, despite the loss 
of aids to prediction, he attempted one 
of his longer forecasts by predicting a 
dry January and Februarjr. At the end 
of the first month climatic conditions 
were such as to render it necessary for 
him to be rescued by boat through a 
bedroom window, and on two occasions 
during February, since the vessd was 
undergoing repairs at the he 














“Would you like a bloke to copy yrom, Mistek?” 


saved his life from a similar danger by ! 
staying with a sister who lives at the ■ 
top of the pitch. 

These untoward events brought home 
to Giles the serious effects pf his losses, 
and he began to look sadly worried and 
old, although barely eighty-two, which j 
in this neighbourhood is considered! 
almost youthful. Consequently we in , 
the village have been very much perr j 
turbed about him. 

Various propositions liave been made 
to meet the emergency, one of them ! 
being the provision of a wireless set to i 
afford him interest in other directioDS, 
but on consideration the proposal was 
rightly dropped, for listening to an out- j 
sider dealing with our weather would 
certainly have finished the old man off 


in a fortnight. The suggested gift of 
a barometer was also turned down, as 
Giles has always expressed nothing but 
contempt for such instruments. 

Happily, however, the problem of 
Giles is likely to be solved for us, although 
his range of prophetic activity may be 
somewhat restricted. Yesterday, when 
I met him outside the village post-office-, 
in answer to an inquiry in the matter 
of his health, he remarked with a smile 
of supreme satisfaction, I du believe 
as ’ow that there pain in me leg du be 
a-coming back again.” 


Mythology Up-to-date. 

From a schoolgirl’s exercise: — 

“ Eurjdlce was the wife of Orpheus and 
was taken by Pluto into the Undergroued.’* 
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-p|ip diav shall not forfeit its tradition of hospi- A.TJ.X, XXXVJ.XJIUAV JO CUU ajxlli ll i 

A I I rl KLAY. tality at the last sad moment. an actor to be tedious and he thoroughly 

‘^Pbofessob Tim” (Vaudeville). The experienced play-goer will quickly enjoyed himself — an enjoyment that is 
Me. Geoege Shiels (should one recognise in the Professor the wealthy infectious. But he wasn't always very 
write EochanSeola or something of the relative testing his kin and friends by audible, and that seems a strange lapse 
kind?) is new to London audiences, the old trick of assumed poverty. Peggy in so admirable a practitioner. Miss 
He builds on the Abbey Theatre plan — has for interest on her three pounds Kathleen O’Eegan has a charming 
in the light-hearted Lennox-Eobin- the title-deeds of H'ligh' s ; Paddy prettiness (that dangerous snare of our 
sonian rather than the wilder Syngian two hundred pounds on the easy con- English stage), but she has much more 
mode. There is, of course, a certain dition of marrying other faithful — a lovely caressing voice which it is 

sameness about the Irish peasants of retainer, the comfortable voluble Moll a delight to hear and an intelligence 
this school. Love of money is the Flannagan; the are routed, and which discounts her handicap. Mr. 

dominant passion, with snobbishness a ilfrs. has to transfer the breeches Ejred O’Donovan didn't give me any 
good second. Scheming for position, to her kindly spouse. Though little impression of the dare-devilry of 
with all the arts of blarney and gro- deserving forgiveness, she is however who seemed rather a colourless fellow 
tesque misstatement of facts, is part of forgiven. Irish mothers are like that, not unrelated to a certain white- 
the ordinary technique. Hearts are s&js Professor Tim. (God save Ireland! headed boy.” Mi\ J. A. O'Eourke 
merepawnsinthegame, having skilfully made 

to be sundered or joined himself up to resemble 

fn.milv ^ a Very benevolent Bar- 

bary ape, gave a de- 
^ lightful portrait of the 

slow-wittedkindlyJo/m 
S'caZZ?/. Mr. Shiels also 
deserves full credit for 
amusing part. Miss 
Cathleen Drago’s 
j il/oZZ Flannagan and 

/ Harry Hutchin- 

I I i son’s groom, Paddy, 

/ j J L played into each other's 

/ If H with admirable 

I // M skill, and their duologue 

t / m was perhaps the most 

1 / mU partof the 

1 ^ offl 01 ^Hss Sara 

I (Mrs, Scally), 

Maire O'Neill 
Kilroy, the pre- 
Mr* ^YD- 
ney Morgan one can 
only say thab one is 

^ tired of praising them 

f Scally s EASIER SAID THAN DONE. for theiruniformlycom- 

rotner, ^jojessor Itm Scalhj (to her Misband), “Turn our that blackguard!” petent work.. Perhaps 

^ra TaterSne^Tt SiNcrjia. -f dare to suggest 

seems but “ Professor ” Scally Mb. J. A. O’Eoubke. ‘hat Mrs. Kilroy was 

.sniinilQ Kpftfir .rfl w;n Alloood. rather too like a lady in 

sounds better and will „ The White-Headed Boij. 

impress the Kilr^s— is expected on a —as a patriot from the gallery sang out, Mr. Tony Quinn as the imbecile Joseph 
■visit. Ihere enters m due crarse a among the plaudits at the play’s end— and Mr. Felix Iewin as the auctioneer, 
battered drunken sailor-man. Them- and no wonder.) Jfrs. Sca% is merely completedtheteamandtooktheirop- 
furiatedwoman, disregarding her decent themothertigressfightingforheryoung. portunities in the clever game But 
hen-pecked husband s protests, is for You can’t blame her. You can’t reaUy the pace should certainly be faster. The. 
driving her vagabond brother from the blame anybody for anything. I hope I reception was deservedly enthusiastic, 
door without bite or sup, with vehement state the moral correctly. ^ T 

reproaches and vicious blows of a cow- _ Though Mr. Geobgb Shiels has 

stick. It adds to the iniquity that something to learn — his action drags ^ Steeple” (Globe). 

brother Tim had formerly set up Mrs. somewhat and Mr. Aethub Sinclaie Miss Joan Temple has a sense of 
and her husband in business with {Tim) was even more leisurely than humorous situation, and quite often de- 
^ ^ r, • , , usual, which didn’t help — he has a sense livers herself of a witty line, but has 

Golden-hearted Peggy gives the old of fun and perhaps of character. The been a little over-conscientious in the 
man her savings— three whole pounds; “perhaps” means that one can’t be matter of trying to give her dialogue 
even bankrupt .ffug ft slips one of his sure that the people are real inhabitants sparkle. The effort shows, and nothing 
last notes “to his hand, and Hugh's of Ireland or only of the Abbey Theatre takes out the sparkle so effectively as 
I f7’ X stage, while the Irish players are so that showing. I could wish, too, that 

httle left of his savings when he clever at their business that they can she had remembered that it is extremely 
^g^sed supplies for the folk easily cover up an author’s minor de- easy to make jokes out of things still 
fc®, so that the old place fioiencies. held in reverence by many, and that 


Mr. Aethub Sinclair is too skilful 
an actor to be tedious and he thoroughly 




mere pawns in the game, 
to be sundered or joined 
as suits the family 
scheme of social ambi- 
tion. Aq unsentimental 
unromantic race these 
Irish, apparently. 
Pretty Peggy Scally 
would gladly wed the 
local squireen, the dare- 
devil, hard-riding, card- 
playing, irresponsible 
Evgh O' Call an, whose 
house and stables and 
land are up for auction, 
j and he, the last of his 
race, bound for exile to 
Australia. Mrs. Scally, 
tyrant, termagant, snob, 
will have none of him, 
but destines her pretty 
colleen for the lanky 
half - witted poltroon, 
Joseph, son of old James 
Kilroy, prominent local 
councillor and hard- bar- 
gainer. Mrs, Scally' s 
brother, Professor Tim 
— not really a professor, 
but a water-diviner, it 
seems, but Professor ” 
sounds better and will 


EASIER SAID THAN HONE. 

Mrs, Scalhj (to her Misband), “ Turn out that blackguard ! ” 

Professor Tim AIr. Arthur Sinclair. 

John Scally AIb. J. A. O’Rourke. 

Mrs. Scally AIiss Sara Allgood. 
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there is a taeit understanding that the enough to deserve great praise. Miss But Mr. Nohman McEjnnel had the 
Bible is not a book to be made into a Irene Browne tempered the crudity finest opportunity and put the best of 
sort of Joe Miller. Serious people can of the Dufrayne woman, who could his great skill into 
easily face an impassioned attack on scarcely have deceived even so guileless with his puritan dourness diluted with 
their most cherished beliefs if the attack a person as Lord Bohert^ with that true Soots humour. An admirable 





lU ■' 


make-up and an adaptation of his whole 
carriage to the old sailor’s subtly master- 
ful swagger completed an entirely di- 
verting picture. Miss Joan Temple 
will write a much better play than this 
if she will learn to blot out her less 
effective lines and be a little less con- 
sciously or, if that would rob us of en- 
tertainment, a little more tactfully 
naughty, T. 

AT THE OPERA. 

‘^Cosi Fan Tutte” (Kingsway). 

After the enthusiastic reception of 
his j)resentation of the Bristol Opera 
Season production of Cod Fan Ihitte 
Mr, W. Johnstone-Douglas suggested 
some of the reasons which might induce 
people, and especially those people 
who speak only English, to refrain 
from attending an opera. In his opinion 
the root of all such evil abstinence is 
fear. Now to accuse British citizens 


is inspired by sincerity and serious- make-up and an adaptation of his whole 

ness of purpose. So also in the realm carriage to the old sailor’s subtly mast er- 

of morals it should be easier for the swagger completed an entirely di- 

convinced monogamist to put up with rnwnir-oTw 

Mr. Malle son’ s violence in The Fanatics 
than with the flippant suggestiveness 
of the opening bedroom-doors, the georg- 
ette nighties and the general apparatus 
of amorality on the yacht Piwie. Our 
author is in fact flippant without quite 
succeeding in being light. And light- 
ness of touch and a something vague 
which we call taste is essential for an 
artistic success in this field. 

Lord Bohert Ghiselhiirst is a frankly 
unfaithful person; Lady Bobert, a 
modern young woman who accepts that 
fact with philosophic calm till the allur- 
ing and quite unscrupulous and (we 
may add) rather crude Mrs. Dufrayne 

appears with manifest intention of — j — *w.*>«*** 

carrying off the amiable sensualist into DEPUTY SOUL-SAYER AND from attending an opera. In his opinion 

the loose bondage of a new marriage Did sqarlet WOMAN. ~ abstinence is 

the divorce-court. So Lady Bohert . ^ -kt ^ accuse British citizens 

drugs the pair of them, heaves them Oajotain McWhirter . Mr. Norm^^^^^^ of cowardice is a serious charge, but it is 

aboard her aunt’s yacht, The Pixie, en- Bujrayne . . . Miss Iheke Browe! which, upon reflation, 1 feel to be 
deavours to be “the hen upon the a reasonable one. Distrustful of the 

steeple’*’ by compelling her husband, cleverness which we now always expect word opera, shaken by the dread name, 
with the help of the dour Scripture- of her. Miss Margaret Bannerman Mozart (a classic and therefore dull and 
quoting captain (a well-conceived char- gave a hard brightness and beauty to prosy to a degree) and shocked by the 
acter) and crew, and by withholding his Lady Bohei't^ which was no doubt part doubtful significance of an Italian title, 
food, to do for the first time in bis life a of that lady’s make-up, but neither she there seems to be ample excuse for a 
jobofwork— deck-swabbingand the like, * nor the author suggested any reason careful law-abiding citizen to spend his 
In this business, as evening at his own fire- 

many stage aristocrats ■ side. It is better to 

have done before, he allay these fears than 

finds himself. In a laugh at them or to 

few hours his muscles pretend that they do 

harden, his irresolution Gosi Fan 

one of the sneering comic opera. Our 

crew, prone, as all the m MozAET-fearer has been 

lower orders are nowa- ^ f \) 1 - ^ dozens of comic 

days, to Bolshevism, an il® operas, but I am pre- 

upper-out, establishes ir ^> ,«iir to wager that 

himself as the hero of | t l MIt 1 many of them were far 

the rest, tips Lady | | ^ ± less witty and far less 

Bohert off her steeple, 11 VHj j tuneful than this. He 

and all is in train for [di W i grown to expect a 

the' happy ending. A MV I W j || small army of authors 

choice of cabins being SI .™ l ai^d composers to put 

left to him, he chooses IB I W their beads, their words 

the deck, and a serious ^ | r and^their notes together 

OU8 Captain, who effec- j me assure him then 

tually persuades him STAEVING THE BEUTE. 

out of the arms of the chiselUurei Miss Maegaeet BAKimmiAiT. S lod Da pS^fand 

A™wy«.Sr “ 

ending, in fact. for her erring spouse’s conversion, can supply all his needs. In short, let 

Mr. 'George Tully got a great deal However, we could all assure ourselves me recommend him to go to this opera, 
of fun out of his part of Lord Bobert, that the new state of grace wouldn’t The libretto has been the subject of 
without selfishly descending to mere last. Mr. E. Vivian Eeynolds was much criticism. It has been styled 
buffoonery— a discretion which is rare entertaining as the jerky little steward, absurd, impossible. Is it impossible 


In this business, as 
many stage aristocrats 
have done before, he 
finds himself. In a 
few hours his muscles 
harden, his irresolution 
is sloughed off, he gives 
one of the sneering 
crew, prone, as all the 
lower orders are nowa- 
days, to Bolshevism, an 
upper-cut, establishes 
himself as the hero of 
the rest, tips Lady 
Bohert off her steeple, 
and all is in train for 
the' happy ending. A 
choice of cabins being 
left to him, he chooses 
the deck, and a serious 
colloquy with the zeal- 
ous Captain, who effec- 
tually persuades him 
out of the arms of the 
scarlet woman, Du’ 
frayne. A highly moral 
ending, in fact. 




STARVING THE BEUTE. 

Lady Bobert Chiselhv.rst Miss Margaret Bannerman. 

Lord Bobert Ghiselhiirst Mr, George Tully. 
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(or even absurd), then, to suggest that 
women may change their minds ? Cosi 
fan Uitte — they all do. There is the 
whole plot. It is dealt with by Da 
Ponte as in burlesque, and the ex- 
cellence of the present production is 
largely due to the air of light irrespon- 
sible burlesque being caught so happily. 
Some discreet and judicious cuts have 
been made which do not in any way 
interfere with the continuity of the tale 
or of the music. The recitatives are 
well managed, for they always seem to 
be helping the action and not delay ingit. 

The singing in the ensejnble numbers 
was admirable, the terzettinOi “ 0 wind 
gently blowing,’* being quite beautifully 
sung by Miss Louise Trenton, Miss 
Dorothy D’Orsay and Mr. Arthur 
Cranmer as Fiordiligi, Do^'abella and 
Don Alfonso respectively. Miss Vivi- 
enne Ohatterton is responsible for a 
great deal of the comedy, and her first 
aria, “ Rout them with coquetry, whim 
and caprice” (Di uomini, in soldaii), 
showed that the part of Despina was 
in good hands. Messrs. Steuart Wil- 
son and W. Johnstone-Douglas gave 
quite the right touch of burlesque to 
Ferrando and Oiiglielmo, and it must 
suflSce to mentiqn their capital drollery 
‘ in the “poison” scene. Mr. Adrian 
Boult helped us to realise how very 
near to perfection an orchestral accom- 
paniment can be, if written by Mozart. 

The “season” is to last for three 
weeks. I left the Kingsway Theatre 
regretting that this altogether delight- 
ful production had only three more 
weeks to run. I. P. 

THE HABITS OF THE ARMADILLO. 

Me. Punch, — Sir, I recently read a 
newspaper paragraph which stated that 
Mr. Eudyard Kipling, whilst staying 
in South America, had been presented 
by an admirer with aft armadillo. Not, 
let me say, that there is anythingremark- 
able in tbe fact that the distinguished 
author of the Jungle Books should have 
bad such a tribute laid at his feet ; far 
from it. The paragraph, however, went 
on to add that Mr. Kipling had been 
reluctantly obliged to return the gift 
after a few days, with the explanation 
that “hotel life does not seem to agree 
with armadillos.” 

Now, Sir, my own experience has led 
me to an exactly opposite conclusion, 
since an arrnadillo of mine not only 
survived several months of hotel life, 
but, I may say, throve exceedingly 
during the period, adapting itself easily 
and readily to its unaccustomed sur- 
foundings. 

^p^“S^stders of my modest volume of 
l^^^’M^inishences, With Bod, Bifls and 
Tosher and Tbype, 


25/-), may recollect that, when explor- 
ing the hinterland beyond the Amazon 
basin, my intrepid colleague, Swaffle- 
dyke, and I came suddenly upon a bull 
armadillo engaged (as is sometimes their 
wont) in the pursuit of butterflies. It 
at once attacked, but I dropped it dead 
in its tracks with a right and left from 
my elephant-gun. Almost immediately 
the creature’s mate emerged from a 
neighbouring thicket and bore down 
upon me with a ferocious squeal. There 
was no time to reload, and, as S waffle- 
dyke had in the meantime climbed a 
tree (in order to observe more closely 
a giant sloth which he declared he had 
perceived suspended from an upper 
bough), I was obliged to despatch the 
infuriated animal with my automatic 
pistol. A few moments later a little 
calf armadillo came trotting towards us 
and stood whimpering over the corpse 
of its dam. Swaffledyke (who had now 
descended) helped me to capture the 
small fellow, and we succeeded in bring- 
ing it safely back with us to the coast. 

It was then that the animal proved its 
adaptability to hotel life. We stayed 
for a considerable time at the Hotel 
Placido, in Santa Manana, and here the 
armadillo quickly became popular not 
only with the other residents but also 
with the hotel staff. It would frolic 
for hours with the hall-porter, though 
its favourite recreation was to ride up 
and down in the lift, a pastime of which 
it never seemed to grow tired. As 
travellers well know, hotels on the 
Pacific coast are frequently infested with 
thieves and robbers {ladrones), and I 
trained my armadillo to sleep every 
night upon my cash-box at tbe foot of 
my bed. On several occasions it sprang 
fearlessly upon intruders and drove them 
from the apartment. 

Readers of my reminiscences will not 
need to be reminded that my colleague, 
Swaffledyke,possesses considerable talent 
as a poet, and he composed a set of 
verses on my pet, from which the follow- 
ing is an excerpt :• — 

The brave and faithful armadillo 

Sleeps with a cash-box as its pillow ; 

It loves to ring electric-bells 

In South American hotels. 

The allusion in the latter couplet is to 
the habit the armadillo formed of climb- 
ing upon a bedroom chair every morning 
and pressing the electric-bell with its 
snout as a signal to the “boots ” to bring 
up its breakfast of mashed eschoocha (a 
South American variety of the European 
turnip), a delicacy for which it displayed 
an extreme partiality. 

On my subsequent return to England 
the armadillo shared roy cabin through- 
out the voyage and showed itself a 
splendid sailor. It is, I am happy to 
state, still alive, and indeed is seated 


upon the hearthrug in my study as I 
write these lines, gazingup intelligently 
into my face. It is devoted to the 
children and is invaluable in the garden, 
where it destroys greenfly and wireworm 
with great dexterity and despatch. 

This, Sir, is surely in striking contrast 
to what would appear to have been the 
experience of Mr. Eudyard Kipling; 
and I cannot help feeling that, if he had 
shown a little more patience, his arma- 
dillo would soon have settled down 
to the rigours of hotel life and proved 
itself an exemplary guest. 

I have the honour to remain, Sir, 
Yours, etc., 

Horatio Biffle, P.E.G.S. 

APRIL. 

April, honoured long ago 
By Bellbau 

In a metre something like 
This I now attempt to scan, 

When I can 

Make the ictus duly strike, 

Now ’s the time to sing tby fruits 
And thy roots 
With the sweet simplicity 
Which tbe orthodox of old 
Called, I ’m told, 

Curious felicity. 

Gladly would I chant of flowers, 
Verdant bowers, 

Flora’s grace and budding trees, 
Gladly tell how zephyrs fanned 
Fountains, and 

Other things that rhyme with case. 

I would tell how niglitingales, 
Haunting dales, 

Sang a modesD rondelet. 

(Should it be a roundelay ? 

Anyway, 

That ’s a rhyme not hard to get.) 

But my muse is rather slow, 

For her toe 

Often has been known to stumble 
In the giddy maze of rhyme, 

So this time, 

Like a scholar duly humble, 

I would imitate the French 
And entrench 
On the privilege of adding 
Suffixes diminutive 
Such as give 

Awkwax'd lines a little padding. 

This device, fair Aprilet, 

Shall beget 

Rhymes in plenty for thy greeting, 
And my pretty stanzalet 
Go on yet 

Easily till our next meeting. 

Be “ The State of the Roads ” : — 
‘*Bu.chey to Tring, good; care retired at 
Watford .” — Morning Paper, 

It looks as if care bad had a puncture. 






362 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVABI. 


[March 30 , 1927 . 



have hitherto refrained from presenting their credentials to 
me. The seventh, Cherry Square (Methden), is a good- 
tempered domesticated best-selJer, endeavouring, after the 
genial manner of its kind, to make up in humanity of detail 
what it lacks in credibility of design. In entertaining 
doubts as to the likelihood of the latter, however, I may be 
underestimating the adventurous possibilities open to the 
American school-ma'am, new style. For all I know it may 
be customary for such a one to spend her vacation disguised 
as a housemaid in a famous minister's household, with the 
laudable intention of turning an honest dollar and moving, 
however subterraneously, in cultured and distinguished 
circles. This, at any rate, is the rdle coveted by Josephine 
Jenney^ notable pupil of a notable college and popular 
teacher in a suburban ** public school.’* Thanks to the 
connivance of an Irish charwoman with a heart of gold, 
the scheme is put through. Mrs, Schuyler Chase, her 
invalided husband and their charming children, find them- 
selves in possession of an undeniably ‘‘superior” maid; 
Mrs. Chase's male cousin loses his lounge-lizard’s heart; 
her female cousin, his feminine equivalent, is roused from 
languor to animosity. Given these ingredients and a young 
Scots preacher (also in love with Josephine), whose genius 
threatens to supersede the eloquence of the Beverend Chase 
in his city pulpit, and you have sufficient material for two 
pretty tangles, complicated at a later point by a third. 
Personally I prefer the home-grown product in this kind, 
as perhaps less case-hardened if less competent than the 
imported variant. But for those who can assimilate senti- 
ment in the American idiom, this is the book. 


Miss Naomi EoyDB-SMiTH’s novel, Shin^Deep (Constable), 
might fitly be described as a modern sermon on the dictum 
of the wise and weary king, that “favour is deceitful and 
beauty is vain.” Favour is indeed exceedingly deceitful in 
the case of Lucinda, Duchess of Merioneth, for she is as 
^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Coming to any historical study by Mr. John Drink water 
one can count with certainty on finding at least such posi- 
tive values as originality of outlook and charm of diction, 
but for the making of a genuine Drinkwater triumph even 
more is needed, and just the extra touch of finer sensitive- 
ness seems to be missing in his Mr. Charles, King of Eng- 
land (Hodder and Stoughton) . One gets an uneasy feeling 
here and there that generosity has gone too far, not so much 
because the author accepts with surprisingly slight protest 
the position that Charles II, was frankly polygamous, and 
goes on to argue that such an unholy state, whatever the 
moralists say, may be consistent with all manner of virtues, 
but rather because in maintaining this attitude he seems 
content to slur over along series of sordid essays in despotism 
and treachery. It is quite easy to grant the King a liberal 
interest in science and a rather remarkable freedom from 
the kind of revengefulness that would have seemed natural 
enough in the circumstances, but the new material made 
available to the author certainly seems insufficient to com- 
pel anyone to the discomfort ot altering opinions that with 
most of us are probably pretty definite. In telling with 
human sympathy the fantastic and often fascinating story 
of a man who has generally been struck off as sheer bad 
debt, the author stops short of defending the whole clan of 
the Stuarts ; the first Charles to him is still all tyrant and 
lathing “ martyr ” ; but the surprise of the book is that the 
writer has found it consistent to adopt points of view in 
regard to the two monarchs that are generally held to 
be opposed. This no doubt stands for impartiality, but 
it is impartiality at a price. 


'Grace Eiohmond has already six novels to her 
any of these have crossed the Atlantic, they 
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Well-meaning Caddie , “I can put you bioht> IMiss;- but, understand, you’ll 
’aye to sirrender teesele to me abslootly.” 


selfish, shallow and nnscrupnlous (to use 
no stronger term) as she is outwardly 
lovely ; and the vanity of her charms is 
also effectively demonstrated By an ap- 
palling glimpse at the close of the book 
of the Duchess at about sixty (so far as 
one can tell from Miss Eotde-Smith’s 
rather involved chronology), declining to 
grow old gracefully, or indeed to grow 
old at all, and immolating herself upon 
the mysterious altars of a Bond Street 
“beauty-parlour ” in order to live up to 
her Sargent portrait of the ’nineties. 

The Eoyde-Smith — not the Sargent — 

“portrait of Lucinda'" is undoubtedly 
a brilliant piece of work, and merciless 
as only a portrait of one woman by 
another can be ; but I found it rather 
difficult to be convinced by the injured 
Dulce's melodramatic method of ensur- 
ing that a son of his own should 
succeed to his title. 

Oh, Mr. Cherry Kearton he 
The happiest of men must be 
To know a little chimpanzee — 

A chimpanzee like Mary, 

Who ’s real, and not a monkey myth 
Or fairy-tale of Tarzan kith ; 

This Mao'y tale (from Aeeowsmith) 

To truth is not “ contrary.” 

And I ’m in Mr. Kearton’s debt 
For these pen-pictures of his pet 
And likewise of her social set — 

The terrier Tom, together 
With Bohin (who ’s a small mongoose) 

And Master Peter Turner (who ’s 
A boy) : you 'll find all four let loose 

In Kent’s own August weather. 

And how the photographs engage! 

From almost every other page 
Peeps Mary"s charming personage 

So perfectly, so lambily ; 

YouTl like this book, to put it pat, 

Or if you don’t I ’ll eat my hat ; 

It’s called?— I’m glad you asked me 
that — 

It ’s called My Happy Family, 

The diary letters of a young lady of the 
’fifties, who thought of clever women as “ bloomerish ” and 
Eadicallawyersas“^024p€^ish,”to whom every departed friend 
was “blessed ” (in moments of emotion “ blessed, blessed ”), 
and Louis Napoleon a “ snouch,” would be worth reading 
whatever the writer’s position and experiences for the sake of 
their atmosphere. Something more substantial than atmo- 
sphere, however, has gone to the enrichment of the Letters 
of Lady Augusta Stanley (Howe) ; and had their writer 
never trod the tartan carpets of Balmoral as the intimate 
friend of the Duchess of Kent and Queen Victoria, her 
account of the activities of her' time — “our hustling age,” 
as she calls it— would have had the imprimatur of intelli- 
gence. Both intelligence and sympathy are necessarily 
limited by the circumstances of these particular letters, a 
selection covering the Court life of Lady Augusta Bruce 
and ending with engagement to Dean Stanley. But, 
though the surroundings of a Victorian Lady of the Bed- 
chamber are hardly conducivie to the development of either 
quality, “4usKA,”.as she was called by the royal children, 


is a figure of genuine dignity and not a little charm. As a 
correspondent she is the richer for an all-round receptivity 
which chronicles the rogueries of the nursery with as much 
zest as the admonitions of the dinner-table. The Prince 
Consort, by the way, is exhibited in a page or two 
as a singularly shrewd observer of the shortcomings of 
English &plomacy. The Dean of Windsor, who is respour 
sible with Mr. Hector Bolitho for this edition of his aunt’s 
letters, gives a happy account of the family from whom ishe" 
derived her spirited sense of duty, and pleads that h^ 
picture of her two revered mistresses should be allowed to 
supersede less intimate and charitable impressions. 

People and Houses (Cape) is by Miss Euth Suchow, 
author of two previous books that nave enjoyed their share 
of praise from . the critics. Of CouMry People a critic of 
note has used the word “ genius ” ; an anonymous reviewer 
has called The Odyssey of a Nice Girl “ a work of superlative 
genius,”* which is, I suppose, somewhere near the top note 
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of our limited vocabulary. The most ecstatic will hardly 
use the phrase about this book of sixteen stories. Miss 
SucKOW can bring a scene before us. We can see, feel, 
and almost smell the old, half-decaying farms in Iowa or 
the newer houses in the small country towns; and the first 
impression left on our minds is one of utter weariness. What 
a country ! Everything seems untidy — old frame-houses, 
! painted an ugly yellow, surrounded by tall ragged trees, 
j Fences of rusty wire hang in loops across the foreground, 
together with old brooms, broken wash-tubs, rotting sheds. 
And these homesteads are inhabited by old and worn-out 
farmers, or by unfortunate fellows who are “ renting ** from 
some retired capitalist and find themselves turned out at 
the first sign of any improvement in the property. Farms 
in Iowa can just be made to pay, it appears, if the occupier 
works his hardest all the time, without ever “ letting up ” for 
a moment. And all the old people are suspicious of the 
younger, and the children, grown up or not, pity their elders 
in a half-contemptuous fashion. Not a single one of the 
stories is finished in the 
ordinary sense of the 
term ; every one is just 
a slab cut out of Iowa 
life, with the edges left 
carefully untrimmed. A 
depressing book, but 
probably a very faithful 
picture of the country. 


It is not surprising 
that a traveller who 
holds the view that talk 
is still the master pas- 
sion of the Greeks, and 
that herein at least 
they prove themselves 
to be the spiritual heirs 
of Socrates, should 
perceive neither irony 
nor exaggerated civility 
but only perfect sin- 
cerity in Telemachus’s 
remark to Nestor, “I 
could listen to you all 
day.” There are many 
such shrewd observa- 
tions in Dame Ethel Smyth’s account of the adven- 
tures of herself and of ‘‘E,,” great-niece and travelling 
companion, in A Three-Legged Tour in Greece (Heine- 
mann). This tour was not to be as other tours, for the 
travellers were determined to go where they wished, and 
not merely where the train and Messrs. X.’s agents might 
be pleased to take them. Eesult : a battle of wills, in which 
Messrs. X. were routed. I cannot own that this entertaining 
record has filled me with a desire to follow the same itiner- 
ary, yet the discomforts of the journey are set forth in so 
candid and engaging a manner that I feel them to be in 
reality just so bad and no worse. The satisfaction of over- 
coming them must have been very real, and the certain 
kind of traveller ” for whose bene& the account has been 
written may well be encouraged to engage upon a similar 
tour, no matter what Messrs. X. may have to say about it. 
I enjoyed many spirited comments on the standard of the 
peasants’ cooking, on the provision of bathrooms with no 
water and of electric-light fittings with no current, and on 
the advisability of doing the ‘^Alcibiades trick” of lying 
, 4?^.^ across the rails in order to attract the attention of the 
fl ijigbi^driver. But I experienced and enjoyed the feeling 
^ times I too was treading ‘‘hjiunted holy ground.” 


Although Alison was cast adrift in a strange land, and 
Eobert Beresford, rescuing her, improved bis opportunity, 
it is difiScult to believe that so refined and so educated a 
damsel would have married a youth so singularly vulgar and 
inept. But admitting that the hour and the man and the 
sun of Italy may have proved irresistible, I am still at a loss 
to account iov Alison’s increasing infatuation for a husband 
who habitually addressed her as ‘‘kid” or “kidlet,” and 
who frequently bullied her. Nor, again, is it clear what 
relation the title of the book, The House of Joy (Holder 
AND Stoughton), bears to the discursive narrative, in the 
course of which the various homes to which the egregious 
Eobert brought Alison were houses not of joy but of pro- 
gressive misery. Worst of all was the flat situated in what 
novelists delight to describe as artistic Chelsea, an odious 
community whose inhabitants, according to Miss Ore’s 
ingenuous idea, are perpetually drinking cocktails and flirt- 
ing with one another’s wives. As remote from reality is 
Miss Ore’s exuberant analysis of Alison’s moods, feelings 

and impulses.* That 
peculiar heroine, while 
accepting the squalor 
of artistic Chelsea im- 
perturbably, was unable 
to regard the colours of 
a wall-paper without 
emotion, went all to 
pieces before a sunset, 
and fell into an ecstasy 
upon beholdingthe illu- 
mination of a shop- 
window. The success 
of Eobert Beresford in 
winning “a prize” in 
an architectural com- 
petition in South Africa 
which, it is understood, 
secured his future pros- 
perity, is merely in- 
credible. In the mean- 
time Alison, who knew 
as little of the art of 
the novelist or the art 
of the theatre Eobert 
knew of architecture, 
wrote successful plays 
and stories. Alas, not thus are successful plays or even 
novels achieved in the hard school of reality. 

The theme selected by Mr. Sinclair Murray for Sands 
of Fortune (Murray), has in the past been almost inten- 
sively cultivated, but he has brought an engaging freshness 
and lightness of touch to his treatment of it. Mr. and Mrs. 
Crewe and their son and daughter were strenuously engaged 
in trying to make two unelastic ends meet when wealth 
most unexpectedly came to them. Opportunity for self- 
indulgence was theirs, and they promptly tried to grasp it. 
Mr. Crewe, a quaint and lovable man, ceased writing pot- 
boiling novels and retired into the country to get busy with 
his magnum opus. He never even began it, Mrs. Crewe 
got herself launched into London society, but she suffered 
from home-sickness on the voyage. Joan Crewe had both 
social and artistic ambitions. She realised neither of them. 
On the other hand, the son was successful in the difficult 
feat of keeping his head and losing his heart at the same time. 
Mr. Murray, in relating the fortunes of this family, has 
resisted any temptation to exaggerate, and the result is a pic- 
ture that is both amusing and true. And I defy you to meet 
Mr. Crewe without taking him to the cockles of your heart. 



' Small Boy [to coni'panioii 0 % Boat-race Day ), just before I come 

OUT MY MUVVER BAYS, ‘ DoN'T YOU GIT TOO NEAR THE RIVER, 'COS YER MIGHT 
GIT PUSHED IN.* ” 
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A live shell has been found near The couple who climbed to the top 
CHARIVARI A. Norwich Cathedral; but we don*t for a of Table Mountain to be married set an 

A Labour journal says that, if all the moment believe that the Bishop was admirable example. Marriage is made 
Communists in China were piled to- intending to explode it in Convocation, far too easy. 
gether, they wouldn’t fill a duck-pond. 

Perhaps not, but a lot of people are in In the opinion of a critic the musical “ Every boy born in this country has 
favour of trying the experiment. world needs more centenaries. That is a chance of becoming its Prime Miu- 

a matter in which we can only counsel ister,” says an essayist. No wonder 
With reference to correspondence* in patience. ^ ^ ■ ' the birth-rate is falling. 


With reference to correspondence* in patience. ^ ■ ' the birth-rate is falling, 

the Press from persons claiming to have 

heard the first cuckoo, a daily paper “Alsatian Court-martialled ” was a In a I'ecent lecture to children it was 
states that an examination of letters on headline referring to an incident in stated that snails have thousands of 
this subject over a period of twenty Prance. These Alsatians seem to get teeth. For the sake of nervous persons 
years reveals the fact that the major- into trouble everywhere. who take country rambles it should be 

ity of them were contributed by I I explained that snails never snap 


clergymen. It is very sad, ‘ 

^ * 

Thousands of doctors are said 
to be idle in Eussia. Still, we 
trust that nobody will be so 
misled by this as to give up 
apples for Bolshevism. 

* ^ 

Mr. E. A. Strauss, the new 
Liberal M.P. for Southwark, is 
described as bearing a slight re- 
semblance to Sir Alfred Mond. 
Mr. Lloyd George, however, 
is confident that it is merely 
physical. 

In addition to community 
singing amongst spectators at 
Stamford Bridge the other Sat- 
' urday afternoon there was some 

: football. ^ .4. 

* 

A motorist suggests that a list 
I of Safety-First hints for pedestri- 
! ans should be displayed on all 
I cars. Placed under the chassis 
! they could be read as the traiOfic 

I passes over you. 

I . !i< * 

During excavation in Hamp- 
shire workmen found the skele- 
ton of a man, a pair of stone 
bellows and a large pewter pot. 
It looks as if they had Froth- 
blowers in the olden days too. 


1 who take country rambles it should be 
explained that snails never snap 
at human beings unless they are 
molested, .t. 




ftii 


Boy {showing liome-viade fiddle), “Look what I've 

_ MADE, Daddy.” 

it iooks~as if they liad Froth- Daddy. “VEnY nice. Whebb bid you get the offer has been made to 

lilo-wer"? in the olden days too stbinq ebom?” London church into a 

blowers in the^den days too. ..pni.oE the Prrrro, Daddy." restaurant. We trust no absent- 

A well-known tenor is said to have A chess master has complained of minded diner will try to tip the waiter 
the ambition to become a steeplechase- being inconvenienced by the smoke of by dropping a button in the plate, 
jockey. Too many tenors seem to have his opponents’ cigars. Modern chess 

a preference for the flat. strategy is of course greatly complicated A mild controversy has arisen as to 

by the manmuvring of pieces behind a whether the conductor of an orchestra 
It is explained in a daily paper that smoke-screen. 4, should wear a beard. It all depends on 

the form of dismissal of troopers in the . ^ trombone, 

course of the reduction of the cavalry The Willesden man who struck his ‘ 

amounts in the language of civil life to landlord with a golf-bag should have If votes are granted to women on the 

. I.i V L. 1 e J i — ^ 4-..^ ft ft-.-. 


A murderer having been ar- 
rested' by the Chicago police, 
local gunmen and thugs are 
now complaining that they can- 
not call their lives their own. 

The ex-Kaiser has sent a 
message to Germany saying that 
he has decided that he will not 
settle down in Berlin. This 
makes the resolution unanimous. 

sje 

It has been stated that an 
Irish wolf-hound and a York- 
shire terrier are the same class 
of animal. Still, we shouldn’t 
like to say this in front of a ' 
wolf-hound. ^ 

>!« 

There are said to be several 
manipulative surgeons who can- 
not name a joint. But they still 
make a good living by pulling 
people’s legs. ^ 

London’s water is to be dearer. 
Milkmen deny that they intend 
to^pass the increase on to the 
public. 


A mild controversy has arisen as to 
whether the conductor of an orchestra 
should wear a beard. It all depends on 
how near he stands to the trombone. 

4c 

If votes are granted to -women on the 


a month’s wages in lien of notice, known better. All the best golfers do same terms as to men, many a woman 


What it'amountrto in the language of that sort of a thing with a niblick, who is entitled to a vote now, as being 
troopers is not stated. ■ *** . on the wrong side of thirty, will claim 

A London vicar has prepared a list it for the first time. ^ 

In a daylight raid* on a jeweller’s shop of professional beggars and the stories 
in Liverpool one of the men concerned they tell. We hope he has included the “Let me see a girl s ankles and I can 
alighted from a motor-car and elbowed old rascal who pleads that his sub- tell her character, says a woman- 
his way through a crowd of people, marine was rammed at the Battle of writer. So that s why those spatees 
These daylight raiders have no manners, the Marne. were invented. 


“ Let me see a girl’s ankles and I can 


were invented. 


VOb. CDXZII. 


r 
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WHAT IT MEANS ‘*TO BE IN ENGLAND NOW.” 

Dazed by a Monte Carlo snn 
Beating on Europe’s gladdest rags, 

Amid a babel, ‘strange, cosmopolite 
(Chiefly the throaty “ / Jo, ! ’’ of the Hun, 

Great ropes of bald fat wreathed about his nape) ; 
Sick with a surfeit of exotic food 
And sicker with the nauseous sight 
Of chartered lizards trotting out their hags 
Plastered with powder of a noisome brand 
And blazed with lip- stick — I had let escape 
My usual interest in my native isle, 

Content to hope that it would stand, 

Despite my absence, roughly where it stood, 
Carrying on as best it could 
"With a brave smile. 

And lo ! to what a smile have I returned, 

Large as the brown earth’s at the break of Spring! 
Erom hearts that for this hour how long have yearned 
How loud the paeans ring 
Through what is once again my country’s hub, 

The National Liberal Club 1 
I too must raise a jocund toot 
Eor joy to be in England now 
And not to miss 

The sounding impact of that kiss, 

Planted on moveless lips (or marble brow), 

■Which from her trance, pale counterfeit of death, 
Eecalled to conscious breath 
The Sleeping Beaut. 

O Herbert ! 0 my Samuel ! 

Late come from doing Zion’s mandate, 

Where you achieved immortal laurels 

By so improving local morals 

That warring factions from your hand ate, 

Eor you let Southwark spell, 

On Liberal banners clear- writ, 

Another Zion (No. 2) 

Bestored and practically good as new. 

Yours was that rousing smack 

(Praise Heaven that I was home in time to hoar it 1) 

Which to the Party’s cheek brought colour back, 

With the result that Mr. Strauss 

Is in the House. 0. S. 

MORE BRIDGE PERSONALITIES. 

{With resp^otful aclcnoioledgmants to Mr. Ashmead-Babt- 
ZBTTin **The Evening Standard”) 

Althoug-h in my preceding articles I have already awarded 
the palm to several different bridge-players, 1 am still 
doubtful whether the greatest of them all is not Dr. Jezero 
Grabowitz, the Tugo-Slavian master. When I can choose 
my partners (and it will have been realised that I usually 
do) he is one of my earliest choices. True enough he learnt 
his game in Moldavia, under the moribund Portland Club 
rules, from the three daughters of an innkeeper of Jassy, 
but a visit to America soon rid him of allegiance to the hide- 
bound conventionalities of that mediisval monastery. 

Very tall, with so curiously long a body that he usually 
^ sits on the floor when playing at a table of the ordinary 
height, his ivory-white face betrays no emotion at any. stage 
; of the game except for a barely perceptible tremor of his 
I beautifully-waxed moustache. He eats nothing for- forty- 
hours before a game and drinks even less. 

Hie speciality is the ^‘delayed No Trump.” Often the 
.yrill have gone round two, three or four times, his 


well-nigh inaudible “ No bid ” leaving players and audience 
tense with excitement, and then suddenly his staccato 
‘‘Seven No Trumjps ” will pierce the air. Then how 
masterly will be his play of the hand 1 A waiter or some 
kindly spectator having removed his partner from the 
scene, Dr. Grabowitz will make a rapid survey of his own 
and dummy’s cards, and he will follow suit so pedantically, 
he will discard with such subtlety that frequently he will 
not be more than five or six tricks down. He never boasts, 
but his quiet “Saved the rubber again, partner,” is full of 
a justified satisfaction. 

Yet sometimes I feel, however reluctantly, that we must 
go to the Orient for the greatest card genius of them all. 
Who that has played with or against him can compare 
any Occidental player with Wun Lo Trump? His Bridge i 
(learnt in no ordinary school — the terrible Spade Club of 
Manchuria, where the penalty for a revoke is disembowelling 
and even a false lead means the sacrifice of an eye or a limb) 
is not for the ordinary player. I once thought with grim 
amusement that, if the Portland Club were to move to 
Cha-o-Ling, at the end of a month all the members would 
be sightless, limbless, hollow trunks. But they are unlikely 
to move; progress is abhorrent to them (see their Eules !). 

Wun Lo Trump and his friends play a game — the points 
are usually a province a hundred— at which the Westerner 
can only wonder. They have brought impassivity to such 
a pitch, taciturnity to such a fine art, that often many weeks 
will pass without a call. Thousands of deals will be made 
and the cards thrown in. Then at long last “ One Club ” 
comes from Wun Lo Trump’s lips. And how he plays the 
hand 1 One begins to feel that an ace may fall to a king 
under the Oriental magic and mystery of his masterly mani- 
pulation. And of course the lead of sixth best from the 
shortest suit under the thirteen rule, now so familiar, was 
solely Wun’s invention. 

While thus mingling with the great ones of our fascin- 
ating game I should have liked to tell you of “ Babe” Tenace, 
the “Ten Million Dollar Doubler Devil,’* of ’Frisco, but 
space does not permit. 

Answers to Correspondents. 

“Puzzled, Purlet.” — If, holding ten diamonds with 
five honours and three small spades, you quite rightly 
called “Two clubs,” your partner should have taken you out 
into “Three hearts.” You would then have called “ Three 
spades.’ ’ There beihg nothing much left for your opponents 
but “ Four diamonds,” they would naturally have declared 
this. You would then have doubled and should have scored 
at least seven hundred above the line. To have called dia- 
monds yourself would have been curiously archaic. 

“Bothered, Bootle.” — No, Auction Bridge is not played 
in London. 

Coat of Mail. 

From an article entitled “Men — L Woman’s Criticism” ; — 

“ He may mairo incorrect statements, and she can be aware of it, 
but she may not put him right. He would rather persist in a mis- 
take than lose the male assurance of superiority, and will certainly 
grow cold towards the woman who reduces his armour propre.” 

New Zealand Pape7\ 

Chivalry demands that we should refrain from comment. 

From an article on Indoor Games : — 

“ Familiar Fizzogs proved quieter but equally novel . Here the player 
impersonates some well-known figure, quoting, for further guidance, 
some associated phrase. A patch, for example, and the words, ‘ Up, 
Guards, and at ’em I ’ would at once suggest the hero of Trafalgar.” 

Anstraliayi JPaper. 

We fear “ Familiar Fizzogs ” would be too difi&eulfc for us. 
We should soon meet our Waterloo. 





MANNERS AND MODES. 

Mother, Darling, you were awfully late last night. I ’a? afraid I ^ai- t>readfully old-fashioned, but I should like 

TO KNOW WHERE YOU GO.” 

. Dmighter, Certainly, Muaimy darling. I dined with — oh, well, you don’t know hbi, and we went to several places 
I don’t suppose you’ve been to, and we finished at a queer little club — I FORGET ITS NAAIE, BUT IT’S IN A CELLAR SOAIE- 
WHERE IN Soho. It’s all right, isn’t it, Mummy?” 

Mother, ‘‘ Op course, darling. It ’s only that I just like to knowJ^' 



SPRING! 

It was near one of those jolly little 
towns np in the bills behind Grasse — 
Le Bar or Venca, or somewhere of that 
sort — that George discovered what he 
enthusiastically described in his letter 
home as “ the perfect pub.” This from 
George represented a good deal, but at 
the same time, to anyone who was at all 
well acquainted with his vocabulary, it 
was not calculated to conjure up an accu- 
rate picture of George’s surroundings. 
George was the sort of young man who 
would apply the expression with equal 
enthusiasm to the Carlton or to the 
‘‘Spotted Cow,” if either happened 
momentarily to command his approval 
But at least it indicated that George 
was satisfied with his immediate en- 
vironment. From a somewhat inco- 
herent and extremely ill-spelt scrawl — 
George has been very expensively edu- 
cated — 1 gathered that olive-trees and 
a distant view of the Mediterranean, 
taken in conjunction with perfect ome- 
^ iiew way of cooking aspara- 
up between them a very 


passable imitation of heaven. At least 
George wrote very pityingly of poor 
fools who stayed in Cannes or Nice. 

Because I know George, I was not 
unduly surprised when his next letter 
bore the Nice postmark, but I wronged 
him when I attributed the change of 
address to his erratic temperament. 
The letter was even more incoherent 
than its predecessor, but from it and 
from George’s subsequent story I have 
been able to piece together a coherent 
narrative. It is a story not without its 
deeper human significance ; I make no 
apology for recounting it here. 

George, it appears, had a bedroom 
with a very wonderful view, and it was 
his habit to spend a contemplative hour 
before getting up gazing out over the 
distant Mediterranean and pitying 
everyone who had not found the perfect 
pub. George is not good at this sort 
of atmospheric narrative, hut I gathered 
that balmy zephyrs drifting through 
the open window and a perfect cup of 
tea — the perfect pub ran to that — 
played a conspicuous part. 

It was on such a rnorning that 


George’s narrative opens. A pale sun 
was struggling to disperse the morning 
mists which had come up during the 
night from the Mediterranean, and 
George w^as all for letting it succeed 
before he left his bed. George is not 
one of your offensively hardy youths ; 
he likes his world well aired. 

It is to be presumed that thoughts 
of some sort were passing through 
George's mind, but they were not ap- 
parently of so engrossing a nature as 
to prevent his attention from being 
attracted to a large lizard which hoisted 
itself on to the balcony outside his 
room with that laborious thoroughness 
characteristic of its kind. It was a 
grey-green lizard, and George, wdth none 
of the gloomy doubts which might have 
assailed a less abstemious man, watched 
it with interest. 

Like George, it seemed to have no- 
thing much on hand ; it had the air of 
one waiting to see what the day was 
going to be like before committing itself 
to any definite course of action. It 
gazed mildly and benignly round, flicked 
a sudden efficient tongue at a too ven- 
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turesome fly, and settled down on a sun- 
warmed patch of carpet for a quiet 
doze. 

George was about to follow its ex- 
ample, at least as far as the doze was 
concerned, when a sudden movement 
on the part of the lizard called him 
back to the waking world, - A move- 
ment in the corner of the room remote 
from the window caught his eye, as it 
had already done that of the lizard. Out 
of a hole in the w^ainscot there had 
emerged about eighteen inches of per- 
fectly authentic snake. . . 

I have said that George is an abstemi- 
ous young. man had it been otherwise 
this second visitation might seriously 
have alarmed him. In the circumstances 
he decided to remain where he was ; 
the lizard, on the other hand, decided 
otherwise. In a fraction of a second it 
had disappeared over the edge of the 
balcony, a disappointed but still hope- 
ful snake hot upon its trail. 

Natural history is not one of George’s 
hobbies. He has not got that passion 
for snakes in the bedroom which no 
doubt characterises the true scientist, 
and he was just making up his mind to 
speak to the patron about Jt when his 
attention was again caught by a move- 
ment, this time high up on the edge of 
the curtain which hung beside the open 
window. Slowly a large tarantula was 
descending towards the sunlit balcony. 

George did not wait ; even the most 
abstemious have their breaking-point. 
Hastily flinging on his dressing-gown 
he descended in search of the patron. 

** Look here,” he said, when he found 
tlie old gentleman gravely sunning him- 
self in t^he courtyard — “there’s a zoo 
in my room.” 

The patron smiled politely. 

“Ze breakfast of m’sieur ’ave dis- 
agree ? ” he said at a venture. 

“Not yet,” said George. “It’s my 
room. Mrst of all there was a lizard.” 

“ Qu’est-ce que e’est, lizard ? ” asked 
the patron. 

“A lizard — a — you know — little chap 
with a tail. Comma 9a.” 

George descended to pantomime, but 
his imitation of a lizard appeared to 
carry little conviction. The patron’s 
smile remained polite bufe puzzled. 

“ Well, never mind the lizard,” said 
George. “ I don’t mind lizards, but the 
snake was a bit thick.” 

“Qu’est-ce quo e’est, snake?” said 
the patron. 

George abandoned the lizard and pro- 
ceeded to give a lifelike imitation of a 
snake. Coming immediately on bop ol 
the preceding performance it did not 
seem materially to clear up the existing 
bewilderment in the mind of the patron. 

“Then, blow me, if' there wasn’t a 
whacking great spider,” concluded 


George, now getting thoroughly into 
the spirit of the thing and working his 
arms and legs in a weird and spider-like 
way. 

The patron glanced uneasily round. 

“ M’sieur is not veree well ? ” he haz- 
arded. 

“M’sieur is quite well,’* said George, 
“but — ^here ! ” and, seizing the stick 
upon which the patron was leaning, he 
drew a lizard, a snake and a tarantula 
on the gravel-path. 

“There,” he said proudly-— “ dans ma 
chambre — ^and I call it a bit thick.” 

The old man gazed from the path to 
George, and a delighted smile spread 
over his face. 

“Dans la chambre de m’sieur? ” he 
asked eagerly. 


“Yes,” said George. 

“ ’Urrah I ” shouted the patron. “ Ze 
spring it is come ! ” and, flinging bis 
arms round the neck of the astonished 
George, he kissed him on both cheeks. 

That is why George is spending the 
spring in Nice. L. bu G. 


Coals to Newcastle. 

At the Scottish Shorthorn Sales — 
“Ieeland Secubes a Nice Lot of 

Headline in Dublin Paper, 


“M.C.C. TEAM AS SaiKABlS. 
Shooting at Patiala. 

One of the hsst shots of the three days was 
that of Mr. Tate, who brought down a splendid 
sambharat 9,000 yards range .” — Indian Paper, 

Was this Maueioe Tate, or Haery? . 
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A DAY AT THE “TALKIES.” 

Much interest has lately been taken 
in ‘‘phonofilms,” those films that re- 
produce in an adjacent loud-speaker the 
exact words' of the screen drama; and 
the other day I was privileged to see 
and hear one of the earlier films of this 
type. It was a simple little drama of 
English life, and each remark of the 
actors came to my ears exactly as spoken. 

I had better explain that, in order 
to obviate artificiality and to ensure 
naturalness of diction, the actors toere 
not told that they were being 'phoned 
as well as filmed ; moreover the usual 
sub -titles were still retained. The result 
was, of course, a little unexpected, but 
time will no doubt bring improvement. 

The drama, as far as I remember, 
went like this : — 

The first scene was an old English 
cottage, with an old Englishman sitting 
inside in an attitude of dejection. Enter 
Mollie, his daughter, a fair young thing 
of some twenty Hollywood summers. 
The sub-title ran thus : — 

I John Palmer has received a blow. 
Unless he can raise a thousand 

POUNDS THE MORTGAGE ON HIS COT- 
TAGE WILL BE EORECLOSED. | 

The speech that I heard was as under : — ' 

Mollie. Say, Pop, what *s eating yah ? 

e7*.P. Well, girlie, it's kinda tough 
after aU these years, 'f I don’t raise a 
thousand bucks to-night we '11 be given 
the air outer here. 

The effect of this in the heart of the 
English countryside is, of course, rather 
startling, but one gets used to it, especi- 
ally if one remembers that the actors 
had not the vaguest idea that their 
dialogue was being recorded. 

Mollie. Who 's the egg that 's gonna 
pull that stuff, Pop ? 

J. P, Squire Jarvis. 

Mollie. Gee ! that gorilla ? 

J. P. You sure said it, daughter. 

Mollie then goes out and the scene 
changes to a cornfield in early summer. 
A young farmer is digging about in it. 


Dick Barley is in love with Mollie, 
BUT IS nearly ruined BY THE EAILUBE 
OP HIS WHEAT-CROP. 


Dick {spading his: foot), — '—\ x I 

! X I 

(A device for cutting out the record 
on occasions of this sort is, I under- 
stand, already being contemplated.) 

Dick {shading eyes 'and looking into 
distance). Why, here 's Mollie I Come 
on in, beautiful, that 's your cue! 
)i^olMe {entering with a happy smile 
^ yo’i plug-ugly, 


who jah think yah talking to ? Less 
of the “beautiful” from you. 

Dick {folding her in a loving em- 
brace). Now I look close I see I was 
kinda making a mistake. ' 

Mollie. Eunny, aren't you, you great 
big stiff 1 

Dick. Aw! Out it out and act up 
proper ... All right, Hank, don't get 
rough ; we ain't showing nothing. 

This remark puzzled me till I realised 
that Hank must be the film director 
and was out of sight somewhere behind 
the camera. 

After telling her lover her father’s 
troubles, Mollie goes off sadly and Dick 
resumes his digging. The scene then 
changes to the cottage, with the villain. 
Squire Jarvis^ talking to old Palmer : — 

“Thebe is one way for you to 

SAVE YOUR HOME. XOUB DAUGHTER 
IS BEAUTIFUL? . . .“ 

Enter Mollie, She takes her father’s 


“Never! Heaven will protect 

ME AND MY OLD FATHER 1 ” 


Mollie. Oh, cheese it, Hank; I am 
registering emotion. 

In the meantime: — 


While digging, Dick strikes oil 
ON his property. 


No sooner has he struck oil than a 
jet of oil strikes him. 

Dick. ! ! Sorry, Hank, but 

that blame squirt got me last rehearsal. 

He rushes off to teU Mollie and bursts 
into the cottage. 




“Mollie, I am rich. I can save 

YOUR HOME AND HONOUR FROM THIS 
VILLAIN.” 




MolUe {turning to him with an appeal- 
ing loofc). What, yort again ! The hick 
from Hickville ? 

Squire Jarvis and Dick square up to 
one another. 

Squire Jarvis. Well, bo, let 's get to 
it. Don’t forget you lead off. 

Mollie {tenderly comforting her father). 
Now, jess you two bpys be careful this 
go. Nix on the rough stuff. 

Dick {rushing at his opponent). The 
way these Janes talk sure gets me. 
Wal, come on, Joe ! 

Mollie heaves her chest with indig- 
nation. 

“At last, Squire Jarvis, I have 

SOMEONE TO PROTECT ME FROM YOUR 
ATTENTIONS.” 

Mollie {to Squire Jarvis, with flashing 


eyes). Do be careful, Joe boy! Don’t 
let that sock-peddler hand you a shut- 
eye. 

Squire Jarvis and Dick {fighting). 
Ouch ! Go easy ; that hurt . . , Gee ! 
there goes my suspenders ... All right, 
Hank, all right ; it looks real enough, 
don't it? But when a guy’s sus- 
penders . , . Say, isn't this where I 
kiss the canvas ? 

Squire Jarvis is felled to the ground, 
then gets up and staggers out. At the 
door he turns and faces MolUe. 

“I WILL BE RE^rENGED ! ” 

Squire Jarvis {to Mollie). Don't for- 
get, kid, you 'n me 've gotta date to eat 
to-night at the Palm-leaf Hotel. So 
long, Dick boy.” 

Dick takes Mollie in his arms, while 
John Palmer turns his back and wipes 
his eyes. 

And SO TRUE LOVE IS TRIUMPHANT 

o’er all ills. 

John Palmer. Now, hurry up with 
that petting. I gotta go meet my boot- 
legger. 

Mollie {gazing lovingly into Dick’s 
eyes). Gee ! Don’t I hate this bit. 

Dick {bringing his lips slotvly towards 
hers). Don’t you hate yourself too, ugly ? 

Mollie, Beats me why that real he- 
man don't hand you a hundred-per-cent, 
face-kick. 

Dick. You sure gotta mouth, ainchah ? 

Mollie. Aw! Chase yourself. 

They kiss passionately. A. A. 

Our Broody Advertisers. 

“Partridge Eggs Wanted, small quantity, 
for personal hatching.” — DaAly Pai^er, 

A Heavy Charge on the Bates 
(Ohester-le-Street). 

“ Charge, Chester, charge I ” were the 
last words of Mr. Wheatley from the 
Front Opposition Bench, 


A visitor to the Eiviera saw the fol- 
lowing notice in Ventimiglia station the 
other day : — 

“Passenger’s registered luggage abroad are 
warned that same must be examined at the 
exit of Italy and by the Italian customs offi- 
cials, inspite of which luggage is withold.” 

Well, well. “ la gare comme d la gave.'' 


“ One child, aged 3 years and i months, had, 
so the mother informed witness, swallowed a 
slate pencil and some paper. She had not 
taken the chjild to an hospital or doctor for 
treatment. The child appeared to be sick.” 

Australian Pajoer. 

No wonder the poor litfele thing was 
1 fractious. 
















THE SAFETY FIRST” SERIES. 

Firmly convinced that there is not yet 
sufficient tutelage of London's moving 
host of shoppers, pleasure-seekers and 
business-folk, I am resolved to set down 
a few elementary hints which may enable 
them to travel with a little more ease 
and comfort about the dangerous streets 
and byways of our teeming metropolis. 

, I shall begin with 

THE L.0.0. TEAMS. 

These pleasant little vehicles pervade 
many of the most congested areas of 
our great city, and may be distinguished 
from the Eolls-Eoyce car, the motor 


omnibus and the Ford van by the fact 
that the drivers maintain an erect posi- 
tion instead of sitting down at their ease. 
Let us not, however, for this reason 
despise the humble tram. 

The first point to be considered about 
the tram-car is 

Oo-OPE RATION OF PASSENGERS WITH 

THE Staff. i 

The fundamental difference between 
these two types must be clearly under- 
stood. By the term ” Passengers” is 
indicated that class of persons who pay 
money in order to ride on trams ; by the 
term ‘‘Staff” those who receive money 
for doing so. There is no accounting for 


tastes and it takes all sorts to make 
a world. Any confusion of duties be- 
tween passengers on the one hand and 
the staff on the other is almost certain 
to end in minimising the maintenance 
of a speedy, safe and comfortable Ser- 
vice of Trams. 

.Thus no group of passengers should 
be so far forgetful of their status 
as to 

(a) Get out and attempt to push the 
the tram from behind. 

(&) Crawl underneath and examine 
the works, 

(c) Collect their own fare or those 
of the other passengers con- 
veyed on the tram. 
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BAs Wife {bitterly). “ If you ’d only come to the pictubes with me sometimes you ’d know what to ho in a case 

LIKE THIS.’* 


Conversely no member of the staff 
should 

{a) Present himself with a tram- 
ticket. 

{h) Order himself off the tram to pre- 
vent overcrowding. 

(c) Eat aniseed or wear spats. 

Only when the essential difference 
between these reciprocal avocations is 
thus clearly ascertained will the pathway 
bepaved towards a common understand- 
ing and a permanent basis of mutual 
goodwill. 

The following are further examples 
of the means by which the passenger 
can fulfil his or her share of the dual 
undertaking : — 

Hailing. 

To hail a ear stand near the edge or 
kerb of the pavement, transfer all par- 
cels, ttmbrella, etc., to one hand and 
raise the disengaged arm rapidly from 
the shoulder in such a way as to form 
an obtuse angle with the line of the 
pavement, taking care in so doing not to 
strike suddenly under the chin or re- 
move the bat of any member of the 
public passing by. The fingers of the 
hand should be arranged in the follow- 
ing manner 

-mm 

^»i^his action, however, 'must only be 
at one of those points in 
wMcb an 'elevated stan- 

^ 


dard has been erected bearing the 
words — 

Cabs 

STOP 

HEBE IF EBQUIBED. 

This phrase is intended to convey 
the information that tramcars, not of 
their own volition but by an ingenious 
interception of the electrical current on 
the part of the driver, will come to a 
halt at the spot indicated if the would- 
be passengers correctly signify a yearn- 
ing or ScJmawvei'ei to travel upon them. 

The average distance between any 
two of these afore-mentioned halts or 
stopping-places is two-hundred-and- j 
twenty yards, the average being ob- 
tained by adding together the total 
number of yards between all the stop- 
ping-places on the L.O,C. tramways 
and dividing that number by the total 
number of distances between stopping- 
places. This was done by an Order 
in Council in 1925. 

The car having been brought to a 
halt, we must now consider — 

Boarding. 

This is a technical word used in 
transport circles for the operation of 
getting on to or entering a coach, car- 
riage or car. It is achieved by placing 
one foot on the step or platform (at the 
same time firmly grasping the handrail 
or metal rail for the hand with the right 


hand) and shifting the weight of the 
body forward, together with a hoisting 
movement of the leg-muscles, so that 
the other foot is eventually drawn up 
to the level of the first. If there are 
two steps to a car this series of 
motions must be repeated, whereupon 
the operation of boarding is said to be 
complete. 

Its importance may be gauged from 
the fact that, if it is slurred^ over or 
only partially achieved — ^if, for instance, 
the passenger merely grasps the hand- 
rail without placing his feet on the 
platform or step, he will find, when the 
car commences to move, that he is not 
travelling or riding upon it, but merely 
running behind in the road. 

The operation of boarding being noto 
earned to a climax^ the passenger is at 
once ready to effect aji entry into the car. 

In the case of the L.O.O. tramcars it 
will be immediately perceived that the 
car is divided into two portions, viz. : — 
(a) the upper saloon ; 

\b) the lower saloon 
the lower saloon being distinguished 
from the upper by the fact that it is on 
the lower floor, and the upper from the 
lower by the fact that it can only be 
reached from the lower floor by means 
of an upward flight of stairs. 

To enter the lotuer saloon the pas- 
senger must keep to the left of the 
handrail, relinquishing, however, his 
grasp of the rail before he enters. 
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To reach the upper saloon he must pass 
to the right of the handrail and mount 
the staircase by employing the same 
motions as those used for boarding the 
car^ with the exception that the right 
hand must be gradually transferred to 
a higher point on the rail round the 
staircase as the ascent proceeds. 

Neglect to adopt either of these 
courses can only result in failure to 
reach one or other of the saloons. 

The choice once made it will now be 
necessary in some cases to 

Pass down the car. 

This action is only necessary when 
the space near the entrance of the upper 
or lower saloon is more congested than 
the space at the opposite end. The 
words of the slogan, however, are also 
the refrain of a community song taught 
to all employes on London Underground 
railways, omnibuses and trams, having 
no reference at all to the possibilities of 
the situation, and when so used are to 
be disregarded altogether. 

Paying the Fare, 

The passenger should always have 
the exact fare ready to present to the 
conductor, especially in rush hours. 
For this fare he will receive a receipt 
or ticket. If a shilling or sixpence is 
tendered (i.e. offered) instead of the 
exact fare, it will bo seen that the con- 
ductor is obliged to place the coin in his 
mouth while he searches for change, and 
in the event of his swallowing it there is 
no check, prior to the post-mortem, that 
he ever received it at all. On receipt 
of the ticket it should be placed, accord- 
ing to sex, either in the band of the 
bowler hat or under the elastic of the 
garter, whence it can be readily pro- 
duced for inspection if required. 

Alighting, 

This means getting off, i,e, leaving 
the tramcar and regaining the ground. 
Cf, Shelley : — 

** An eaglo alit 

For a moment may sit , 

In the light of his shining wings.’' 

Tramway passengers should effect 
the manoeuvre with great circumspec- 
tion. It is first of all necessary to 
Wait until the car stops. 

To ascertain this, glance at the scenery. 
If it appears to be in motion the car is 
still running. If not, the car is at rest. 
In the second place 

Ste 2 ? off with the left foot and face 
the direction in lohich the car would 
he travelling if it had not ceased to 
do so. 

Thirdly 

Looh out for overtaking traffic. 

This is done by reversing the head so 
that the nose points directly towards 



AT THE LAW COURTS. 


“I'Can’t undebstand how you lost your case. Hope you kept nothino back 

PROM YOUB LAWYER?,” 

‘*N0 — ONLY MY SMALL CHANGE.” 


the spinal column. If, on leaving the 
car and reaching the ground, overtaking 
traffic is still seen to exist, two courses 
are open. The first is to 

Spring to the pavement ivith a loud 
cry. 

The second to 

Lie down and pretend to he dead. 

Overtaking motor traffic has often 
been known to pause in front of a pedes- 
trian who appears to have been already 


deprived of life, instead of making a 
savage assault upon his body. 

On arriving at the pavement, if ever, 
the passenger will find that in all prob- 
ability he still retains in the hat or 
garter, as the case may be, his ticket. 
But this need cause him no alarm. It 
may be 

(1) Thrown away. 

(2) Used to paper his bedroom. 

(3) Placed in the stock for soup. 

Evoe. 
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BRIGHTER CLOTHES FOR MEN. 

“ It will just simply be too splendid 
for anything,*' she told me enthusiastic- 


for them, unless he meant to miss the kins was always a bit of a dog — Army, 
soup, he got ever so cross.** you know.’* 

Men,*’ I said, “ have been known to I could see she was interested for she 
muse on murder and on worse while dropped everything she was holding — I 


ally, ^‘if only men will really take up tying their dress-bows. But of course it her purse, her bag, her umbrella, her 

this idea of wearing brighter clothes.” won’t be only evening dress that we library - book, her handkerchief, two 

^‘Oh, we shall,” I assured her, ‘‘be- shall brighten ; the Stock Exchange is parcels, some bills, a dog-lead, a little 

cause nowadays we are all of us for more especially our aim.” change and a few other things, 

perfect equality between the sexes, so “Will there be,” she asked eagerly, “But then,” she asked when were- 
that they’ve even begun to sack a “knee-breeches?” sumed our conversation after I had 


perfect equality between the sexes, so “Will there be,” she asked eagerly, “But then,” she asked when were- 
that they’ve even begun to sack a “knee-breeches?” sumed our conversation after I had 

woman for getting married, just as they “ Knee-breeches ?” I repeated a little collected most of them, “why did 
always did with bank-clerks.” doubtfully. “Well, you know, knee- Major Wilkins fly over to Paris yester- 

“Yes, but then that’s in the Bible, breeches . . . They rather pre-suppose day morning,* as his sister told me he 
isn’t it ? ” she remarked. a leg, don’t they ? ” did ? ” 

“Bank-clerks?” I asked, trying to “Leg or no leg,” she pointed out, “ Because,” I said moodily, “a man 
remember. “You surprise me.” “we have to wear short skirts, even may be a Major and a Major and yet a 

“No,” she retorted, just managing to though that means that ankles have coward still.” 
stop short between the “s” and the “i” ceased to count, which knees never will. “Oh, well,” she said consolingly, 
of “silly” — “about sacking a woman But only when you wear knee-breeches “ there ’s still you and Tom, only I’m 
when she gets married ; i afraid Tom 's not quite 


of “silly” — “about sacking a woman * But only when you w 
when she gets married ; 
because it says, *No one 
can serve two masters;’ 

and, poor thing,” she \ ^ /•^'*^**\ 

soon finds that one ’s ^ 

enough — and too much 

She smiled a little, a “Welu, even if ’e did 'cost twelve thousand, *e doesn’t know ’ow 
verylittle^solittlethat the wing.” 

T “Don’t talk silly. D’ye expect ’im to pass the ball to a man wot 

I am not sure whether only cost twelve ’undbed? ” 

it was a tender smile or 

whether it wasn’t. willyou understand what part silkstock- ( walk down Be 

“ We should love you to compete,” ings really play in life 
she assured me earnestly, “It *s a poor going to begin ? ” 
triumph to beat anyone who just gives “Well, the fact is,” 
up, no matter how wisely. Though I I told Major Wilkin 
daresay it ’s really truly only sheer con- thinking about, and 


well this week, because 
yesterday afternoon he 
came home early from 
the office and offered to 
come out shopping with 
me all of his own ac- 
cord, without my say ing 
one word. He seemed 
■quite himself again in 
the evening, though, 
when we were partners 
at bridge and I forgot 
what the silly trumps 
were and pub one on 
his ace — luckily it was 
only ever such a little 
trump, so it didn’t really 
matter.” 

But I wasn’t listen- 


“Yesterday affcer- 
nooD,” I cried, hurt and 
ISN’T KNOW ’ow indignant. “Why, it; 

, TO A MAN WOT wasyesfcerdayafternoon 

TO A MAN WOT 

arranged to meet and 

walk down Bond Street in our brighter 


ings really play in life. When are you clothes, and if he went shopping with 
going to begin ? ” you he must have funked too, just 

“Well, thefact is,”Isaid, “Tomand like that coward Wilkins. Ill never 
I told Major Wilkins what we were forgive either of them for letting me 

at I T.* I ^ i. T 1 JT 1 J •! T 1‘T j 1 1 fl ^ 


thinking about, and he thought it a down like that.' 


ceit that makes men wearnothing but jolly good idea, so we all made up our “But,” she said, a little puzzled, “ if 
black tails and white ties.” * minds to meet one afternoon and walk you were there, why didn’t you know 

“Less perhaps conceit; than laziness,” down Bond Street in brighter clothes.” before that Tom wasn’t ? ” 

I suggested. ^ ^ “When did you arrange that ? ” “ Oh, that,” I explained — “that was 

“ It can’t be laziness,” she decided, “ That evening at the club when just sheer bad luck, and I was very 
‘‘not if the arnount of work Tom puts V/iMns stood us that dinner. I remem- upset about it, hut I bad an urgent 
into getting his dress-tie^ right is any- ber it so well, because, oddly enough, telegram that morning calling me onl; 
thing to go by. Why, it isn’t safe to go I had a most awful headache next of town — life and death, the telegram 
near him when he’s doing it, and yet it morning,” said, so of course I had to go.” 

isn’t possible to keep away, because he’s “^Tom wouldn’t eat any breakfast,” She looked at me a little sternly, 

all over everywhere at once ; and of the she remarked, “He said he had no “Who sent that telegram?” she 

fragments that .remain by the time he ’s appetite except for soda-water.” asked, 

got one right at last I can always fill at A mere coincidence,”' I assured ber, “Impossible to say,” I answered, 
least one parcel for the laundry. ^ I re- “ I remember I was to wear mauve. “ because it wasn’t signed. But the 
i^ember years ago I used to think he Tom’s were to be a harmony in yellow, telegram itself I have still, and I can 
-doing his physical exercises, and pink and green. Wilkins chose cerise produce it any day to show to Tom or 
I told him there wasn’t time and beige de Veuve Clicquot. But Wil- anyone.” K E. P. 

^ ~ — — 


answered, 
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PLAIN JANE; OR, THE BREAD-WINNER. 

A Teagedy fob Music. 

The table set for breakfast. Seated at 
the table are Miss Jane Surbiton and 
the Rev. Frederick Tate, agitated. 

Jane, Will you take coftee, Mr. Tate — 
or tea ? 

The Bev, Tate, Coffee. Or tea. Or may 
I have the two ? 

Well, no, say tea. Say coffee. Well, 
you see, 

I don’t wan!) either. All I ask is you. 

[Falling on his knees— first one and 
then the other. 

Jane! Jane! 

Beautiful Jane! 

Others may call you plain, 

But beauty is hidden in curious 
shapes ; 

People have found some attraction 
in apes ; 

Brighton is beautiful, seen from the 
sea, 

And you from all angles are lovely 
to me, 

^ My Jane 1 Jane! 

IP ^ 1 .Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, l]iau- 
! K embrace. 


Enter Winnie, Mrs. Surbiton. 

Jane, Dearest mamma, we are to be 
united ! 

Mrs, Surbiton, What— before break- 
fast ? Well, I am delighted ! 

Jane. It 's splendid, is it not ? But we 
would rather 

That it was you who broke the news 
to father. 

Mrs. SwrWiSoji.Yourfather, ’child, though 
he is good and kind. 

Is not his best at breakfast, I allow. 

Jane, That ’s very true. But Fred may 
change his mind. 

Waste not a moment, Ma. Tell 
father noio, [A helloioin g (off) . 

Mr. George Surbiton comes in dressed 
for the City, but in bedroom slippers, 
' picks up The Times,'' studies it 
loith ill-concealed concern and, after 
several explosive snorts, indicates his 
opinion of the State of Things : — 

Well, I wonder more and more 
What the Government is for; 
England 's going to the dogs ; 

Both my eggs are cold as frogs ; 
Things are very, very queer ; ' 
ICindly take this down, my dear. 


He dictates, eating, and Mrs,. Surbi- 
ton takes doxon the folloxoing letter 
to “ The Times " : — 

To the Editor of ** The Times," 

SiE, I crave a tiny fraction 
Of your valuable space 
To record my stupefaction 
At the follies of the race. 

While the Young with harmful 
pleasures 

Rush regardless to the tomb 
Parliament with mad-oap measures 
Hurries on the country’s doom. 
Frankly, Sir, my view is fervent, 
Something must at once be done. 
I am, your obedient Servant, 
Geoegb Isaiah Suebiton. 

A ll {with every sign of sympathetic ap- 
proval). 

What an admirable letter ! 

Jane. After that he ’ll feel much better. 
Mrs, Sxirbiton. Do you feel better, dear ? 
Mr, Surbiton. I do* 

Mrs, Surbiton, Then I should like a 
word with you. 

[She lays a fond caress on Mr. 
Surbiton’s head, who receives it 
with no extravagant enthusiasm. 
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First Lady, “ ’Ullo, IMrs. Miaos 1 I^ANcy your ’usband bein’ out again 1 I 

THOUGHT ’is BRONCHITIS WAS SO BAD.” 

Second Lady. “ Yus, it was. But ’e ’s got ’is new teeth in now, and they 

KEEPS the wind FROM WHISTLIN’ DOWN ’iS CHEST.” 


Mrs. S^irbiton {loounded). 

Have you forgot, my pet, 

What day it is to-day ? 

It is the day we met, 

It is the fifth of May ; 

It is the day we met, 

You kissed me on the pier ; 

I wore my Whitby jet. 

You had hay-fever, dear. 

Ah, say I *m not mistaken — 

You feel the old, old thrill ? • 
Turn from your eggs and bacon 
And say you love me still. 

Mr. Surbiton {shortly). 

Quite true. I do. 

(Aside.) Cursed is the wife who is not 
able 

To curb her passions at the table, 
But breakfasts like a billing dove 
And mixes marmalade with love I 
Will they not learn, have they not 
read, 

Man cannot love till he has fed ? 

[He returns to the Financial Col- 
umn and Ms mfe to the charge. 
Mrs. Surbiton, And now our daughter 
Jane, 

Sweet replica of you 
(She has her father’s brain. 

She has hay-fever too), 

Has chosen this same day 
That sealed her father’s fate 
To give her heart away 
To the Eeverend Frederick Tate. 
Oh, by the recollection 
Of twenty years ago, 

On their demure affection 
Your blessing, George, bestow ! 
Mr, Surbiton (lost in the Financial 
Colunm). 

“ Eice was steady. Lead was easy, 
Tin was not in much request, 

Jute was feeble. Wool was wheezy, 
Copper never looked its best.” 
And it is just as well, I think, 

That all my money is in Zinc — 
Coffee, my love V 

Mr$. Surbiton (wounded still worse), I 
For twenty years you ’ve trampled ' 
me past bearing. 

For twenty years not noticed what 
I say, 

For twenty years not seen what I 
was wearing, 

For twenty years forgot my wed- 
ding-day .... 

Mr. Surbiton (passing up his cup, ab- 
sently), 

Coff'ee, my dear ? It is an odd re- 
flection. 

In all the changes of our common 
lot, 

In twenty years of conjugal affection 
I never yet have had my coffee bot. 
[He returns to The Times.” She 
loeeps quietly into the coffee, 
Frederick (in tico minds, as usual). 
Well, if this is married life ' 

] s it wise to take a wife ? 


Can it be that by degrees 
Jane and I will grow like these 
Will she while I break my fast 
Lovingly recall the past, 

Or with ill-timed tenderness 
Irritate me while I dress ? 

Will the flame which now I feel 
Dwindle at the morning meal? 
Could her kisses ever be 
Less to, me than kedgeree ? 

Jane (stopping the rot, removes him from 
the table and embraces him). 
Kiss me, my love, and let them see 
How -like some soft anemone, 

My faithful rock, I cling to thee 
For all the world to view. 


So never shall this firm embrace 

My father’s horrid hand unlace. 

For be that moves me from my place 
Must tear my heart in two. 

Mrs, Surbiton, Be careful, Jane, for in 
your conversation, 

Much as I sympathise with what 
you said, 

I note a strain of grim determination 
Which won’t appeal to anyone 
you wed. 

Frederick (neixous). Angelic Jane, have 
you forgot 

Your dear old father’s on the spot ? 

He has the cash, and we have not, 
And that *s a point of view. 





Though money has no charms for me 
And Love is more than £ s. d.. 
What' I possess 'would frankly be 
Inadequate for two. , ' ..-r > 

JaM {Icneeling at Mr, SSurbitofi's knee, 
a thin^ he hcUes), ;-^^ ' ■ ; ' 

Listen, listen, father dear*, 

Before, it be tqp late. - - - ‘ 

¥ov many a weary, weary year 

■Your little Jane, - , , . r . 
Your plain sweet Jane, 

Has hun^dlor a male. ' 

O'er hill and„dale the slippery male 
I vainly have pursued, 

With flattering tongue allured the 
young, 

The older ones with food. 

And now th^t I have caught a man 
Oh, let us keep him" if we can 1 ’ 

He 's in the net, 

But even yet 

May wriggle through, 

So, if you can in any way 
Suggest that marriages are gay, 
And help me dish 
This timid fish, 

Dear father, do. 

Jane^ he7' Mother and Frederick, all hieeU 
ing—bnt Frederick not so heartily. 


Breadwinner, Master of our Bates, 
Householder, Payer of the Bates, 
Approve these nuptials if you can, 
And think yourself a happy man 
Who with a whisper can bestow 
The highest bliss that morals know. 
[They hang iijpon his wm'ds, Mr. 

Surbiton is almost moved, hut un~ 

• hayyily his eye wanders hack to 
. : th/e Financial Column and he ex- 
plodes', 

Mr: Surbiton {leaving The Times in 
a frenzy). 

Dogs and devils ! what d' you think ? 
, The bottom 's dropping out of Zinc ! 
Zinc is falling. 

Zinc ’s appalling. 

Zinc is in a dreadful state ; 

Zinc is crumbling, 

I ? ' •. -Zinc is tumbling, 

' Zinc is down to twenty-eight I 
I think well sink with zinc, my 
dove — 

Is this a time to talk of love ? 

The beasts, the brutes 1 
One more cup I 
Give me my boots ! 

Where are my boots 1 
All is up ! 


[Full orchestra agitato, while Mrs. 
SudWton prepares coffee and her 
daughter hunts boots. 

The Bev, Tate {philbsopMses apart). 

Well, if this is married life, 

Man is mad to take a wife ! 

Also, it occurs to 'me, 

What about heredity ? 

These two parents, I confess, 
Magnetise me less and less ; 

Am I then to plight my troth 
With one that has the faults of 
both? 

Money is their only merit, 

This, it seems, she won't inherit. 
Bare you well, my dearest Jane, 

We must never meet again. 

I'll think of you — so do not 
cry— 

But as a sister, Jane. Good-bye. 

[Mr. Surbiton, booted at last and 
full of coff'ee, rushes from the house 
\oith Frederick, both pausing at 
the door to sing Barewell! In 
this splendid chord the ivomen 
join. They are then left weeping, 
and quite right too, 

OUETAIK. A. P. H. 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY SITS UP. 

LiBERAti Party (to the Fairy Prince Samujsl)* “ 0 LOVE, THY KISS WOULD WAKE THE DEAD I 

TEjffjfTYSON: ^^The Day-DreamJ 

[The success of the Liberal Parfcy at two receut by-elections has been attributed to the return of Sir Hebbebt Simueb to its councils.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, March 28tli, — Mr. Amery 
glowed with legitimate satisfaction as 
be told the House that the consumption 
of Empire fruit was consistently rising. 
Publicity, he said, was “being steadily 
directed towards this end,” while eco- 
nomic investigation and scientific re- 
search were alike busy trying to increase 
the production of fruit and improving 
conditions of packing, transportation 
and marketing. 

These juicy utterances naturally gave 
rise to the cognate question of cream. 
Next year our cream must contain no 
preservative, and Lord H. Oavendish- 
l&ENTiNCK asked the Minister of Agri- 
culture if he was arranging for an 
adequate supply of cold-storage equip- 
ment for milk-trains. Mr. Guinness, 
who has a naive faith in the high speed 
of milk-trains, said he thought the cream 
was chilled before it started. 

Sir Austen Chamberlain, answering 
a long string of questions, gave an out- 
line of what had occurred at Nanking. 
He thought it was premature to con- 
clude that the Hankow agreement was 
a failure, but agreed that, “ in the pre- 
sent anarchical state of China,” pro- 
mises of Chinese generals to protect 
foreign lives and property must be 
judged by results. 

A slight breeze occurred when Mr. 
Thuetle was heard to say that some- 
body was lying about Nanking, Sir 
Austen, thinking the charge intended 
for himself, rose on a point of order to 
protest. Mr. Thuetle said he had not 
referred to the Minister. He had merely 
said that the newspapers were lying. 

It is quite in order, of course, to say 
that, and the breeze subsided. 

Eeplying to a question of Sir J. Leigh 
about street accidents. Colonel Ashley 
said he hoped it would be possible to 
take action in several directions” for 
the protection of pedestrians. He de- 
clined to be more specific and left the 
House with the impression that the 
real remedy was for the pedestrian to 
take swift action in the direction of the 
pavement. 

Mr. Ernest Brown, the new Mem- 
ber for Leith, took his seat amid cheers. 
Inspired by this evidence of Liberal 
resurgence, Mr. Eunoiman, on the 
Third Beading of the Consolidated 
Fund Bill, raised the question of agri- 
culture. The Minister’s problem, he 
said, was to stop the movement from 
tillage to pasture. Mr. T. Johnston 
said that while the principal industry 
in the country was a sweated industry 
in a state of chaos the Government was 
passing the Film Bill to provide more 
Charlie Chaplins. Mr. Buxton said 
there must be higher wages to keep farm- 


labourers on the land. Mr. Lamb said 
the remedy was better prices, more 
credits and fewer regulations. 

A lively debate d occurred between 

Mr. Lloyd George and the Minister. 



APPLES OP CONCORD. 

Me. Ameey. 

Mr. Lloyd George said the Minister 
had agreed to submit certain figures to 
the President of the Surveyors’ Insfeitpte 
and was now “ trying to skulk out of 
it.” Mr. Guinness said he was not 
trying to skulk out of it, but there was 
no justification for incurring what he 



THE HEAVENLY TWINS, 

A Libeeal REVivAn. 

{After a coin of the Third Century b.c.) 
Messrs. E. Bbown and B. A. Stbauss. 

now discovered would be the high cost 
of collecting the figures. 

Scottish Members then chipped in 
and had a little debate of their own 
about Scottish agriculture. Their main 
grievance is that there are not enough 
free farms to go round. 

Tuesday, March 29th , — ^The House of 


Lords v/elcomed the return of the Lord 
Chancellor to the Woolsack, after a 
prolonged absence. Lord Burnham 
then called upon the Government to 
introduce legislation providing for a 
second ballot when the top candidate 
in a three-cornered election does not 
poll a majority of all the registered 
electors. Lord Desborough, for the 
Government, said the scheme would 
double the cost of elections, spread them 
over several days and give rise to all 
sorts of log-rolling. 

Lord Birkenhead said he would 
prefer propertional representation to a 
second ballot. 

In the Commons the Po&tmastee- 
General, answering a long string of 
questions, explained that the mails for 
Belfast and district were to be diverted 
to t-be Kingstown-Holyhead route at 
the request of the Government of 
Northern Ireland. “Is there such a 
place as Kingstown ? ” asked a Conser- 
vative Member, but the P.M.G. was 
too canny to be drawn into pitting his 
tongue against the pronunciation of 
“ Dunlaoghaire.’' 

Mr. Ronald McNeill does not seem 
to like Mr. Trevelyan. The British 
Museum, too, leaves him cold. Asked 
by the former if be had consulted the 
Trustees about lighting the latter on 
foggy Sundays, if he had estimated the 
cost and if he was now prepared to 
provide the needed illumination, he said 
the answer to all three parts of the 
question was in the negative. This sort 
of answer, known as the- complete 
choke-off, always intrigues the House. 
Mr. Trevelyan, however, is not easily 
choked off. Did not the Minister think 
it desirable to consult the Trustees? he 
asked. The Minister saidhe thought not. 

Enter Mr. Ramsay MacDonald, who 
is one of the Trustees. Was the 
Minister aware that the Trustees were 
much interested in the proposal to light 
the Museum on foggy Sundays and 
would like to be consulted ? 

Mr. McNeill intimated that if they 
wanted to communicate their interest 
to him he couldn^t stop them. Mr. 
MacDonald evidently felt that this 
was no way to treat so eminent a body. 
Was the Minister not aware that the 
Trustees were a semi-political body 
with very great responsibilities, like 
the Government ? 

“ That ’s why I leave them' alone to 
get on with it,” growled the Minister. 

The House discussed at some length 
the gloormy subject of capital punish- 
ment in the army, and at 8.15, on 
the motion of Mr. Buchanan, turned 
to the more exhilarating topic of the 
Chester-le- Street Guardians. Mr. Bu- 
chanan, Mr. Lawson (Labour Member 
for Ohester-le-§treet) and Mr. Wheat- 
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liEY all gloried in the Guardians’ shame, The noted energy of the Government At 8.15 Brigadier-General H, C. 
Mr. Wheatley naively declaring that Whips might conceivably be directed Beown called on the Government to fos- 
all the Guardians had done was to towards providing Conservative Mem- ter village life and industry. The gallant 
make it as profitable to be employed bers with subjects of interest to the Member hails from the hamlet of New- 
as unemployed.” Mr. Bopneb, who public, which is alike untroubled by the bury, whose thriving village industry is 
moved the amendment, said the Guar- activities of Whips or the long-winded- breeding potential Derby winners. He 
dians had in effect been “purchasing ness of Labour Members. thought it was time some industries 

j the votes of the thriftless by the pro- Mr. Dixey was only able to muster were moved from the towns to the vil- 


mise of a raid on those who had saved.” I forty-four enthusiasts for a Bill tollages. 

Mr. Ohambbelain explained 
how he had repeatedly made 

the ^Gnardians^net^ loans on ^ ^ ^ 

Olivier, Lord Birkenhead and . 1 
Lord Beading talked India for , Jj M 
three-and-a-quarter hours, a 
very creditable exhibition of I 

share fell to the Secretary for 

speech but in length of sentences. ^ 

justice to Mr. Gladstone at his 

SHO^YIKG UP THE BOG. 

fuietly^in the land of Jind^ Mn. TuEvnLyAN. 


Sir G. OouRTHOPE mentioned 
the village blacksmith, who, he 
said, was dying out. But is 
he? Has Sir Geoege never 
seen him under the village chest- 
nut-tree splicing the camshaft 
of the village idiot’s tin lizzie ? 
The Minister said he was all for 
making life one glad round of 
dance and song for the merry 
villagers. He was confident 
that with the efforts now being 
made village industries would go 
“from strength to strength,” 
like the village blacksmith. The 
motion was agreed to. 

' TJmrsday, March Bear- 
Admiral Beamish presented a 
petition signed by twenty-seven 
tliousand persons praying for a 
full inquiry into the principles 
of Finance. It is refreshing to 
find that so many innocent souls 
still think that Finance has any 
principles. 

Some questions were asked on 


Lord Olivier, at any rate, was suffi- legalise betting. Lady Astor opposed the subject of subversive propaganda, 
ciently soothed to withdraw his demand vehemently and was quite annoyed — Captain Ceookshank inquired if the 
for papers. ^ but offered no denial — when Sir H. Home Secretary was satisfied with his 

The House of Commons bent its ex- Croft inquired if the noble lady had present powers, “That is rather like 
tended view upon less peaceful scenes, never given a “ tip.” The House as a offering a dog a new bone,” replied Sir 
But first Colonel Wedgwood, who is whole doubtless regards betting with William with a hungry look at Mr. 
rapidly becoming the mouthpiece — one equanimity, but is in an anti-legislative Lansbury’s vacant seat, 
might almost say the cornucopia — of frame of mind, which should certainly Captain Ceookshank invited the 
the new Jerusalem, was informed that be encouraged. Chancellor op the Exchequer to 


the Government had 
raised no objection to 
the appointment as 
Italian Consul-General 
at Jerusalem of a gen- 
tleman whose expressed 
yiews on the new Zion- 
ism have not appar- 
ently been couched in 
the language of flowery 
compliment. 

Bitter complaints are 
always made when a 
Government makes in- 
roads on Private Mem- 
bers’ time. This after- 
noon successful ballot- 
ers gave notice that th ey 
would draw attention 
to “ the length and dul- 
ness of speeches from 
the Labour benches ” 
and “the amiability, 
courtesy and energy 
of the Government 
Whips.” 





m 







L(yrd Olivier {to Lord Bireenueae). ** Charmed, I *m sure j 


make M.P.’s travel 
third class in the in- 
terest of the taxpayer. 
Mr.CnuRCHiLL thought 
this “self-denying or- 
dinance would not fall 
equally on all Mem- 
bers,” but intimated 
that he 'was always 
ready to accept a re- 
fund of the difference. 

The House discussed 
postal and telephone 
facilities, the Washing- 
ton Forty-eight Hours* 
Convention and the ^ 
stonework restoration 
of the Houses of Parlia- 
ment. This is to cost 
over a million pounds. 

A Labour Member ob- 
jected that the stone 
chosen wouldcause ‘ ‘sili- 
cosis”; but the name 
evidently had no terrors 
for Ministerialists. 





Bored Traveller {at wayside station, waiting for a iram long overdue}* seem to- have a pbetxy soft time here. I don’t 

SUPPOSE YOU ’ VE EVER EVEN HEARD OF BrADSHAW ? ” 

Studious Porter* “ Oh, yes, Sib I I presume you refer to John Bradshaw, who presided at the triad of King Charles 
THE First ? Died November twenty-second, sixteen fifty-nine ; buried in Westminster Abbey.,”. 


GOOSE-STEPS TO GLORY. 

[A writer in. The Westminster Gazette of 
March 30fch describes the arduous training of 
pupils, including two Eussian Princesses and 
the daughter of a Countess, at a mannequin 
training-school in Eegent Street. The difier- 
ent “walks” which have to be learned com- 
prise the sports-suit walk, which is brisk with 
a stout stick in the hand ; the sunshade walk 
for summer afternoons, and the fan w^alk. 
Physical jerks, to make the mannequin supple, 
including the goose-step, are also part of the 
training.] 

When love of fame, or duty 
' In homea where funds are few, 
Drives impecunious beauty 
To earn a modest screw. 

No modern post or calling 
Where woman’s bound to win 
Seems to be more enthralling 
Than that of mannequin. 

To wear the costliest raiment 
Of gold or rainbow twine 
And, free of any payment, . 

The peacock to outshine, 

Oh, what could be more glorious 
Did not ther sober facts 
Eeveal what days laborious 
The privilege exacts ? 

.The prospect may be thrilling. 

But, favour to ensure, 

The goose-step course and drilling 
In “ jerks” you must endure ; 


Beauty must strive and suffer 
Before she learns to glide ” ; 

The lovely clumsy duffer 
Is rudely brushed aside. 

At times you must be stately, 

At others you may frisk ; 

Move proudly or sedately, 

Be undulant or brisk ; 

As high-born dames in Courts walk, 
With train and nodding plume ; 

Anon the vigorous ‘‘ sports- walk,” 
The heather stride assume. 

Besides, each change of vesture 
(Perhaps six times a day) 

Involves a change of gesture, 

Of mien and: facial play ; 

The mood of an Augusta, 

The flapper’s saucy fun, 

Lucasta or Locusta, 

An empress or a nuu. 

Think then, O fair aspirant, 

Not once but twice or thrice 

Before to Mode, the Tyrant, 

Your soul you sacrifice ; 

Lest, when you start parading,” 
You ultimately find 

Your dreams of fortune fading . 
Into a slavish grind. 

“Car in Hat Shop.” 

Newsjgaper Ecadline* 

No doubt it went in for a new bonnet. 


A SALE OF “PUNCH” LETTERS. 

A COLLECTION of Autograph Letters 
addressed to the late Sir P. O.Bubnand 
will be sold by Messrs. Puttick and 
Simpson, 47, Leicester Square, at 1.0 p.m. 
on Thursday^ April 7fch, They coyer 
the whole period of his connection with 
Punch as Member of the Staff and 
Editor, and recall its past history and 
earlier editors, Mark Lemon, Shirley 
Brooks and Tom Taylor. 

Many of the letters are illustrated 
with drawings and caricatures by 
Charles Keene, Phil Mat, Linley 
Sambournb, A. C. OoRROULD, Harry 
Fueniss and Frank Lockwood. 

Anthony Trollope, Wilkie Collins, 
W. S. Gilbert, George Meredith, 
Whistler, Henry Irving (twenty-six 
letters), J. L. Toole, Charles Wynd- 
HAM, Arthur Sullivan, Sarah Bern- 
hardt, Patti, Sims Beeves, Charles 
, Santlky, and most of Burnand’s con- 
temporaries of the Stage, Music and Art 
worlds are repre^nted by characteristic 
examples. The collection also includes 
correspondence from Lord Eobebts, 
Lord WOLSELEY, Lord Charles BEEES- 
POBDi,JoSEFHCHAMBERLAIN■,.JOHNMQR- 

LEY, Lord Eandolph Churchill, Bret 
Habte, Lowell and Oliver Wendell 
Holmes. . 





THE HUNT STEEPLECHASE SEASON. 


Be {to wif 4 cf rather mp - and - balljocketj ), ** Calls that horse ‘Pitcher/ doesn’t he?” 

She. Sure— from our national game.” 

Be. ’*‘1 SHOULD HAVE THOUGHT ‘ OaTOHER * WOULD HAVE BEEN MORE LUCKY.” 

viii> ucDfiiMe TiiAT lifAiiTBn irii I lilf* WRy. Iti S661I1S liORTtloss, iTtstO/lmBizt (rioJit at the 

THE HEROINE THAT .WANTED KILLING. how I look afc it. Count deserts girl. 

I HAVE taken a great dislike to the With malice aforethought I myself histalments 28-33. — Girl goes out 
heroine ‘of a- serial I have just read. It have written a serial with this silly girl into the world. Usual unavailing 
tookhersixty thousand words to discover as my heroine. As I judged from her motor, rail, fire and shipwreck acci- 
th at the three gentlemen-of -leisure who character it has proved a death-trap dents. Girl starving. Only desires 
wanted tomarryherwerereallythorough- for her. death. (Eight!) 

paced blackguards, and a further twenty Here is a synopsis : — Instalment 34. — Pathetic glimpse of 

thousand to realise that the only man Instalment!. — Heroine at home with husband (I nearly forgot him!), learn- 

for her was the handsome but virtuous husband, a handsome, generous, good- ing that he is legatee to considerable 
young doctor. I could have chosen the natured but steady-going fellow. Enter' fortune. On strength of this he moves 
right husband for her in the first instal- Count Ocarini, a fascinating Italian, to larger house, 
m^t, but she insisted on Eomance. Girl naturally mistakes him for embodi- Instalments 35-38. — Girl absolutely 
Still, I 11 admit she was quite bright ment of Eomance. down and out. Won’t return home; 

m other ways. Her author tried ever so Instalments ^-ll. — Count comes in can’t return home; would sooner die. 

hard to kill her off, but he couldn’t do it ; more and more. Girl mistakes him Ultimately sets up as cat-burglar. 

^le was t^ spry for him every time, more and more. Instalment Night scene. Girl 

Even the Philadelphian train-accident Instalment 12. — By coincidence, hus- breaks into large house. First room 

at the end of instalment 26 failed bandseesthemtogetherat a restaurant, she searches is an artistically -furnished 
miserably. Instalments 13-17. — Husband sees boudoir. The ray from her torch lights 

bince writing the above I have found them at another restaurant, a theatre, up a silver-framed photograph of a 
that the stupid girl didn t marry the Covent Garden, Kempton Park and the young woman. Girl starts back, per- 
aoctor after all. She s in a second Palais de Danse. ceiving at the same moment a cot in 

serial that I started reading over my Instalment 18. — Husband begins to one corner. In it, shimhering peace- 
dinner. 1 know it s the same girl, be-, suspect that his wife cares for the fully, lies a hahy hoy. 
cause she s making the same silly mis- Count’s company, 

takes aU over again. _ _ IwstoZmeni 19.— Aparticalarly power- NOW BEAD OK:— 

This time I ’m losing patience with ful instalment of this brilliant serial. Final Instalmmt.—il think I had 
I 2 . 1 .^ her own authors cant find Girl leaves husband and baby boy and better give you this more fully. It’s 
I a method, ot ending the poor crea- elopes with Count. very gripping.) 

ture’s existence I consider it becomes Instalments Disillusionment. With a ary Sopbelia flung herself 

the duty of anyone who can think out Count Ocarini a complete wash-out. upon the cot and gazed into the small 





Aphil 6 , 1927 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


face. Noting the child’^s features she 
screamed aloud in her surprise. Quick 
manly steps sounded in the passage. 
A moment later the apartment was 
flooded with light, Sophelia saw a man 
framed in the doorway. Fale to the 
collar-bone, she stood rooted to the spot. 

Wha — ^what does this mean ? ** she 
cried at last. “I — I don^'t recognise 
you as my husband."' 

‘‘I have never met you before," re- 
plied the man contemptuously. 

For a moment his words seemed to 
i stun the girl. Then, “ That photograph 
I is not of meP' she screeched wildly. 

That child is not my baby boy. And 
you — you are not my husband. What 
is wrong ? " 

It is no use asking me. I tell you 
I don*t know you." * 

“ But by all the rules of coincidence 
this ought to be my home, that my 
bah}'- and you my forgiving husband. 
They always are. There must . be 
another instalment. This cannot — 
miLBt not be the end. The shock would 
kill me. Oh, it cannot be— 3 — " 

Pressing down the shift-key of my 
typewriter I delivered the cou]p-de~grdce : 

THE EKD. 


THE UNGUAGE OF FLOWERS. 

[We learn from a fashion writer that the 

mode of the moment demands that the flowers 

one wears should be slightly faded.] 

Straight off I fell a victim to her 
glamour, 

So conscious was I of a cardiac stir ; 

Something within me (rather weak in 
grammar) 

Seemed to be saying, “ Ernest, this is 
her; 

This is the mate for you that Fate in- 
tended, 

One who will share your tastes and 
match your moods; 

Go in and win ; the long, long search is 
ended ; 

This is tlie genuine goods." 

Rer manner too made even still com- 
pleter 

My faith in the correctness of this 
view, 

When, having, heard how pleased I was 
to meet her, 

She smiled and answered simply, 
“ Same to you ; " 

Her mobile features registered emotion 

And every jest with which my talk 
was tricked 

Met an approval that confirmed the| 
notion 

That I had truly clicked. 

But soon upon my spirit there came 
stealing 

A horrid doubt to make my gladness 
less, 





Ne}'vaii$ Gentleman. “Eit — tell me, n 
EVENT OF THE BRAKES FAILING? 

Driver. ** I reali*v couldn't tell yoi 


When I detected (with a sinking feeling) 
The faded blossoms that adorned her 
dress ; 

I minded how the proverb says quite 
clearly 

(And oh 1 the future suddenly seemed 
drab) 

That flowers wilt on flirts ; she might 
be merely 

Acting from force of hab, , 

With iron will I modified my rapture 
And back into my shell made haste 
to shrink, 

Conveying the impression that my 
capture 

Was not so easy as she seemed to 
think. 

But now another little doubt advances— 
Was it a proper spirit that I showed, 

Or did I miss the goldenest of chances 
Through ignorance of the mode? ‘ 


Oar Nursing Homes. 

Extract from the letter of a youthful 
patient i — 

“ I must close now as Nurse has just trickled 
in with a tray of my vitals.” 

“ London. 

H.M.S. Benown is so equipped that she 
.could drop the Duke and Duchess of York and 
suite overboard at any moment, close her 
hatches and start fighting.” 

Nete Zealand Dajper, 

We trust, however, that there will be 
no call for these extreme measures. 

One of Italy’s great efforts, under Musso- 
lini’s active will, will be to capture the primacy 
in the klediterranean sea passenger — and 
eventually also goods— transport. The new 
ships will probably be built at Geneva.” 

Irag_ 

The League of Nations should be able 
easily to keep an eye on their construc- 
tion. ' 
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. pp ruAPFRnw — while he was waiting, as Constant dropping however weareth 

A Kt.Kht.O I OHAPERON. j wonld get on famously with away the stone, and at last the devotion 

Ermyntrude had two great loves, Sarah, discussing the weather and the of James had its rev;ard. He proposed 
her small fox-terrier, Sarah, and her crops and massaging her bronchial tubes by telegram, knowing that Sarah could 
devoted suitor, James. in so soothing a manner that even she not read. That lady must have had a 

Sarah had long since formed the acid began to be convinced of his bonafides, grave foreboding when the wire arrived 
opinion that Ermyntrude loved James Moreover, on the rare occasions when* for she chased the„ telegraph-boy half-a- 
too much, while James was sure that he was really alone with Ermyntrude, mile down the road, but she was power- 
Sarah was a winner all the way in the he made quite creditable progress, but less to prevent him from conveying to 
race for that damsel’s affections. As no sooner were they all three met than the transmitter the prepaid reply con- 
fer Ermyntrude, who is to say what peace seemed to fly and discord become sistingofErmyntrude’s faltering “Yes.” 
was the exact state of her heart ? The rife. , ' That evening, as Ermyntrude wished 

chances are she didn’t know herself. Sarah might be sleeping wifch her fco look exceptionally lovely, James had 
The first time James called upon head resting ' upon Ermyntrude’s lap. an unusually longwait alone with Sarah. 
Ermyntrude he came in for a very No sooner was James announced than He had exhausted the usual topics of 
critical scrutiny from Sarah. Eortun- she was wide-awake, barking her curses conversation and, wondering whether 
ately for him he knew something of the that her rest was over for the day. ^ her chest would stand much more rub- 
best method of treating this kind of James would bend affectionately oyer, bing, had started telling her his great 
chaperon. Therefore, in spite of a some- Ermyntrude’s hand (it was ihore than news, when. Ermyntrude appeared, 
what cool reception, he contrived to his life was worth to attempt a warmer As he bent over her hand this time 


turn her over on to her back and rub show of affection) and, if he tarried he slipped a ring on to her third finger, 
her chest in that soothing manner which unduly in this position, Sarah would then, never caring what might be the 


I sets all such elderly 
I ladies at peace. 

Just as the ice, so 
to speak, was about to 
be broken, Ermyntrude 
made the error of ap- 
pearing. James deserted 
Sarah and was at her 
sideina trice. This was 
too much for Sarah’s 
jealous womanly in- 
stinct ; she bounded up 
and placed a fine set of 
teeth neatly in the back 
of his trousers. From 
that moment it became 
obvious to Ermyntrude 
that she must be very 
careful in the presence 
of this jealous cb aperon . 
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outcome but fully ex- 
pecting to have his 
clothes torn off his back, 
he took her into his 
arms. 

^ The expected attack 
did not arrive. Sarah 
was forgotten for the 
moment, but that was 
more than she could 
stand. She ran to Er- 
myntrude and, looking 
at the ring, wagged her 
tail in clearly expres- 
sive ^ admiration ; then, 
having licked James in 
token of her congratu- 
lations, she ran to the 
fireside and settled her- 
self for repose with a 


ofthisiealniiQcba-nfirnn human e?;.ement would retire to opposite ends op the sofa.” and se tiled her- 

oiiimsjeaiouscnapeion. . seif for repose with a 

10 Sarah it appeared clear that this bring him to his senses by snapping at deep sigh which said more clearly than 

young couple needed careful watching, his shoe-laces. Then the human ele- any words, “Thank Heaven you two 

while James required no further con- ment would retire to opposite ends of have done the right thing and 1 can rest 

vincing that, if he were to preserve the the sofa while their austere canine peacefully at last.” 

cut and good condition of his clothes, chaperon sat stiffly on the hearth-rug Three-quarters of an hour later there 

propitiate this very particular watching them. was a slight bat suspicious sound from 

old lady. And so for many months a If perchance Ermyntrude placed her the corner of the sofa to which Ermyn- 

new kind of human-canine triangle ex- fair hand within reach of James and he trude and James had repaired. Erom 

isted with all its temperamental com- took it in his, a low growl from the force of habit Sarah was awake in a 

phoations. neighbourhood of the fireplace restored second. She took one look at them 

Any two of them were always excel- them to their senses of propriety. ’ and for the first time in her life was 

tent company together. All day long James never dared to suggest that covered with eoniusion. They both 

Eimyntrude and Sar^ hved lives of Sarah might be happier alone in another assert that she blushed to the roots of 

halcyon happiness. There was practi- roorn because he always had an un- her hair. Then she deliberately winked 


took it in his, a low growl from the force of habit Sarah was awake in a 
neighbourhood of the fireplace restored second. She took one look at them 
them to their senses of propriety. and for the first time in her life was 
James never dared to suggest that covered with confusion. They both 


uappmess. ineie was pracci- roorn Pecauso he always had an un- her hair. Then she deliberately winked 
cally no restraint. Indeed, if a,nyone cornfortable feeling that Ermyntrude and showed all her teeth in a smile 
used any restraining influence, it was, really preferred her company to his. which clearly said, “Bless yon, my 
w°’- deprecated This was rather borne out by the fact children, don’t mind me !” and! turning 

that, if Sarah dozed off, as elderly ladies her back on them, resumed her inter- 
small boys, bhe had to explain that sometimes will, and he essayed to steal rupted slumbers 
they were too young to understand his arm .ijoryidErmyntrude’s little waist, ==== 

that kind of thing. she would say, “ Isn’t Sarah a pet ? ” , x, .. 

' m^forETmTOtmle to mention of her nJe the neillTth: 

m 101 Ermyntrude to appear a thing worthy hound would rise, take in the non-stop trains over the Boarder.” 

iie 11 equently had to do for distressingly situation at a glance and as much of No7'th‘-Country Pajper, 

long periods, it being an accepted fact his trousers as she could at a mouthful. Not being acquainted with his landlady 
complicated woman’s ‘^^Indeed she is.” James would reply, we don’t know whether to congratulate 
clothing becomes the longer it takes Noble words but lacking in conviction, him or not. 



Apeil 6 , 1927 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


387 



AN AMATEUB OP AET. 

Martin Trent Mr. JuLiAk D’Albie. 

Stefla Marsh Miss 2>orothy Black. 


Martin Trent Mr. JuLiAk D’Albie. 

Stefla Marsh Miss 2>orothy Black. 


AT THE PLAY. 

‘-'Beet’s Giel” (Couet). 

Miss Elizabeth Bakes, 
the author of BerVs Girl, 
is already known to us pre- 
war fogies by her interesting 
Chains, successfully pro- 
duced at this very Court 
Theatre some fifteen years 
ago — a time when the 
comedy of ideas was more 
frequently to be seen. It 
was rather a grim study of 
life in Acacia Villas, some- 
where in meaner suburbia. 

Bert's family live in Fulham, 
which they call Chelsea. 

The aspidistra still trem- 
bles on the bamboo stand, 
the shooting-gallery china 
still wobbles on the pseudo- 
classic pedestal and the 
burdened overmantel. The 
Walte7^s are a smart bright 
little lot. Their laughter 
crackles continuously under 
the pot, the counters of their 
stereotyped mirthless jokes 
are freely handed about. 

Bert, his sisters and their 
friends are clothed more 
wonderfully and artfully 
than the lilies of the field. 

The young people are know- 
ing and mercenary,' “proper'* and at 
the same time furtively lecherous. A 
positively ghastly fellowship of cretins. 
Miss Baker is a ruthless — a too ruth- 
less-photographer and never gives us 
any hint of the virtues of the type. 
And there must be redeeming features 
or some terrible judgment would 
certainly descend upon Fulham-under- 
Chelsea. 

Into this genial, smart, breezy atmo- 
sphere Bert brings from a Margate 
boarding-house, rather diffidently, his 
beautiful, timid, awkward, dowdy Stella, 
Kindly old Mrs, Walters makes some 
attempt at welcoming the outcast. The 
rest giggle and sneer, Bert assuring his 
girl that she will be all right when she 
has learnt a bit and been taught how 
to move at ease in his exalted circle. 

The Walters are living rent-free in the 
house of an old curmudgeon of an 
uncle, a curio-dealer, a bitter eugenist, 
himself the son of a consumptive father 
and an epileptic mother, who has reso- 
lutely chosen celibacy in order that his 
tainted stock should not be perpetuated. 
He is infuriated that the Berts and 
Edgars and Charlies, though they be 
mere “three-halfpenny tallow-candles 
in trousers,” have but to wag a finger 
and whistle to possess such beauty and 
sweetness as he discovers in this shy 
Stella, whom he renames Hebe after the 


handmaid of the gods and rescues from 
the job Bert has found for her in a shop 
to be his assistant with the curios, with 



THE EIVALS. 

Bert ... . Mr. Henry Gainb, 
And a presentment of Hippomenes- 


the prized statue of Hippo- 
menes, who raced for Ata- 
lanta, and the nude Venus, 
which Bert disapproves of 
as highly improper — and 
as such thoroughly enjop. 

Uncle Martin, with studied 
cruelty, works up the already 
tipsy Bert to a bestial state 
of intoxication by way of 
exposing him to the already 
startled Hebe, and wins the 
bet made with his friend 
Quinton that be will pre- 
vent such an outrage on 
the fundamental decencies 
as the marriage of this de- 
based and ugly Cockney 
clown with the unspoilt girl, 
who under the influence of 
his ideas, his books and his 
beautiful things is flowering 
into a lovely human being. 

It is an interesting theme, 
developed with great skill 
if with too bitter a bias to 
carry conviction. There is 
a passage of real power and 
vision in the Second Act, 
when old Martin is declaim- 
ing his creed of beauty and 
blasting the ugliness and 
meanness of the ignoble 
mannikins that giggle and 
leer and bicker on the 
tawdry floor below. But there is no 
pity either in the half-mad old man 
or in the author; and eyes that have 
no pity are blinded eyes, so that 
one rallies instinctively in the de- 
fence of the Berts and Irises. The 
ingenuous young Methodist, Stephen 
Quinton, does indeed put up a half- 
hearted apology for them and an im- 
passioned protest against old Martin's 
cruelty ; and Miss Baker drops her cur- 
tain on a hint that Stephen may be the 
destined mate for the released and tem- 
porarily broken Hebe, 

I would venture to suggest that the 
producer has encouraged or allowed bis 
Walters family rather to overstress their 
“business” and stretch the author's 
cruel enough realism to the point^ of 
savage grotesque. Miss Dorothy Black 
played the girl Stellawith. commendable 
reserve and serenity till the passion- 
ate outburst at the end, which was ex- 
cellently done, Mr. Julian D’Albib as 
Uncle Martin was genuinely moving at 
times, but the part does not look a diffi- 
cult one to make effective and He did not 
seem to get the most out of it. Perhaps he 
was deliberately trying to keep it under 
control and must be given the credit of 
his reading. At any rate it was ar sincere 
and careful performance. Mr. Henry 
Caine succeeded admirably with the 
ineffable Bert and couldn't altogether 
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prevent a certain likeableness from as- 
serting itself. Miss Nadi^je March, 
Miss Phyllis Percy, Miss Marjorie 
Larcombe, Mr. Edward Chapman and 
Mr. A. J. Denton made BerVs two 
sisters, the maid Daisy, and his two 
friends into as intolerable human be- 
ings as ever sprang from the ancestral 
ape. Miss Minnie Eayner was effective 
as poor Mother Walters, and Miss 
Madge Tebnchard perhaps a little over- 
effective — yet capably so — as the egreg- 
ious mother of one of the young hope- 
lesses. Mr. Wilson Coleman as John 
Puttock, the' kindly collector, and Mr. 
George Blackwood (the padre) did 
what little fell to them quite compet- 
ently. I think this interesting comedy 
could be profitably “ cut ” in parts and 
its edge a little more finely tempered. 
Perhaps it has been a little hurriedly 
rehearsed owing to the too hasty passage 
of The Blue Comet, T. 

ORPHEUS REDIVIYUS. 

[The lines which follow are based upon a 
paragraph in one of the eveniug papers, in 
which it was stated that the eHect of a small 
orchestra was recently tried upon the inhabit- 
ants of the Zoological Gardens. They must 
not, however, be taken as a literal and accurate 
account of what occurred on the occasion of 
that remarkable experiment.] 

Haven't yoti heard about it ? Oh, my 
sakes ! ' 

Wasn't there a great to-do 

Among the camels and the lions and the 
monkeys and the snakes 

And the grizzly bears 

And the Belgian hares 

When toe had a hit of music — 

What? Music? 

Heavenly music ! 

When we had a bit o' music at the Zoo, 

Happy was the panther and the pied 
giraffe ; 

Lordy, if you’d seen the alligators laugh, 
Oh, ho ! 

Ha, ha ! 

AndtheBarbarysheepandtberiverhoss; 
But, ohl the "grim rhinoceros — 

He didn’t care, he didn’t understand 
The music of the orchestra, the music 
of the band — 

Beat with his nose on the bottom of 
the cage, 

Battered on the bars and snorted in 
his rage, 

Pom-pom ! 

When we had a bit o’ music at the Zoo. 

Awfully keen was the monkey-house 

On a bit of Debussy, a little bit of 
Strauss ; 

And the bison laid his hairy head 

Down on the ground, and his eyes were 
red; ' - 

And the badger and the tapir and the 
otter and the shunk 

They didn’t think Beethoven punk, 
Shouted when they heard him and 
called him **Unc.” 

Yes, Sir, 

They did ! 

And the tiger, looking as good as good, 
Waving of his paw for Sir Henry 
Wood ! 

And the llamas, the wolves and the little 
ant-eatah, 

And the eland and the hartebeeste and 
the puma and the cheetah, 

Ho, ho! 
Pom-pom I 

Soothed with the sound the elk greio vain, 
Fought all his battles over agam; 

Aloft in awful slate 

The godlike mandrill sate 

On his impervious wire ; 

The ostriches all began to sing 

And the elephants danced like anything, 
Sequacious of the lyre. 

Forth from his den the porcupine 

Came with his bristles all in line ; 

The enraptured gtiu 

Hailed tvith a long melodious moo 

Hoo I hoo I 
That strain divine. 

And the sea-lions, 

What science 1 

Out of the water they stood in rows, 
Each of them waggling the whiskers on 
his nose, 

Exquisitely balanced, each one placed, 
Out of the water they stood to their 
waist, 

Listening to the strains of the band, 
Pom-pom ! 

Nobody liked it better than they, 
Listening to the band till the music 
died away, 

Pom-pom ! 

Listening to the strains of the band. 

But the snakes, 

Ob, my! 

They wouldn’t cry, 

They wouldn’t Ohaxdeston, they wasn’t 
charmed ; 

The boa-constrictor looked terribly 
alarmed ; 

And the poor old cobra lie ’s no good, 

He didn’t open bis spotted hood, 

He didn’t listen to the saxophone, 

He didn’t care about Mendelssohn ; 
Chopin to the snakes was cavi-ar. 

But the grizzly bar 

And the polar bar ^ 

They were as pleased as anyone thar; 
They didn’t think that Bach was dross, 
Not like the grim rhinoceros, 

Not like the snakes, who didn’t under- 
stand 

The music of the orchestra, the music 
of felie band, 

Pom-pom 1 

When we had a bit o’ music at the 
Zoo. 

Haven't you heard about it ? Oh, my 
sakes ! 

Wasn't there a great to-do 

Among the camels and the lions and the 
monkeys and the snakes 

And the grizzly bears 

And the Belgian hares 

When loer had a bit o' music — 

What ? Music ? 

Heavenly music ! 

When we had a bit o' music at the 
Zoo I Evoe. 

FOR OUR SOLDIERS IN SHANGHAI. 

On the eve of sailing for China, 
Major-General Duncan, G.0.0. the 
Shanghai Defence Force, expressed an 
urgent desire that the Y.M.C.A., with 
whose good work among our troops he 
was well acquainted, would give their 
services to the men of his command. 
Although the duties performed, else- 
where by the Y.M.C.A., and in par- 
ticular with the Army on the Bhihe (for 
whose needs Mr. Punch appealed some 
time ago) had exhausted all available 
funds, the National Council could not 
refuse so urgent a request. Thanks to 
a generous individual gift it has been 
in a position to cable out to Shanghai 
the sum immediately x*equired, and 
Y.M.O.A. centres . have been already 
set up in two of the principal British 
camps. 

The extent and usefulness of the work 
must depend upon support from home. 
It is impossible at present to estimate 
the expenditure involved, but it cannot 
well be less than £10,000, and may be 
much mox'e. The necessity for the pre- 
sence of our troops to protect British 
life and property has been sufBciently 
proved by recent events and is now 
universally recognised. How much can 
be done for their comfort and welfare 
by the Y.M.C.A. will be easily appreci- 
ated by those who recall — and few can 

1 have forgotten — the fine service that it 

1 rendered in the Great War. 

Mr. Punch earnestly begs that con- 
tributions may be sent to Sir Arthur 
K. Yapp, Y.M.O.A. Headquarters, Tot- 
tenham Court Bead, W.C.l. 

Of Interest to Bachelors. 

“ Airedales. — House-trained, safe children , 
best protection against burglars or ladies living 
alone.” — Daily Paper. 

“Nature awaiting the call of the vernal 
spring.” — Monthly Magazine, 

Much better than the wintry kind of 
spring so common at this time of .year, 

“The door opened and a girl came in — aslip 
of a girl with a firm little chin and a pair of 
lively grey ewes which gave Bernard a 
searching glance.” — Australian Paper* 

A little Bo-Peep, in fact. 
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QUALITY STREET. 

Down Quality Street there 's a hush in the air, 

No truculent errand-boys whistle or swear, 

No telephone buzzes, no motor-horns snort 
To shatter the spell of this blissful resort ; 

The muffin-bell ’s muted, the dogs are discreet 
In the ladylike preeinets of Quality Street. 

No sky-sign bedazzles, no poster adjures, 

No night-club entices, no cinema lures, 

No raucous loud-speakers or gramophones twang 
To a chorus of laughter, smoli^, cocktails and slang ; 

A fragrance of lavender, faded but sweet, 

Possesses the portals of Quality Street. 

How polished the manners, how courtly the charm t 
Each sentence is rounded with “ Sir” or with “ Harm ” ; 
What grace to her curtsey the damsel imparts, 

While gallants respond with their hands on their hearts ; 
They don't call each other “ Old Bean” when they meet, 
The youths and the maidens of Quality Street. 

A fig for your feminine firnmess and fire, 

While tremors and blushes are what men admire ; 

A snap for your shingle, your bingle or bob. 

When shaking a curl makes the sternest heart throb ; 
An ankle ’s permitted, a leg, though it ’s neat, 

May only be guessed at in Quality Street. 

No ** special edition ” will deafen your ear, 

Of the great wicked world it is little you ’ll hear, 

Some rumour of Bonet, some talk of the towni, 

But more of Miss Jplmhe and Valentine Brovm ; 

For a hint of romance makes the lagging hours fieet 
In the elegant parlomrs of Quality Street. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned GlerJcs.) 

It is a far cry from The Bector of Wych to The AlUnghams 
(Hutchinson). The one gave us, I maintain, Miss May 
Sinclair's finest portraits of men and women ; the other 
returns to the psychological convention that substitutes a 
complex for a physiognomy. A country squire’s large, com- 
fortable, pre-War family is introduced at the school-room 
stage. ^ The parents are admirable specimens of their class, 
the^ children attractive and promising. The latter have 
their eccentricities, however: Wilfrid is a normal boy, 
Mollie, apart from musical genius, a normal girl, and A'tigy 
too small for diagnosis : but Margie is morbidly envious, 
Stephen given to secret poetical rhapsodies, and Bohin 
(pampered by Amt Martha) uncontrollably greedy. Aunt 
Martha herself runs the house in a fury of competence and 
worships the children with a passion akin to mania; and 
her aberrations and theirs begin to assume a sinister aspect 
when it appears that Grandfather Allingham is under 
medical restraint and that *<all the AUinghams are as 
neurotic as^ they can be.” The Allingham neurosis, as 
manifested in the subsequent histories of the six children 
and their aunt, is the theme of the story. It is obviously 
not a therne for badinage, and Miss Sinclair takes its 
cruder manifestations, drink, physical passion and vers libre, 
with devastating seriousness. Her bedside manner really 
succeeds in making all three rather more ridiculous than 
they necessarily are, and you feel that the careers of Margie, 
Stephen, Bohn and Angy, their principal exponents, are 


dehumanised to make a psychologist’s holiday. The com- 
paratively normal cast fares better, and the pleasant idylls 
of Mollie and Wilfrid (who have not got complexes, or only 
very little ones) show what Miss Sinclair’s creative energy 
can do when it escapes from the trammels of her intelligence. 

- My chief quarrel with biography inspired by Messrs. 
Ereud and Jung is that it is apt to be not only obscene 
but irrelevant. Take the case of Benjamin Franklin (Benn), 
for instance. Eranklin owes his not very considerable fame 
to his rather fortuitous representation of America in Europe 
at a great crisis in American history. The fact that he was 
(probably) not married to the mother of his two children ; 
that he practised and counselled the convenience of liaisons 
with elderly women ; that, rebuffed at the age of seventy- 
two by a married iVenchwoman, he proposed to marry 
the illegitimate son of his illegitimate son to the lady’s 
daughter — these things may set Eranklin four-square in 
his own period and endear him to the psychologists of this, 
but they do not distinguish him from the ruck of either. 
Eortunately, though Mr. Phillips Eussell, his latest 
American biographer, finds the fact deplorable, Eranklin 
“shielded the inner man by a host of external activities”; 
and these, with their strong spice of shrewd yet self-decep- 
tive personality, have considerable significance. Printer at' 
the age of twelve, publisher at seventeen, politician at 
thirty and commissioner to England at thirty* nine, Eeank- 
LiN reaped the advantage of an emancipated outlook con- 
trolled by a keen sense of self-interest. Mr. Eussell is 
thoroughly sound on the elements of his hero’s “arrival” 
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in America, his pioturesqne conformity 
to New England’s notion of a citizen, 
his famous calendar with its doctrine 
of the interdependence of wealth and 
virtue, the domestic utility of his scien- 
tific inventions, his modern feeling for 
publicity. EjEtANKLiN’s diplomatic ser- 
vices in England and France are over- 
laid with metal more psychologically! 
attractive. A recurrent use of an unsus- 
tainable present tense is not the least • 
annoying of the book’s stylistic vagaries. 


I Oh, if you should for a soldier go 
When your years and your “pice” 
are few, 

And ’tis Eastward Ho ! by the P. and 0., 
Then here is the book for you, 

That Colonel A. B. Stewabt has penned 
you, 

That lately from Longmans came ; 

Why, its title alone has dreams to lend 
you— - 

Tiger and other Game, 

Here all the rules of the jungle are, 

In the plain words and humane, 

And for cheap shikar in particular 
When your leave comes round again; 

Here is a master’s word to guide you, 
The ‘‘gup” of a man to trust; 

Here’s never ajbint that you’ll need 
denied you 

When you make your “bundobust.” 

There ’s many a dear-loved book been 
bound 

On the dangerous game you ’d play, 

But there’s not to be found a stuff 
more sound I 

Than this that is yours to-day ; 

So follow its wisdoms wisely, keenly, ' 
In the land where its weft was spun. 

You shall sweat for your shots but 
shall earn ’em cleanly, 

A sahib and sportsman’s son. 



Ig 








i v; 












OF THE 


OBVIOUS. 


Bo' mn {to boy). “An’ wot’s more, you dirty youno blighter, I don’t need 

NONE OF TOUR CHEEK I” 


Mr. Thomas Bujrke, of Limehoiise 
Nights, has embarked upon his first long j | /; 

novel, which he has called by the rather ^ 

pleasing title of The Sun in Splendour ' ^>00 w- , 

(Constable). A public-house this, at ^ 

the top of Dimmeiiand Street, Isling- 
ton, but a public-house something out 
of the ordinary, in so far as it houses 

publican and musician, ANOTHER GLIMPSE OF THE OBVIOUS, 

his wife and two sons, one of whom is to Bo'sim (toboy). “An’ wot’s more, you dirty young blighter, I don’t need 

grow into a musical composer and, like none of Tom cheek I ” 
most artists in fiction, pass through a r— ; 

terrible time when faced by the alternative of producing 1 way to this happy conclusion Mr. Burke has given us some 
good and unsaleable stuff or the popular worthless variety, fine descriptive matter and one or two good characters, and 
The poignancy of our sorrow when his young friend Ferrin- a breathless race for freedom in a high-powered motor-car 
chief insists upon piloting him into prosperity via a wonder- chased by the police Flying Squad, That chapter gives us 
ful one-step is mitigated by the fact that Christopher, this the cream of the book, but there is plenty of good material 
serious composer, receives a cheque for over three thousand; scattered about its pages. There is Mrs, Villapiii, for in- 
in the last chapter on account of five months’ sales, which; stance, a lady who might almost have stepped out of Martin 
should come in very handy to help his poor father .to retire Ghiizzlewit ; and Eric Scollard, who is an excessively modem 
from the business of licensed victualler an,d spend the re- young man, complete with complexes; Arthur Qiachetti, 
mainder of his days in playing chamber music. But on his his hero, who is an expert motor-thief, but unhappily is 
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seduced into exploring another avenue of the profession, 
with fatal results. A various and eminently readable story. 

Mr. Henbv Beston, in The Booh of Gallant Vagabonds 
(Wernee Laurie), ^Yrites with charm of half-a-dozen men 
whose lives strayed from the direction which their excellent 
pastors and masters intended for them. They are a mixed 
bag. John Ledyaed, Belzoni and Edward John Tee- 
LAWNEY date back some hundred to a hundred-and -fifty 
years. Thomas Moeton of Merry-Mount mightily offended 
the Puritan settlement at Boston early in the seventeenth' 
century. His May-day revels were dubbed the beastlie 
practices of madd Bacchinalians and' his gay verses were 
considered to “ tend to lasciviousness.** Good fortune did 
not come bountifully to any of Mr. Beston’s chosen six, 
but Moeton, to my mind, had the worst luck reserved for 
him, James Bruce, who was described by Eanny Burney 
as “ the tallest man you ever saw gratis,'* belongs to the 
later years of the eighteenth century, and Arthur Eim- 
baud to the end of the nineteenth. ’ Poles apart in charac- 1 
ter as these men were, all of them had the spirit of gallant I 
vagabondage in their 
veins and they refused 
to srdother it. “The 
true gallant vagabond,’* 
says Mr.'BESTON, “is 
one^ of the heroes of 
humanity, and history 
owes him many of her 
great discoveries, many 
of her most spirited 
and romantic episodes.** 

And after reading his 
book I am inclined to 
agree cordially with 
him. 


The best thing in Mrs. 

Fred Eeynolds's, new 
novel, Love's Echo 
(Lane), is her appre-* 
ciation of the qualities 
of a Devonshire country- 
side, and particularly 

of its trees. Indeed I 

should have been very enthusiastic over this if she had 
not sent her heroine out to paint wild hyacinths from 
nature in ^ the summer. As for her story, it deals with 
an attractive young artist named As;pen (who has a devo- 
tion to trees) and her five suitors : the husband who has 
divorced her (innocent, of course) years ago, a farmer, a 
publisher, a writer, and a parson who is as poor an adver- 
tisement for religion as was ever drawn even by Miss 
Marie Coeedli. It seems sometimes as though the clergy 
would do well to pray to be saved from their friends among 
the novelists. Unfortunately Mrs, Eeynolds was not able to 
persuade me to care a straw which suitor Aspen married, and 
so the scheme of her story is, for me, something of a failure. 
As for the manner of its telling there are sometimes more 
present participles to the page than I ever remember to have 
met before, some strange punctuation and here and there a 
deliberate and annoying trick of repetition which seems to 
be modelled^ upon Hiawatha. But because she deals justly 
by Devonshire and yet entirely avoids the “Heaven-Devon” 
convention, Mrs. Eeynolds lias deserved well of her readers, 
and I for one am properly grateful. 

It cannot be denied that, in order to provide at precisely 
the right moment a dead body sufidoiently resembling that 


of Shelley to be accepted as his by the poet’s friends and 
duly burned upon the funeral pyre at Spezzia, Miss Elinor 
Wylie has ridden that overworked jade Coincidence a trifle 
too hard. Nor is it easy to believe that a person of the 
Shelley temperament would ever have made either a 
particularly congenial or a particularly comfortable inhabi- 
tant of the forecastle of an American brig. None the less, 
in spite of these and other improbabilities. Miss Wylie has 
woven’ in Mortal Image (Heinemann) a fantastic romance, 
which is as delicate as it is ingenious, around the idea of a 
rescued and revived Shelley, who, content to sink his 
identity and his past in those of a simple American sailor, 
adventures into the Wild West in search of a feminine ideal 
in the company of his rescuer, David Buttermit; and the 
rather “precious ** style in which the tale is told, as well as 
the mannered elegance of most of the conversations, though 
they take a certain amount of getting used to, prove on a 
closer acquaintance admirably in harmony with a quality of 
fairy-tale-like remoteness equally proper to the subject. 

Mr. Eussell Thorndike doesn’t manage to get The 

Slype (Holden) really 
going till about half- 
way through the book, 
which is a story of black- 
mail and buried trea- 
sure. But when the 
author has finished 
fluttering about the 
Precincts of the Cathe- 
dral of Dullchester and 
given# us more than 
enough of an incredibly 
precocious errand-boy 
and a peculiarly dull 
policeman, he makes 
up Jor lost time by 
removing from their 
homes two Minor 
Canons and a Dean, a 
herd of pigs, a spinster 
bee-keeper, an invalid 
benefactor of the cathe- 
dral with a dark secret 
and a pretty young 
lady. When the real villains, a local doctor and a soft- 
spoken Chink, and the semi-villain, the Paper Wizard, a 
mere blackmailer, have been disposed of (by the usual un- 
convincing methods) the ecclesiastics are returned to the 
bosoms of their families and the cathedral is richer by the 
treasure so elaborately hidden by a mediaeval bishop. 

Just now we have a fairly considerable number of writers 
who are intent upon “provoking laughter ’* in a dull world, 
and Tommy's Uncle (Jenkins) convinces me that Mr. 0 . A. 
Alington is almost qualified to be the conductor of this 
philanthropic band. On the book’s wrapper you may see 
Tommy, in trousers of the most immaculate, scrambling 
through the window of a railway-carriage, and thereby 
making his escape from school and an aggressively American 
uncle. By happy chance he fell into the plastic hands of 
Mr. and Mrs, Sheringham, who had no sooner heard his 
story than they decided that he should accompany them 
on their travels in Prance. Then Tommy's adventures 
carne hot and fast, and so fertile is Mr. Alington* s mind of 
incident that I should not be fearful if he ventured upon 
a novel of less hilarity and more distinction. Here he gives 
his readers a neat bamboozle and an ingenious climax, which 
is more than they always get in this genre of fiction. 



iliterr — 

“Shall we send it to your address, Sir?” 

“No THANKS. I’ll take it in the cab.” 

“Certainly, Sib, I’ll send the boy out with it.” 
“But I ’VE GOT the car herb. I ’m in it.” 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A CONTEMPORARY says it is impossible 
for Signor Mussolini to be in London 
and in Italy at the same time. We 

should never have dared to say that. 

* * 

* 

When the Adelphi is sold it is not 
certain that Mr. Bernaed Shaw will 
be regarded as an improvement under 
the new Leasehold Bill. 

^ 'fi 
* 

In the event of its demolition it is 
understood that arrangements will be 
made for Mr. Shaw to be carried on 
elsewhere. ^ ... 

In view of the rumours that the Prime 
Minister and some of his colleagues in 
the Cabinet do not invariably see eye 
to eye, Lord Birken- 
head’s allusion, at the 
annual luncheon of the 
Cigar Merchants’ Asso- 
ciation, to the crude 
gross palates of pipe- 
smokers is regarded as 
impolitic. 

It is anticipated that 
Mr. Baldwin will take 
an early opportunity of 
making a statement to 
the effect that Lord 
Birkenhead’s opinions 
on the Havana question 
are not those of the 
Government as a whole. 

““ ^ s{s 

* 

In offering a special 
line of policemen’s dis- 
carded trousers at nine- 
pence a pair, the Man- 
chester Watch Com- 
mittee evidently anticipate that what 
Manchester wears to-day England will 
wear to-morrow. . . 

5|C 

“I always stand for the average 
plumber,’* says a correspondent in the 
Press. Personally we always sit down. 

It has been mentioned that the official 
executioner receives double pay for hang- 
ing a man in Scotland.' That is why 
most Scotsmen prefer to be executed in 
England. ,j. ... 

In opposing a motion to allow Sun- 
day golf at Keswick, which was carried, 
the Eev. W. E. Elliott Bradley de- 
clared that that sort of thing was ex- 
actly what happened before the fall of the 
Roman Empire. Students of Gibbon 
are of course familiar with his descrip- 
tion of the Plusforum, 

* 

A doctor says there is no real substi- 
tute for cow’s milk. Then what has 


our milkman been delivering all these 
years ? 


sfj * 


A man aged fifty writes to a daily 
paper saying that he has never attended 
a football match in his life. He must 
rectify this omission. He might prove 
quite a useful community tenor. 

A man who appeared at Leeds Assizes 
was said to be the father of twenty- 
three children. Recount demanded. 

5K si: 

Human teeth have been dug up in 
America at a depth of ten feet. That ’s 
just what it seemed like when our 
dentist excavated our last bicuspid. 

A Birmingham man who has been 
missing for twelve years has just re- 



Bistressing scene outside GENERAri Manager’s oeficb in a pbovinciaii 
TOWN the DAT BEFORE THE CUP PlNAL. 


turned to hfs wife. And*to think that 
in another week or two he would have 
escaped spring-cleaning. 

sH sH 
sle 

A correspondent in a daily paper 
says: “Doctors are ajways ramming 
paper-soled boots and shoes down wo- 
men’s throats.” They ought not to do 
that. 

“Is cremation better than burial?” 
asks a contemporary. In our opinion 
they would be equally useful in taking 
one’s mind off the Budget. 

Hi :I: 

* 

Many dog-fanciers are finding busi- 
ness so slack just now that they have 
difficulty in keeping the Alsatian from 
the door, ^ 

In comparing the claims of the Vener- 
able Bede and the Duke of Wellington 
to be regarded as the greatest English- 
man, a correspondent of a daily paper 
points out that, if Napoleon had been 


successful at Waterloo, Bede's name 
would have been obliterated. Historians 
agree that that thought was upper- 
most, in the Iron Duke’s mind all 
through the battle. 

'I* ^ 

'fi 

The London General Omnibus Com- 
pany have requested their conductors 
not to whistle while on duty. We under- 
stand this was found necessary as the 
authorities contemplated charging an 
Entertainment Tax. 

A young New Zealander claims to 
have discovered the secret of perpetual 
motion, but it will have to be subjected 
to searching tests before it can be util- 
ised for London traffic. 

An American professor says that the 
fraying of collars is 
caused by a germ. That 
may be ; but we cannot 
accept the theory that 
buttons are crunched 
by a microbe. 

* ^ 

Mr. AMERYhas stated 
th at efforts to encourage 
the consumption of 
Empire fruit in Great 
Britain have met with 
great success. The only 
drawback, it seems, is 
that an imported apple 
a day only keeps a 
Colonial doctor away. 

sje 

Scientists regard the 
frequent recurrence of 
earthquakes as evidence 
that the earth is becom- 
ing more unstable. 
There is a growing feel- 
ing that it may have to be abandoned. 

* :ls 

It is stated that ginger- wine contains 
three times as much alcohol as beer 
does. We can easily believe it. 

Sf< J|: 

>1: 

The newly-elected Mayor of Chicago 
declares that American boys shall not be 
cannon-fodder for the battle-fields of 
Europe. The battle-fields of Chicago 
come first, of course. 

' ' A < ^ 

* 

We are informed that it is not correct 
to speak of the new K.C.’s as having 
“ taken artificial silk.” 

Collars with criss-cross patterns are 
described as being the latest idea for 
men’s wear, but nothing is said about 
prizes for correct solutions. 

5l: 

- ^ 

Now that Mr. A. J. Cook has pro- 
claimed that the gloves are off, it is 
understood that his new slogan is, 
“ Not a mitten on the fist I ” 
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LIBERTY. EQUALITY, MODERNITY. 

[It is proposed to extend the franchise^ to 
females of the age of twenty-one, thus removing 
the present political distinction between the 
so-called sexes.] 

If on the Vote my Jean insists, 

I 'd let her have that harmless toy ; 

I ’m nob of those anachronists 

Who still distinguish girl and boy ; 
Sex (as we knew it) counts no more — 

It went out with the War. 

You sink your cocktails like a man, 

You smoke, you shave, you shear 
your crest ; 

On beauty’s curves you lay a ban ■ 

And wear a flat and neutral chest ; 
Your sporting feet are on a scale 

That challenges the male. 

You dine and dance sans chaperon ^ 

. Heaven (and not your Mum) knows 
where ; 

You “live your own life ” en garcon 
With a serenely virile air ; 

Would not the Vote go well with these 
Manly amenities ? 

If any deem your age a bar 

To manhood’s claim, I caiVt concur; 
Much older than your elders are. 

Did you not teach your grandmother 
(Besides the art of sucking eggs) 

To ventilate her legs ? 0. S. 

BETTY’S GAME. 

Bon five years old, I must say, Betty 
drives a car remarkably well. She does 
. all the tricky bits, such as deciding 
when I shall hoot, keeping the engine 
going by rattling the door-handle, and 
steering with a wheel not visible to the 
dull’ eyes of grown-ups. The purely 
manual and unskilled part of the driv- 
ing, such as working the gears and 
brakes and accelerator, she allows me 
to deal with. 

One winter night Betty was driving 
me home after a tea with a middle-aged 
friend of hers, a boy of twelve. It must 
have been very late indeed because it 
was dark — in fact, it must have been 
close on six r.M. 

Having, after ten minutes or so, got 
tired of driving, she proposed a game to 
enliven the journey. 

What game? I said cautiously. 

“ Oountin* lights. 1 11 look out vis 
side and you look out ve ovver, and we 
count lights.” 

“ All right — er — one ! ” I began 
promptly, spotting a lighted window 
on my right. 

“ Hoo ! . You mustn't begin till I say 
‘Go’!” 

I felt abashed, almost as if I had 
; been caught cheating. There was.aj 
pause,' till at last a cluster of lights] 

swept up upon the left, whereupon 
Betty said “ Go ! ” and got up to seven 
all in one breath. I achieved one only. 
Betty already has a large share of 
feminine honesty. 

By-and-by I said “ Two.” 

“Eight I” said Betty promptly, 
though her side was in darkness. 

“ Here,” I expostulated, “ that light 
was on my side 1 ” 

“ Oh, yes, but I ’m now countin’ on 
vat side.” 

I lodged a formal protest, but it was 
ruled that anyone could count any lights 
on either side, I agreed meekly, though 
it seemed to me rather to reduce the 
element of competition. We then 
played steadily till Betty was twelve 
and I was five* I had not been able to 
reduce her lead because whenever I 
added one to my score Betty added it 
to hers as well without bothering to 
look for it, seeming quite disposed to 
trust my eyesight. 

Seeing therefore that, if I wanted to 
do any good, I could not afford to be too 
rigidly honest, I counted the moon and 
made myself six. 

“Eirfceen,” said Betty mechanically, 
but added this time, “Where’s vat 
one?”' 

“ The moon,” I said stiffly. It ’s a 
light,” 

“ So are ve stars,” countered Betty 
smartly. “ Fourtin I An’ fiftin 1 An’ 
sixtin ! An’ seventin 1 An* neightin ! . . . 
What are you now ? I’m meightin.” 

“Er — I’m still six,” I said humbly, 
feeling myself in the presence of a 
master mind. 

“I’m winning, ven! What comes 
after reightin ? ” 

“In conventional circles, nineteen 
does,” 

“ Oh, well, I ’m ninetin, ven,” said 
Betty with the air of one who adopts 
that figure solely for reasons of personal 
preference for a nicer-sounding number. 

“ I didn’t see any light,” I ventured. 

“ Oh, I counted vat hay-stack,” 

“Are you allowed to count hay- 
stacks ? ” I asked. 

“ Of course I am. You can, too, 
p’raps,” she conceded graciously. 

We settled down to wait eagerly for 
haystacks, moons, stars or lights to 
loom up in the darkness. 

After a long wait of nearly forty-five 
seconds, Betty made a new rule, appar- 
ently by way of brisking the game up 
a bit. 

“We can count anyfing now,” she 
conceded. 

I instantly counted two hedges, one 
on each side, and made myself eight. 
When Betty added them in too, I pro- 
tested : — 

“Here — I counted themfirst. They ’re 
the same hedges.” 

“ No, vey 're not.” 

Followed an intensive debate on when 
is a hedge not the same hedge. In the 
middle of it Betty saw a light and 
counted three for it because it was a 
bright light. I felt I was a mug not to 
have thought of that myself; but I 
promptly counted two ditches and three’ 
patches of grass. Betty wanted to 
know which patches, but while I was' 
trying to point them out in the receding' 
landscape she scored three more for 
the two headlights and the rear light 
of the car. Our scores were then thir-| 
teen to me and fifteen to Betty. Her’ 
reduced figure was due to an unfor-1 
tunate impression that eleven came' 
after twenty. i 

. We at length reached our own village, 
with Betty at nineteen and myself at 
eighteen- Then I rose rapidly, 

“ Nineteen 1 Twenty 1 Twenty-one 1 
Twenty-two! Twenty-three! Twenty- 
four 1 Twenty-five ! ” I counted out 
loud. “ I ’m twenty-five, twenty-five ! 
What are you ? ” 

“ Twenty-six,” said Betty coolly, who 
had forgotten her own score but knew 
that twenty-six was better than twenty- 
five. 

I concealed my annoyance at this 
new style of play of hers and ran rapidly 
up to thirty-one. 

“ Firty-two,” said Betty. 

I saw her, and raised her to thirty- 
four. 

“ Firty-five,” said Betty, and I began 
to suspect her of being a poker-player. 

Thirty-seven,” I said in desperation 
as we approached home. 

“ Firfcy-eight,” remarked Betty, add- 
ing rapidly and for no visible reason as 
we turned in at the gate, “Firty-nine! 
Forty-nine 1 Fifty-nine 1 Sixty-nine ! 
Seventy-nine!” 

This was too much for me. I told 
myself that I would win, I surveyed 
our orchard and the neighbouring wood, 
containing at least a hundred trees, and 
mentally made myself a hundred-and- 
thirty-seven as we stopped outside the 
garage. 

“ Game ’s over,” I said. “ What are 
you ? ” 

“ I ’m meighty-free,” announced 
Betty, splendide meiidax. “ What are 
you ? ” 

“Oh, I’m a hundred-and-thirty- 
seven,” I said casually. 

“ Oh, well,” said Betty, “ I fink I ’ll 
be vat instead of you, and you can be 
my eighty-free. So I ’ve won. What ’s 
the prize goin’ to be ? ” ’ A. A. 

“The bright and warm weather of yesterday- 
are likely to prove short-lived (writes ‘The 

’ Weather Correspondent) Daily Paper. 

Whatever may be predicted of it,' our 
weather is always singular, never plural. 
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THE WOEKMAN’S CHAETEE. 

Tbade Union Agitatob. “ I CALL THAT A PIECE OE CLASS LEGISLATION.” 

WOKKMAN. “I AGEEB. IT PEOTEOTS MY CLASS AGAINST INTIMIDATION, AGAINST A 
COMPULSOEY POLITICAL LEVY AND AGAINST A COMBINED STEIKB. IN EAOT IT PEO- 
TEOTS MY CLASS AGAINST YOUES." 
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SIMPLIFYING SHAKESPEARE. 

. We had decided to do The Merchant 
^ of Venice for our next village show, and 
iwe debating of our present stock 
of costumes. 

*‘5ass<stmomust^vea couple,"! said. 

“ Why ? " asked Angela. 

“ H!e *s got to turn up at Belmont in 
style. It would never do for him to be 
wearing the same clothes as in the First 
Act." 

Why not ? " asked Angela. “ You 
could easily put in a line making him 
apologise to Portia for coming in his 
old clothes. She wouldn't mind ; and be- 
sides people always alter Shakespeare 
— it isn’t as if it were Shaw." 

“But, my dear girl," I ^aid, “that 
isn’t the point. Why do you suppose 
that Bassanio borrowed three thousand 
ducats from Shylock in the First Act ? " 

“Because he was hard up. I sym- 
pathise with him." 

“ Not at all. He borrowed them to 
pay for a nice new suit in which to go 
to Belmont." 

“ Surely he could have got that with- 
out paying for it ? " 

“ Bassanio couldn’t. He hadn’t paid ^ 


his tailor for years, and his credit was 
nil'* 

- “He wasn’t much of a catch for 
Portia, then." 

“That didn’t matter; Portia was 
richly left.” 

“ Portia was what ? " 

“Eichly left — 

* la Belmont is a lady richly left ; 

And she is fair and, fairer than that word, 

Of wondrous virtues ; sometimes from her 
eyes 

“Never mind her eyes,” said Angela; 
“ it was her money that Bassanio was 
after. I can’t think why Portia didn’t 
see through him. Anyhow he can only 
have one suit of clothes." 

“ But it will spoil the whole ” 

“I can’t help that," said Angela. 
“We shall have quite enough things to 
make as it is, and if Bassanio doesn’t 
like it he can " 

“But it isn’t him I’m thinking 
about," I explained patiently. “It’s 
the play. If Bassanio doesn’t arrive at 
Belmont dressed in the very height of 
fashion, the whole point of the borrow- 
ing scene is gone." 

“Is that, all he wanted the money 
for ? " asked Angela. 


“ Practically. It ’s all that shows on 
the stage, anyway. I expect he wanted 
some for his fare to Belmont and so on, 
but that isn’t mentioned." 

“It seems a lot.” 

“I expect travelling was dearer in 
those days, and of course he ’d want to 
be wearing the sorb of clothes which 
would make the most favourable impres- 
sion on Portia,*' 

“ But Portia had nothing to do with 
it. She had to marry the man who 
chose the right casket, whether* he was 
dressed in cloth -of -gold or sackcloth 
and ashes. Bassanio was doing it out 
of pure swagger, and I don’t think he 
ought to be encouraged. If he had 
been really in love with Portia he 
needn’t have borrowed a penny." 

“ Oh, I don’t know. There would 
probably be a good deal of tipping to do 
at Belmont." 

“ Then you had better explain it that 
way. Bassanio can come in Ihs old 
clothes and w.alk round all Portia's 
servants saying, ‘Here’s a thousand- 
ducats for you, my good man.* Then 
he can to Portia, would have got 
some new clothes, only 1 knew I should 
have to tip all your servants very hand- 
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somely and I wanted all my loose 
change for that.* 

“ I *m afraid that won*t do at all,** I 
said. “You simply must let the audi- 
ence see some return for those three 
thousand ducats, and the only way is 
to let Bassanio turn up in velvet and 
cloth-of-gold, hung all over with jewels.” 

“ I call that vulgar display,’* said 
Angela. 

“ They looked at things differently in 
those days, particularly in Venice,** 1 
said. 

“ In that case there is only one thing 
to do,” said Angela. “Cutout the bor-. 
rowing scene altogether.” 

“ You mean not have Antonio borrow 
three thousand ducats from Shijloch at 
all?** 

“ No,” said Angela. “ It would save 
an awful lot of trouble.” 

Well, of course Angela is quite 
right; it woidd save an awful lot of 
trouble. Antonio, for instance, would 
bo spared a great deal of mental worry 
— about his bond, and ShyJock would 
emerge from the play, if he ever got 
into it, as a much more lovable char- 
acter than he is at present. Then all 
that difficult business of the trial scene 
wouldn*t be necessary, and of course, il 
Portia didn’t save Antonios life at the, 
trial, she’d have no occasion to geJ 
back the ring which she had given toi 
Bassanio, and the bit of bother at the’ 
end of the play need not occur. 

Alternatively we might do Macbeth 
and omit the witches and the murder 
of Duncan, That would save an awful 
lot of trouble too. I wonder whether 
the idea ever occurred to Miss Sybil 
Thoendyke. L. DU G. 

BIED-LIFE* IN SPEING. 

{By OUT Nature Coires'pondent) , 

Eee the first note of the cuckoo is 
heard or even the letters about that 
bird’s arrival are printed in the news- 
papers, we have with us one of the 
earliest of the feathered tribe to greet 
the spring — the sparrow. 

Nature has given to this tiny crea- 
ture a method of progress when on the 
ground that makes it easily distin- 
guishable from the emu, the Buff 
Orpington and thepenguin. Thesparrow 
may be recognised by its hop, as it goes 
up and down the rows of sprouting 
peas and in and out of the crocus-beds, 
cleverly avoiding the nets in its pro- 
gress. 

The sparrow-lover who takes some 
pains may easily study the ways of 
this denizen of our gardens. A good 
method is to rake over the bare patches 
of the lawn, sow grass-seed, cover the 
seed with earth and then roll lightly. 
Above these patches may then be 


stretched a network of black cotton, 
and rags and pieces of bright tin may 
be hung near by in such a way as to 
allow them to flutter and flash in the 
breeze. 

Having done this, the sparrow-lover 
should rise next morning at dawn and 
peep through his bedroom window, if 
he would behold perhaps one of the 
most charming sights in the whole 
range of British bird-life. There on the 
lawn will be seen assembled dozens of 
the merry little rascals, full of vigour 
on this glad Spring morning, busy 
knocking aside the coverings of earth 
with their tiny beaks and disclosing 


the seed, which they peck daintily yet 
swiftly. It is fascinating to observe 
how cunningly they make their way 
among the cotton strands and with 
what delight they regard the move- 
ments of the rags and tins. 

Lest it may seem unkind to arrange 
black cotton .over the lawn, because of 
the possibility of some little visitor 
catching wing or foot in it and so com- 
ing to grief, let me explain that this 
cotton serves to prevent the sudden 
approach of any cat that may be prowl- 
ing near. For the cat, perhaps, is even 
more fond of the sparrow than is the 
most enthusiastic gardener. 
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THE BRUTAL EDITOR. 

February 24tli. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox begs to enclose 
an original poem of her own composition 
entitled ‘‘The Triumph of Spring,” 
which she hopes the Editor of The Detv- 
shire Advertiser and Farmers' Budget 
will find suitable for publication in the 
Poets’ Corner of his admirable and 
widely-read journal. 

March 3rd. 

The Editor of TheDewshireAdver'tiser 
presents his compliments and regrets 
that he is unable to accept the enclosed 
contribution. 

Too hruj. 

March 7th. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox begs to thank 
the Editor of The Detvshire Advertiser 
and Farmers' Budget for his note, from 
the manuscript addition to which she 
ventures to surmise that her poem, 
“The Triumph of Spring,” might have 
been favourably considered but for the 
fact that (doubtless' owing to unavoid- 
able limitations of space) its length was 
deemed too great. 

While unable to disguise her opinion 
that the poem must suffer materially 
from such drastic abridgment, she has 
nevertheless reduced it to exactly one- 
third of its original length, and now 
returns it in the hope that in its short- 
ened form it may prove acceptable, 

THE TRIUMPH OF SPRING, 

A Poem. 

By Soj?HiA Tinnivox, 

Lo 1 Spring, with train of golden days, 
Makes earth a heaven and life a song, 

As softly thro* the flower-strewn ways 
The scented breezes steal along. 

A King by day, ho walks .in pidde 

With coronet of sunlight crowned ; 

His throne of glittering cloud enskied, 

His jewels, daisies on the ground. 

His consort is the Queen of Night, 

On whose white robes the 'starshine 
^ plays, 

While the pale moon’s entrancing light 
Makes silver all tlie woodland ways. 

March 24th. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox desires to call 
the attention of the Editor of The Dew- 
shire Advertiser and Farmers' Budget to 
the fact that she has received no reply 
to her communication ‘ of March 7th, 
although a stamped and addressed en- 
velope was forwarded with it. A second 
envelope is now enclosed. 

April 1st. 

Dear Madam:, — I think I can now 
find room for your verses in our “ Poets’ 
Corner,” I should make it clear that 
no payment can be given for contribu- 
tions to this feature of The Advertiser. 
Tours faithfully, A, Clubb, Editor. 

April 2nd. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox is much grati- 
fied to learn that her poem, “The 
Triumph of Spring,” has been accepted 
for publication and quite understands 
that no payment is to be expected. She 
will be exceedingly grateful if the Editor 
will be good enough to let her know 
when the poem will appear, for which 
purpose she encloses a stamped and 
addressed envelope. 

June 3rd, 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox presents her 
compliments to the Editor of The Dew- 
shire Advertiser and Farmers' Budget 
and is rather surprised and hurt that 
her poem, “The Triumph of Spring,” 
has not yet been published. 

She will be glad to know when it is 
likely to be printed. A stamped and 
addressed envelope is enclosed. 

June 20th. 

Dear Madam, — I regret I can find 
no trace of your verses. Perhaps you 
can send me a copy. 

Yours faithfully, A. Clubb, Editor. 

June 21st. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox encloses a copy 
of “The Triumph of Spring” as re- 
quested, hnd desires to express the 
earnest hope that it will be printed at 
a very early date. 

July 29th. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox is greatly con- 
cerned to find that her poem, “The 
Triumph of Spring ” has not yet appeared 
in The Detvshire Advertiser and Farmers'" 
Budget, and would like to receive some, 
informarion on the subject from the 
Editor, ^ 

August 9th. 

The Editor begs to acknowledge the. 
receipt of Miss Tinnivox’s letter] of the 
29bh ult., which shall receive attention. 

September 27th. 

^ Miss Sophia Tinnivox suggests that, 
since the Editor of The Detvshire Adver- 
tiser and Farmers' Budget appears un- 
able or unwilling to puWish her poem, 
he should return the MS, to her. A 
further stamped and addressed envelope 
is enclosed. 

October 21st. 

Dear Madam,— “The Triumph of 
Spring” will appear in our “Poets’ 
Corner ” on November 4th. 

Yours faithfully, A. Clubb, Editor. 

October 24th. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox, while pleased 
to learn that her poem is at last to be 
published, considers that in its original 
form it is most unsuitable for publica- 
tion in November, She has accordingly, 
with some dif6culty and in haste, re- 
vised it and altered its title to “The 
Lament of Autumn ” in order to make 
it more seasonable. The revised poem 

and a stamped and addressed envelope 
are enclosed. 

In view of its importance an early 
acknowledgment of this communication 
would be welcomed. 

THE LAMENT OF AUTUMN. 

A Poem. 

By Sophia Tinnivox. 

Lo ! Autumn in these misty days 

Lifts up her melancholy song, 

As bleakly thro’ the leaf- strewn ways 

The mournful breezes steal along.* 

Now gone is Summer in his pride, 

With coronet of sunlight crowned ; 

His glittering throne of cloud enskied 
Gone like the daisies on the ground. 

Now sadly thro’ the murky night 

A fitful gleam of starshine plays, 

And weakly does the moon’s pale light 
Illuminate the woodland ways. 

October 26th. 

The Editor begs to acknowledge the 
receipt of Miss Tinnivox’s letter of the 
24th instant, which shall receive atten- 
tion. 

October 27th to November 2nd. 

... By the way, you may possibly be 
interested to know that a little poem of 
min e, entitled “The Lament of Autumn 
will appear in The Detvshire Advertiser 
and Farmers' Budget of November 4th. 
{From letters to twenty-seven of the 
author's acquaintances). 

Urgent. October 27 Ih. 

Miss Sophia Tinnivox will be obliged 
if Mr. Newser will supply her with 
thirty-six additional copies of The Dew- 
shire Advertise^'' and Farmers' Budget of 
November 4th next. 

^ 

The Poets' Corner of “ The Dew shire 
Advertiser, etc.," of November 4th, 

THE TRIUMPH OF SPRING. 

Lo I Spring, with train of golden days, 
Makes silver all the w’oodland ways. 

S. Tinnivox. 

Commercial Candour. 

An Indian dealer’s announcement : — 

*‘The price of Lamps is according to 

the quality, The Lowest.” 

The United States ... is the largest con- 
sumer of tin . . . and if the motor-car in- 
dustry continues to expand . . . the quantity 
of tin required must relatively increase.” 

Daily Paper. 

We fear that the tin Lizzie ” joke will 
gain a new lease of life. 

“ But when the morn had come I swiftly rose 
And sought a wood with mossy bants and 
steep, 

And found, unruffled by the boisterous night, 
The first pale primrose laughing at my feet,” 
Magazine. 

Rather rude of it ; what was the matter 
with^hem ? 
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COLOUR-SONGS. 

IV. — The Silver Ship. 

I WATCHED a silver ship in floods of moonshine 
Sailing the snaoofch square dining-table sea ; 
Around *the coasts I saw each fork and spoon shine 
Like gangways placed in waiting on a quay. 

Of chocolate was all her costly cargo, 

In silver wrapped that it might take no hurt 
Until released from Custom’s strict embargo 
When she should reach Dessert. 

Small loaded silver dinghies swam around her; 

A sugar- castor lighthouse kept the rocks 
Lest she should strike a mustard-pot and founder, 
Or splinter on a silver biscuit-box. 


When Port was reached I saw that ship unladen ,* • 

By eager hands her decks and holds were cleared 
And searched by many a silver- spangled maiden 
Till all her silver freight had disappeared. 

And when the feast had vanished from the long i*oom, 
And lighthouse, rocks and boats were put away, 

She made the sheltered dry-dock in the strong-room, 
To lie secure until another day. * 


“ Mr. Hannon pointed out that no G-overnment based upon Social- 
istic principles, and taking Martian views of the distribution of wealth, 
could ^ver be accepted by thoughtful and sensible people.” 

Provincial Pamper, 

Socialists looked to another country when they adopted 
the views of Karl Marx. Is it possible that they are now 
turning their eyes to another planet ? 
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LONDON’S ICE. 

Times are not what they were. It is 
a subject of frequent comment in the 
daily Press. Seneschals, linkmen, hal- 
berdiers, the Star Chamber, toll-gates on 
the turnpikes, the old horse-buses in 
Piccadilly — all of them have departed, 
never to return. 

Where is the Long Bar at the Cri ? 
I don’t know. I haven’t got it. 

The Prime Minister himself com- 
plained some time ago that the pic- 


went up to look at the bedrooms, and 
found that their old-world charm was 
derived mainly from the slope of the 
floor. Obviously one wmuld have to 
have a good hand-brake on the bed- 
castors or one would be always running 
down and banging into the wall. 

Bat this by the way. Nobody can 
help deploring the loss of the good old 
times ; the decay of ruflles and perukes, 
three-bottle men, tallow-candles and 
the music-hall songs of *75. Now and 
then, maybe, I find this sentiment a 


heritage of ice. Ice has largely helped 
to make England what she is, and it is 
for lack of ice that so many young 
people go abroad, like the flies, in the 
winter-time. Wearing white robes, 
Queen Matilda escaped from Oxford 
on the frozen Thames in 1146, where- 
as in 1927 she wmuld have only got 
a wetting and a nasty chill on the 
chest. 

Gay revels on the river-ice w’ere part 
of the great pageant of our medi£e?al 
history. The oxen, on which England 



GAY TI]\IES ON THE THAMES— 1715. 


turesque old Tudor cottages of England 
were falling into disrepair.' I feel certain 
that he is right about this, for. I went 
to see one last week. I thought I would 
buy it. The agent had stated that it 
had a comfortable lounge-hall with ex- 
posed oak beams and a staircase leading 
to bedrooms of old-world charm. It 
was dark in the lounge-hall. There was 
an exposed oak beam on the ceiling of 
it, about five feet eight inches from the 
floor. I noticed this at once. The ball 
itself was about eight feet square. I 
came to the conclusion that either the 
ageit was a very sm.aU man or else he 
did not know much about lounging. ” I 


little overdone, and when a very old man 
at the club leans forward and says to 
me solemnly, “Now, tell me this, my 
friend : How often to-day can one hear 
the clip-clop of the hansom horse's 
hoofs sounding merrily over the asphalt 
of Eaton Square?'” I repljs rather 
brusquely, “.ProHbly the waiter can 
tell you, Sir. Shall I ring and ask 
him ? ” 

But undoubtedly times dp change . . . 

My own inmost feeling is that nothing 
sets apart the England of to-day from 
the England of long ago so much as the 
lamentable disappearance of our ancient 


fed, were in those days roasted whole 
on the ice of the Thames, To-day 
they are frozen whole beneath the 
Argentine sun. There was a London 
fair on the ice in the winter of 1683-84. 
You can see a model of ittn the London 
Museum, There was another in 1688- 
89, and another in 1715-16. John Gay 
wrote a poem about it. When the ice 
began to break an old apple-woman 
was caught in it and a sheet of ice cut 
her head off, so that it went bouncing 
along the surface of the flood.' This 
amused John Gat very much. It does 
seem rather bright. 

Up to the end of the old coaching days 
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there was still plenty of ice in England, 
and scenes of hearty merriment were 
enacted on skates by the Christmas 
party at Dingley Dell. Even in my own 
childhood I canremember earnest 
mornings, with red hands, by the 
rugged brink of a frozen canal. 

My skating instructor was a 
chair, which was probably the 
reason why I never learnt any 
real style. We screwed the skates 
into the heels of our boots in 
those days, and, if one^walked 
to the canal in the same pair 
of boots, the screw-hole was 
found to be stopped up with 
mud and had to be poked out 
with a pin. Grand days 1 

Not a doubt of it, a survey of 
English history since the glacial 
epoch shows one long process 
of decline. Old stagers can re- 
member the water being frozen 
in their water -jugs, even' in 
June, my boy, whereas now 
there is never enough ice to " - 
make the water hazard safe for ^ 
18-handicap men in the middle 
of December. The raw material ^ 
is simply non-existent. The 
whole great industry which was 
based upon it has ‘fallen into' decay. 
Amongst all the ranks of manuaj. labour 
in England the ice-sweepers and skate- 
strappers have the weakest trade union 
and ar'e least liable to be found on strike. 

Sometimes there is a rumour in the 
morning that a shallow pond has been 
frozen over, or that the great Een races 
are about to be held on Cowbit Marsh. 
Instantly all England is agog, and the 
men who make a livelihood’ of ice 
begin to take heart and fetch out their 
old brooms and chairs from the cup- 
boards where they have long been 
mouldering. 

But by noon a thaw has set in 
and the miserable spectacle is seen of 
Englishmen who were apprenticed and 
trained as ice-sweepers walking about 
the streets in the hope of selling'^fly- 
papers and small ferns in pots. The 
I skaters, who have dashed olf to the 
I nearest piece of ornamental water, 
find it surrounded by policemen and 
placarded with notices saying that the 
ice will not bear, and that a penalty of 
five pounds will be imposed for tres- 
passing on it. It seems to me that the 
right of an Englishman to step upon 
ice that will not bear has never been 
properly upheld. Eree to walk into 
water and wet his trousers, free to 
skate on firm ice, if it ever lasted long 
enough to bear him, he is not permitted 
to wade about and amuse himself in a 
mixture of thin ice and water, which 
by rights should be free to all. Since 
when has thin ice become a perquisite 


THE ICE CLUB, 1927. 
The CONTINENTAIi MANNER, 


of the L.C.C. ? But this is a matter skates with their grandfather’s sword or 
for a question in the House when I beside the warming-pan. But to use the 
can get some private Member to take things they had to go to Switzerland and 
it up. put money into the foreigner’s hands. So 

far as London was concerned, 
collapse of Prince’s meant 
that there was no ice in London 
whatever, except the one after 
r the bird, 

I ^ r All honour then to the Ice Club 

J at Grosvenor Koad, which re- 

/ moves from us the stigma of 

j living in a'frankly un-iced metro- 

) "li The wonder of it is that in 

\\ ^ these decadent times, even alio w- 

^ \\ frequent visits abroad, so 

. many English people can frolic 
oil ' the frozen surface with so 
/Mf much abandon and grace. Eor* 

IMI two hours I watched to see some- 

MJ body fall down really hard, and< 

: only saw it; once. The divot made 
ml by his head was instantly replaced 

. . liveried attendants, and all 

^ J went on as before. One might 

^ ' watch the Continental manner, 

. . . V with a* downcast mien and calf 

THE "ice club. 1927. flung wide or the statelier Eng- 

The CoEOMEENTAt, MAHKEE. i hsh method, withthe Unemployed. 

leg carried quietly in the rear.' 
The fact reipains that, if a few public- Nay, more, there were wonderful waltzers. 
spirited persons during the last thirty One could write a poem about them 
years had not been found to create 1 rather think 

artificial ice-rinks, a skate in England It mnst be nice 

would be as useless as a sedan-chair. To waltz on ice 

Men might hang up an old pair, of . - ‘ 

' / I * Both back and fro — 

But I have not tried, 

So I do hot know. 

• h I should be uuable to do them justice, 

H—yA however ; I will merely point out that tHb 

waltz, for some reason or other, seems to 
be more suitable for skating than the 
1 1 I Charleston or even the Black Morass. 

M k The ice at the Ice Club appears to 

Em mtk good ice. It is hard, cold, 

/nlmW thoroughly reliable, and does the 

ifllfiB M iL greatest credit to the manufacturers. I 

I don’t know where you could get a 

Mtl I better quality of ice in these days. Not 

Mil llliilr remind me of the old ice of 

twenty years ago, but it has a smoother 
®\ll\ finish and texture.- Scores of gratified 

users, some more and some less grace- 
■UMI fully, testified to its irresistible appeal. 

wDMm There was one in green and one in 

■HMV black — however, this is not a moment 

for making confessions. 

Coming out, I went down and took a 
glance at the Thames. It was flowing 
usual. 

TO Vn On the whole I am inclined to think 

— — there is a good deal to be said for 

" — these modern scientific methods of 

/ amusing ourselves. I doubt if the 

L.C.C. would ever get the Thames as 
THE ICE CLUB, 1927. smooth and hard as the rink at Gros- 

Thb statelier Enulish method. venor Eoad. Even. 


THE ICE CLUB, 1927. 

The statelier English method. 
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DD^Err^nY write these days . . . Sitting on the hatch, 

INERTIA PR/ECOX, ifc with his own hand. where the great bunch of bananas 

At the head of the stairs which lead I would not rub it in ; nor would I hangs, just brought from the hold, 

from the saloon to the lounge on B ever gloat with pride over a practical Mrs. said that she was going to 

Deck there hang the notice-boards, joke, however successful. I mention deny herself her morning banana be- 
And on one of these, each smiling this matter only because it suggests cause of this talk about not eating too 

morn, they put the Wireless News reflections of a profound and disturb- much fruit. And dear Miss said 

(British Of&cial), so that one loafs ing character. she had seen something of that kind 

up contented from breakfast, ready for The original wicked impulse came too, she couldn't remember where, so she 
a whole day with nothing to worry from George, I need not say. But did a Lent on the banana too. 
about and nothing to do, and is plunged George's draft “News*' was both too But brightest and best was inertia 

straight into a world cataclysm. funny and too frightful, bristling with prcecox, Mrs. had noticed the j 

One morning, towards the close of earthquakes and tidal waves. So, re- passage about “strict examination for 
the voyage, there appeared upon the membering Father Knox’s unfortunate carriers at sea-ports,” and saw herself 
board the usual scrappy information, as experience with the B.B.O., I toned it detained in some kind of Ellis Island 


I follows: — 

TO-DAY’S NEWS. 

British Official. 

The position up the Yang Tse is 
easier, but in diplomatic circles at 
Peking no attempt is being made to 
deny that there are elements of gravity 
in the situation which it would be idle 
to ignore. . . . Bishop Anstruther is 
safe on the GnaL Yesterday being 
the festival of Ling Ho, the armies 
manoeuvring before Shanghai ceased 
hostilities and Oantonese troops frater- 
nised freely with Northern forces till 
sundown, when battle was resumed 
on all fronts. 

Lord Oxford at Manchester .said 
reported intention of Chancellor of 
THE Exche<3UEE to raise Income Tax 
by ninepence was an act of folly un- 
paralleled in financial history of Great 
Britain, though not without ample 
precedent in the record of that ener- 
getic but unfortunate statesman. 
Professor Koch of Pasteur Listitute 
at Prague, after prolonged series in- 
vestigations, announces discovery 
vitamins are dangerous to health and 
present excessive consumption of 
fruit a source of peril to human race. 
Continuing, Lord Oxford said he 
would never be a party to Government 
measure for reform Trade Unions, 
remarking that it was a dish in- 
cautiously prepared, disagreeable to 
the taste and impossible of digestion. 
Mr. Lloyd George at Swansea said 
the day was not far distant when 
Liberal Party would nail flag of Pro- 
hibition to mast. 

Serious outbreak of inertia prceco^ 
in Southern Counties, nine more 











■ oa suspicion of bringing back 
inertia prcecox from the West 
Indies, and she asked the First 
Officer if he thought she would 
be kept long, because if she 
was kept long she would miss 
her through connection to 
Carlisle. And the First Officer, 
1 am told, obligingly went to the 
Doctor and asked him if he knew 
anything about inertia prcecox. 
And the Doctor (I have had this 
sworn in evidence before me) 
replied that he had of course 
read about the disease, which 
was uncommion but sometimes 
broke out in ships at sea. 

After the magic hour of noon, 
relenting, we told such friends 
as we happened to meet in the 
smoking-room, the sun at that 
time being well over the yard- 
arm, that the news was not so 
serious as it seemed ; and w^e 
supposed that this glad intelli- 
gence would circulate as freely 
as the fake. But, as others have 
discovered, it is much easier to 
give birth to a myth than to 
destroy it. At tea-time Mrs. 

was still keeping ofl’ the 

fruit and wondering whether she 
should have her orange-juice 


1 of Fro- “Yes ’m, daresay I could ’ave rose to be captain should have her orancTA-iuice 

hibHaontomast. _ op a ocean ijner. but then thebe’s the bisk op ® ° nave Her orange-juice 

Serious outbreak of inertia prcecooc ’avin’ to go down with the ship if she sinks.” usual next mprning. Ancl 

in Southern Counties, nine more ! Mrs. had Bmdshaio Out to 

cases reported from Petorsfield. Minister of down to a pitch more plausible and see what was to be done if she should 
Agriculture has prohibited movement of cattle mild— as nhnVft rr^ica fh a 1 9 9 

and vegetables ; strict examination for carriers at 4 ! * t i j. ^ l' * * v i. * 

at sea-ports; feared University Boat Bace may 1 know, not one man The next evening, about Six, we were 

be postponed owing five cases' in Oxford crew, 0^ woman who read that “ News ” waiting for the result of the Boat-race 
n , . smelt the tiniest rat. No one was to come in, and discussing the subject 

xes, the date, typed boldly at the frightened, I am glad to say, but also with a bright young couple named 
top, was April 1st. Ihe whole vessel no one was even surprised. And for X. And Mr. X. said, “ Well, I shouldn’t 
was buzzing with April foolery ; shoes anybody connected, asT am, with the be surprised if there wasn’t a race at 
put out to clean had been mixed up, Press this must be a terrible thought, all.” I said, “Why?” Mr. X, said, 
almost every passenger had received a For it seems, mind you, that people “Well, half the Oxford crew’s got 
bogus radio message at breakfast, and swallow this kind of junk like milk. All pyrexia or something ; didn’t you see?” 
even the menu was printed the wrong the morning I heard mutterings about I said, “ You don’t say ! ** and George 
way round, with curious breakfast the income-tax and the ninepence. laughed loudly in his offensive way. 
dish^, such as Leg of Mutton and Ohel- This naturally was the topic most likely It took me quite a little time to restore 
sea . Buns, m the forefront. (In the to catch and hold the attention of a the Oxford crew to health, 
warmer latitudes one can just endure Britisher. But one by one every other But enough of this mean gloating — 

fun at breakfast-time.) Yet they came little item came to roost. Colonel though indeed I am not gloating, but 

out from this hilarious meal and lapped vras worried about Prohibition, and rather wincing in my tender soul. For, 
up the above “news as solemnly as wouldn’t be at all surprised if one of if thirty or forty intelligent first-class 









passengers can solemnly read of a 
scientific discovery that vitamins are 
dangerous to health and suspect nothing, 
then to what an abyss has the human 
intelligence d'escended! We knew be- 
fore that Science and liledicine could 
put almost anything across :us, it they 
cared, but now we know th-at there is 
no limit. They may announce that the 
human stomach is imaginaiy, that 
stones are digestible, that babies grow 
better if kept in cages upside down, 
and we shall all believe it. To v;^hat 
purpose do we spend these millions on 
education if the best-educated men and 
women find nothing out of the way in 
^ the assertion that five of the Oxford 
crew are down with inertia 'prceoox ? 
What hopes hay^ we of. Democracy, of 
Art^ and Literature after this awful 
exhibition of the ^ijMcal faculty of the 
average citizen ? Ahd^uwhat, oh, what 
a humiliation for the pubhc Press, that 
still fondly strives to cho^e its words 
and write down nothing but the True 
and the Good! Shall we stilly worry 
and sigh and rub out when to all ap- 
pearances it matters not what words 
I we use ? No. 

Indeed there are not many writers left 
who do. I have read recently one or two 
works by a popular author of detective 
fiotion. Ho sells so many of his books 
. that I fancy it is no longer necessary 


for him to write his books. I can only 
imagine that they are mass-produced 
by a number of typists writing a chapter 
each in different rooms, and that the 
chapters are then tacked together 
haphazard, as in the game called “Con- 
sequences.*' What need for him to 
correct his proofs? The hero will 
be called Carruthers on page two and 
Cartwright on page twenty; the eyes 
of the heroine change with startling 
rapidity from violet to hazel, from 
hazel to blue. What matter? Yoxl 
do not mind; you lap it up. And 
do I blame you ? No. You have been 
reading the daily newspapers for many 
years; you are accustomed every day 
of your life to read about extraordinary 
events recorded in extraordinary lan- 
guage ; and you do not expect anything 
else. The one hope for civilisation that 
I can see is the rigorous suppression of 
every form of news ; and the best thing 
for you is to confine your reading to 
some sober weekly which excludes almost 
completely that corrupting class of in- 
formation. 

Deep down, I fancy, you are dumbly 
craving for something finer and nobler; 
you are not a hopeless case since you 
have read to the end of this admirable 
article. But even you, I believe, would 
have been had by inertia prcecox. In- 
deed I believe you were. A. P. H. 


Business as usual in Shanghai. 

As an antidote to some of the news 
now reaching home from the Par East 
a correspondent sends us the following 
missive recently received from a local 
firm of caterers: — 

“ Shanghai, 24 Day 12th noon. 

Dl^ar Missus, — We hereby "request to in- 
formation all honourable ladies with large 
number eating people in house of our new con- 
cern. 

Beef from No. 1 fed Cows. 

Pork from white foreign pig, bady very 
clean and chow fresh good food. 

Mutton, No. 1 quality, does not smell of 
the tale. 

Tougnes, fresh and salt, not to long. 

Ox tales, no so tough & large, no plenty 
hair on end. 

Cow and p’g stomachs, this very good j 
foreign chow if jnake clean. 

Pish, every kind & quality in Season, that 
can catch. 

Fiesh vegetables & otherwise in Season. 

Plenty more good things to chow on our 
counters so please you ride motor-car come 
chop-chop. Very cheap, very nice, very good, 
very clean our shop. 

Dear Missus, Your obediently, 

Bargain BuTCHEr.vr.” 

Prom ‘‘Answers to Correspondents ” 
in a sporting paper : — 

** Cards. — Nemo. A pre-emptive bid of three 
hearts suggests weakness in spades.” 

And also, perhaps, that “Nemo’s” 
partner has an ex^osive temper. 
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Keen Young Sales^nan {steeped in the phraseology of the publicity experts), “Statib- 

TICS HAVE PROVED, SiB, THAT THIS HANDKERCHIEF GIVES MORE NOSE-TOr TO THE 
SQUARE INCH THAN ANT OTHER MAKE.” 


SOME OF OUR CONQUERORS. 

Veba’s graceful fingers indulged in 
a brief and hectic dance on the piano 
keys, and then without warning sud- 
denly slowed down to a performance 
which I can only liken to the disconso- 
late pecking of a very sick hen on 
an empty tin-can. To this profoundly 
depressing accompaniment she recited 
rather than sang 

“ Ah lonely, 

So lonely, | 

But only, 

Only 

Because Ali ’m without you ; 

For 

About you, 

All about you, i 

Ah wanna be, Ah wanna be, 

Jus’ me 
An’ you. 

That *s why, 

Oh, my I . 

That’s why 
Ah cry 

Ah wanna be, Ah wanna be 
About you, 

All about you. 

Jus’ you 

An’ me.” j 

“Well,** she said brightly as she 
swung round, “what do you think of 
that ? 

“ It sounds familiar,** I replied cau- 
tiously, “ but I can*t quite place it.** 

“Familiar!** she cried, horrified. 
“ Why, it ’s from Whoosh Bang / ** 

“ And what is that ? *’ I asked. “ It 
sounds like an undergraduates* maga- 
zine.** 

“ My dear uncle,’* said Vera sternly, 
“ don’t be so foully patriarchal. Whoosh 
Bang is the musical play that *s driving 
New York raving mad this very minute. 
It’s so new that it hasn’t been produced 
in this country.** 

“Good!” 1 said. 

She twirled back. “ Listen to this,” 
she commanded. 

The words she sang, so far as I could 
understand them, were as follows : — 

“ Susie wenti to Jericho : 

Her friends had often told her to go, 

And so ^ 

Susie went to Jericho, 

And rubbered and nearly blubbered 
At the sights of Jericho.” 

But it sounded something like this 
(the stars represent pauses so abrupt 
that they can only be described as 
violent) : — 

“ Susiewent jk to ♦ Jerichoherfriendshaaaad * 
oftentoldherto ★ go + aaaaandsoSusiewent * to * 
Jeriohoandrubberedaaaaand * nearly blubbered- 
atthesights * of ♦ Jericho,” 

“ Well ? ’* she queried again. 

“As it has not been produced in 
England,” I said, “ I suppose it doesn’t 
really matter.” 

“Oh, but it *s going to be. With a 
full American cast too. And you’ve 


got to take me on the first night. It 's 
wonderful. Listen to this : — 

“ * It ’s rum, ib ’s hum, hut come and hum 
This lil* song ; 

For say, you jay, ib *s gay, this lay, 

This lir song. 

Yep, bo, you know, it ’s sho’ to go. 

This lir song ; 

So come and hum and strum and drum 
This lil’ song.’ 

“Isn’t that just too catchy?’* she 
cried joyously. “ And clever ? ” 

“ Is it ? ” 1 said. “ Well, if you really 
wish me to take you to a musical play 
I think I*d prefer to book seats for 
something English.” 

“ Oh, my dear fossilised uncle ! ” she 
shrieked. “ You don’t suppose you could 
possibly get anyt'hing English like this 
on the stage to-day. No producer will 


look at anything or even smell it unless 
it comes from America. And quite right 
too. The Americans can beat us on their 
heads at this kind of thing. They *ve 
got us whacked, conquered, hopelessly 
licked.” She paused for breath, but 
found it before I could speak. 

“Then,” she went on, “there’s a 
demonstration' in Whoosh Bang of the 
very newest dance, which we simply 
must see. It’s called ‘Dirty Knees,’ 
and represents an old negro suffering 
from rheumatoid arthritis who is stand- 
ing in a bowl of boiling water trying to 
wash his knees with one hand and grab 
a towel just out of reach with the other. 
Now, cotdd any Englishman ever have 
thought' of that?” 

“ I hope not,” I said. 





TO JAMES. IN CHINA. 

f An opponent of the policy of despatching troops for the protection 
of British lives in the Far East is reported to have declared that there 
are only about seventeen, thoiisand British subjects in Chiiii, most of 
whom are shady characters^ who, by their oppression of their Chinese 
employees, especially children, may bo regarded as richly deserving all 
they are likely to get. The following lines are addressed to one of the 
seventeen thousand.] 

When by the pleasant Cam, dear James, we tai'ried 
(You kept, I recollect, on Staircase D) 

You to the antique Muse were fondly married, 

Hoping to take a Classical degree ; 

And I regarded you, to tell the truth, 

As just a kindly inoffensive youth. 

Greek epigrams were then your favourite pastime. 
Though you ’d unbend to share our-'^ simple fun ; 
Your gyp wept when you tipped him for the last time; 

The college porter loved you like a son'; 

And often it was said there ’d never been 
A man who gave less trouble to the Dean. 

And when, lured by the Orient’s strange glamour, 

You left the..Cam to seek the broad,Yangtse, 

You still were faithful to your early amour, 

^ Taking with you the Greek Anth.ology ; 

So wise a youth, we thought, would greatly please 
The learned philosophical Chinese. 

Alas I J ames, what unhappy transformation 
Has changed you from the harmless lad you were ? 
With pain I read the bitter accusation 
That dubs you now a “shady character,” 


Of whom one ardent patriot demands 
A righteous Government should w^ash its hands. 

How could you so oppress the mild Celestial 
With avaricious and Satanic zeal, 

Or the habit, inhumane and bestial, 

Of breaking infants on your ruthless wheel — 

You who would weep to see, in former days, 

A kitchen-boy o’er-burdened with his trays ? 

What vile means, James, have you employed to make 
fast 

Your brutal grasp on those Far Eastern climes ? 

Do you consume strong cocktails for your breakfast 
To nerve you to unmentionable crimes ? 

You really weren’t that sort of man at all 
When I drank coffee with you after Hall. 

sf: 'Jfi si: sj: ^ :}: 

You might be moved to call this charge fantastic, 

The product of a judgment scarcely ripe, 

A sense of truth decidedly elastic, 

Pure poppycock or, less politely, tripe 
Broadcast to save a red embarrassed face. 

I wonder, James, if such can be the case ? C. L. M. 

♦‘ Some may have noticed, and many may have heard, that the church 
ceiling collapsed on February 26th. We do nob know who to blame 
for this except the rain. No rumours of any farmers from the parish 
having gone to church have reached our ears so far. However, this 
has been mended ; now we must look to our spouting, which badly 
needs attention .” — Parish Magazine, 

With an improvement in the oratorical department, perhaps 
the farmers would be attracted. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, April 4th . — A black Mon- 
day, as far as the House of Commons 
was concerned. There were questions 
about trouble in Upper Burmah, trouble 
at Khangpur, trouble at Singapore, 
trouble at Melilla, Morocco, where a 
British sea-captain was arrested under 
circumstances still to be disclosed, and 
trouble — any quantity of it — in China. 

Possibly the one bit of new and in- 
teresting information provided by the 
Foreign Secretary was that two 
Chinese Governments, a Communist 
Government and a Nationalist Govern- 
ment, had been ‘‘more or less set up ” 
in Shanghai. “How unhappy could 1 
be with either ! ” Sir Austen diplomatic- 
ally omitted to add. 

The vote for salaries and expenses of 
the Ministry of Labour produced a de- 
bate on unemployment relief. Labour 
Members accused the Government of 
pushing the maintenance of the unem- 
ployed off the dole and on to the rates, 
and complained that there was no 
organised attempt to put them on to 
useful work, as was done in 1921 in 
the United States. Members suggested 
various remedies for unemployment— the 
acquisition of the machine psychology 
(Commander Hilton Young), cheapen- 
ing processes of production (various), 
more efficient labour exchanges (Miss 
Bondfijeld), the adoption of a policy of 
high wages and correspondingly high 
consumption (Comman- 
der Ken worthy), the 
adoption of a more 
elastic monetary policy 
(Commander Burnet), 
the development of 
electrical power (Cap- 
tain Crookshank), the 
adoption of the Wash- 
ington Hours Conven- 
tion (Mr. T. Shaw and 
others), and nothing 
in particular from the 
Minister of Labour. 

The rabbit of employ- 
ment is not to be pro- 
duced, one gathers, 
from the top-hat of 
Parliamentary speechi- 
fying. 

Tuesday, April 5th.— 

Sir L. WORTHINGTON- 
Evans revealed that 
the War Office has one 
more colonel on full 
pay than it had before 
the War. He attributed 
his existence to the 
combined exigencies of 
the Ehine Army of 
Occupation and the 
Shanghai Defence 


Force. Brigadier-General Charteris, 
whose motto is “ Fewer and better 
Colonels,’* seemed satisfied with the 
answer. 

Colonel Ashley informed Mr. Day 



THE MAD HATTER OE PARLIAMENT 
SQUARE. 

Mb. J. R. Eemeb. 

that the gyratory system of traffic was 
working satisfactorily. There had indeed 
been a slight increase in the number of 
non-fatal accidents, but a falling-off in 
the total number of slain, Mr. Eemer 


asked the Minister if it was not in fact 
practically impossible to cross the street 
in Parliament Square even at the places 
where there were notices. “ I entirely 
disagree,” replied the Minister, in the 
manner of one who knows whereof he 
speaks. Thisroused Mr. Williams, the 
Member for Beading. Was the Minister 
aware that it was only Members of the 
House wearing silk hats who got special 
facilities ? Which ratlier suggests that 
the old ditty beginning — 

“ You won’t go to heaven when you die 
If you don’t wear a collar and a tie ” 

might appropriately be brought up to 
date and' read — 

“ You ’ll soon go to heaven, being dead, 

If you don’t wear a topper on your head.” 

Mr. Bobinson, speaking in the name 
of Messrs. Brown, Jones and Bobinson, 
asked the Chancellor op the Ex- 
chequer if he would consider the ques- 
tion of reducing the tax on beer. The 
Chancellor replied drily that “ an- 
nouncements of remissions of taxation 
were reserved for the Budget state- 
ment.” Then another Mr. Bobinson, 
or possibly the same Mr. Bobinson 
in another voice, asked the Hoime 
Secretary if he would require all copy- 
right hymns to have the word “copy- 
right’* written at the foot of the 
hymn. Again there was nothing doing. 

Mi\ Johnston wished to know if 
the P.M.G. had any complaints from 
Arbroath about the diffi- 
culties of listening-in 
to the Dundee broad- 
casting station. The 
Minister said he had 
had no complaints. The 
Member should address 
his question to the B.B. 
Corporation. 

It is unofficially re- 
ported that the trouble 
arose through Dundee 
broadcasting the noise 
of a storm on the Hebri- 
dean coast which the 
official announcer, who 
hAd mislaid his notes, 
described to the lis- 
teners -in as a sixpence 
being banged in Ar- 
broath on Hogmanay 
night. 

The Eeport stage of 
the Indian Navy .Bill 
found the Labour back- 
benchers in fine elocu- 
tionary form. They 
proposed a number of 
amendments, all bear- 
ing on the question of 
the right reserved to 
the Admiralty to take 



THE CHINESE TIGHT-ROPE. 

Holding the Balance. 

Sir Austen Chamberlain between Mr. Wheatley and 
Mr. Mitchell Banks. 
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over the Indian Navy, or to employ and while he was beseeching the ister. He proceeded to explain what 
it outside Indian territorial waters, on Foreign Minister to do all in his had happened and was happening in 
a declaration by the Governor -General power to allay Chinese suspicion^ his China, to reiterate this country’s con- 
in Council that a state of emergency back-benchers ostentatiously stifled ciliatoryintentions, to stress the general 
existed. They opposed its use outside their contemptuous yawns. Chinese agreenaent existing among the Powers 
Indian territorial waiters under any suspicions will not be allayed if they regarding Nanking, and finally to de- 
circumstances, and particularly the can help it. He asked a number of ques- clare that we were not going to be 
clause under which the cost is still to tions that had already been answered hustled out of China, 
fall upon the Indian Government evei? at Question-time, and his peroration Mr. Lloyd George said the Foreign 
when it is taken over. They ended by might be briefly summarised as “ The Secretary was courageously tackling 
opposing the Bill altogether, though East ’s awake ! ” Affairs in China were an exceedingly difficult task and he and 
Mr. Pethiok Lawrence had said that part of a “movement of the Eastern his friends would not say one word that 
the Labour Party was in substantial mind,” and he wanted this country to would make it harder. The Motion to 
agreement with its main object. have a “moral attractiveness” (what- Adjourn was defeated. 

°A drearv and, as always, futile debate ever that may mean) about it that Wi.---The Third Eead- 

on Agriculture followed. Mr. E. J. would lead to a successful handling of ingof the Forestry Bill in the Lords pro- 


on Agriculture followed. Mr. E. J. would lead t( 
Davies, who inaugurated it, declared I the problem, 
that there could be no improve- 
ment in agriculture until the farm 
labourer could call his soul his own 
and ceased to be looked upon by 
the farmer as a part of the farm 
equipment. He confided to the ^ 

House that, during the three years ^ 
when blithe afield to ploughing he ^ 
had strode beside his team, he 
bad received for the first year no 
wages, for the second year one 
pound, and for the third year three 
pounds. He got Sunday afternoon 
off and other holidays amounting 
to two whole days in the year. 

On the strength of this experi- 
ence Mr, Davies moved a motion ^ 
a hundred-and-thirteen words and 
ten commas long, the gist of which 
was that the ownership of agricul- 
tural land should be transferred to 
the State. Sir G. Wheler came 
back at him with an amendment 
eighty-six words and only five 
commas long, the gist of which was 
that it shouldn’t. He said the 
pig industry was getting along 
splendidly and thought the Gov- 
ernment should safeguard pig pro- “NOW T] 

ducts. The Home CTffic 

This assault on the free breakfast- 
I sausage roused Liberal Mr. Jones of I Mr. Mitch 



Davies, who inaugurated it, declared I the problem. . I voked that Child of the New’ Forest, 

that there could be no improve- ^ Lord Montagu of Beaulieu, to a 

ment in agriculture until the farm formal motion of rejection. He only 

labourer could call his soul his own wished to be assured , however, that 

and ceased to be looked upon by ^ public rights in the New Forest 

fK-a Qo o. nci vf. nf f.ViA fn.rm _ I /f ^ \ would not be diminished by the Bill, 

\ Lord Clinton had no difficulty 

1 V in calming his fears. 

In' the Commons the Home Sec- 
— ' RETARY explained that, as from May 

1st, our taxis will cost us one-third 
less, and the hardy citizen who is 
prepared to tender* the exact fare 
can have quite a nice little run— 
1173*3 yards, to be exact — before 
his sixpence goes bang. The item 
7%// of extra passengers is subject to a 
similarly reduced charge, but for 
some reason or other the tariff on 
perambulators remains unchanged, 
should have aroused the ire 
^ of the ladies; but Miss Wilkinson, 

Member present, was 
more concerned with getting adver- 
^ tisements into taxis than perambu- 

A lators on top of them. 

-Lord H. Cavendish-Bentinck 
' ' asked if a Kenya native who bad 

.**^«^**« single-handed rescued a Districi 

ern ment should safeguard pig pro- “NOW THAT APRIL'S HERE.” Commissioner from a lion had been 

ducts. The Home CTfficb Bla.ckbibd “sings a bong op suitably rewarded, Mr. Ormsby- 

Tbis assault on the free breakfast- sixpence.” Gore said he bad been recom- 

pausage roused Liberal Mr. Jones of Mr. Mitchell Banks said what we mended for the Police Medal, thanked 
Merioneth, who declared that fixity of wanted was another Canning. If the personally by the Governor and given 
tenure for the farmer was all that was Foreign Secretary had to defend him- some blankets. “One blanket,” cor- 
needed to revive agriculture. Mr. self in that House it was not because he reeled Sir Henry Cavendish - Ben- 
Guinness wound up the debate with the had been truculent but because be had tinck, who is always a stickler for 


declaration that the farmer was worse pushed the virtue of patience too far. accuracy. 

off than anybody. The Conservative Mr, Wheatley from his free vantage- The Landlord and Tenant (Number 2) 
Party’s policy was not to confiscate his point on the back bench thought the Bill was given a Second Reading. Some 
foundations but to “ educate and en- Foreign Minister had made “a dread- Conservatives opposed it on the ground 
courage him.” They believed that ful mess of things ” in China, The that it would mean higher rents and 
** Priees were more tlian politics Labour Party were the only people who stop the flow of capital into the building 

And lower costs than land reform." had “proposed a reasonable scheme industry. Labour Members opposed it 
Moved, as it always is, by any lyrical of protection” for British residents in on the ground that it did not go further, 
outpouring, the House defeated the China, i,e. to bring them home. A 'propos of one point — the relation ol 

motion. Sir Austen Chamberlain said there site-value to goodwill in the case ol 

Wednesday, April Sth . — More China. WGretwopartiesopposite,onerepresented professional men — Sir William said 
Much more. China all tBrm^ghjQu^tion by the Leader of the Opposition, that in the years he practised as a soli- 
time and a debate on China tofollow. the other by Mr. Wheatley, who had citor only one client ever came at- 
Mr. Ramsay MacDonald led the inquis- “ withdrawn the light of his countenance tracted by the brass plate on the door, 
ition — it certainly could not be called from his own Front Bench before he bad and he, at the end of the consultation, 
an attack as far as he was concerned — withdrawn it from the Foreign Min- offered him for his fee a parrot. 
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PHOTOGRAPHIC TRIUMPHS. 

The County Ball. 


Jn /IDeinoriam* 

EDWAED LLOYD. 

Born 1845-~-Ebtired 1900 — Died 1927. 

Though seven-and-twenfcy crowded years have passed 
Since, dear and honoured friend, you sang your last, 
Your voice, so true and sweet and crystal clear, 

Balls unforgettably upon my ear 

As backward down Time’s gulf in memory straying 

I see you sing, Love in Her Eyes Sits Playing,” 

And hear the suave Handelian numbers flow 
As once at Sydenham fifty years ago,"^' 

For those were days when oratorio still 
Victorian audiences had power to thrill, 

When, in the famous Festival quartet — 

Of whom, alas ! but one is living yet — 

You earned unfading laurels with your peers, 

And gained fresh lustre with the passing years. 

Till with resources linimpaired you chose 
Best and seclusion at the century’s close. 

Manly and simple, you escaped the jibe 
Levelled by Bulow at the tenor tribe. 

For in your character, as in your art, . 

No taint of vanity or parade had part ; 


, ♦ Handel festival, 1877. 


You took no licence and you played no trick, 

Were always in good training, never sick, 

Fulfilled the most exacting critic’s test 
And gave ungrudging of your very best. 

So, in the days when Melody's throne stood strong, 
You held your own with Kings and Queens of Song, 
Content, while still unrivalled, to resign 
Bather than wait the gradual decline 
Of powers that made you by their gentle sway 
The perfect singer of a peaceful day. 


A Tip for Mr. Churchill. 

Sir, — On inquiry at our local post-office I am astounded 
to learn that no charge is made for a Poetical Licence. 
And yet we are told that the Chancellor oe the Ex- 
chequer had difficulty in finding new sources of revenue. 

I am, Sir, Yours indignantly, 

Anti-Vers Libre. 

“Retiral of the Dip Inspector.’* 

Smith African JPaper* 

This sounds like the sort of post that would have suited 
Councillor Clark, the authority on mixed-bathing., 

** Cove. The North Gentian Lloyd liner Murche'n is expected to 
arrive here to-night to embark passengers and maids for New York.” 

Irish Paper, 

The servant problem in America appears to be still acute. 
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THE PRICE OF FRIENDSHIP. 

I don’t say Never recommend your 
friends to stay at a French country 
inn.*' That would be absurd. . But I 
think I do say, “ Don’t go yourself to 
any French country inn after your 
friends, recommended by yourself, have 
stayed there-** 

• The point perhaps needs some ex- 
planation, for why, you ask, should 
a deed of 'such ordinary courtesy or 
thoughtfulness involve you in the loss 
of a good hostelry ? 

The answer is simple. Because the 
innkeepers never forget it. But the 
whole situation will become clearer if 
I reconstruct the case. 

I am sure,** said to me, a year ago, 
my friend Stokes — ‘*I am sure that 
you must know of some quiet little 
place in France where we could spend 
three or four weeks in the summer.’* 
(Stokes, I should say, is an author.) 
“ I don’t want to work too hard, so it 
needn’t be too beautiful, but ** (Stokes, 
I may say, is a connoisseur of living) 
“ it ,pught to be comfortable and ail 
that.” 

I passed in mental review a number 
of retired French inns, and at last 


selected the ** Poihme d’Or.” The 
** Pomme'’d’Or ” 'is in Jihe valley of the 
Eure, some ^£fty miles from Paris — a 
once-favourite .haunt of my own. It is 
charmingly situated and, except on Sun- 
days, never crowded. The river glides 
placidlypastthe garden between poplars 
and osiers, while within doors an ad- 
mirable couple buzz about, preparing 
dishes in the manner of Lyon. Above 
the salle d manger are excellent sleeping 
rooms (and no matter how we may dis- 
approve of the French in certain matters 
no one can deny that they have good 
beds), while below the salle d manger 
stretches a well-filled cellar. - What 
could be better ? 

Stokes noted down the address and, 
so far as I was then concerned, that 
was the end of it. One’s advice is so 
often 'asked, so rarely taken. 

But on my next visit to the “ Pomme 
d’Or ” I found that the Stokeses had 
followed my counsel to the letter. First 
the landlord and then the landlady told 
me about it. Then they told me about 
it together. How it was gentle oi me 
to have made . the recommendation ! 
The Misfcer Stokes how amiable ; 
Madame Stokes how charming, charm- 
ing! This is perfectly true, but one 


can be told too often. Everything I 
ate or drank was accompanied by the 
Stokes’s. The quenelles de biocliet^ for 
which the house is famous — how the 
Mister Stokes had enjoyed them ! He is 
good boy, the-Mister Stokes I The^oulet 
aux champignons — also of the house a 
special glory— how Madame Stokes had 
begged for the recipe! She has the 
taste distinguished, Madame Stokes. 
I was proffered the Mister Stokes’s pet 
wine and Madame Stokes’s pet gdteau. 
I was shpwn the exact Spot in the 
garden where the Mister Stokes had 
sat for inspiration, and on leaving I was 
again loaded with thanks for having 
sent to the hotellerie a couple so gentle. 
I myself, they again assured me, was 
of a gentleness extreme by virtue of 
such an act. 

It was all very cordial and satisfactory, 
and I came away in a glow of self-esteem. 
A delightful world, in which to spend 
one’s time sending nice people to nice 
innkeepers and receiving gratitude . . . 

That was last autumn. The other 
day, in the early spring, wishing to see 
how the fruit-trees were blossoming, I 
went out to the “ Pomme d’Or ’’for lunch, 
the affair Stokes not for. a mornent 
entering my thoughts. But if it had 
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CONSCIENCE PROBLEMS FOR OUR VICARS. 


Country Vicar (to his G-ardemr). "I COITLDN^T FIND YOU YESTERDAY AFTERNOONr 
William. What were you doing?” 

William (reformed jpoacher). “ Well, Sir, t* Squire 'e were ill in bed wi’ lum- 
bago; t’ gamekeepers they was playin* football; t* policeman *e were UMPIRIS’G, 

so I THOUGHT IT WERE A GRAND CHANCE TO SLIP INTO THE WOODS AN* CUT US SOME 
PEA-STTCKS.” 


been forgotten by me it was still lively 
in the minds of the host and hostess. 
In fact such interest as once they had 
shown in me was now completely trans- 
ferred to those others. Did it go well 
with them, the Mister and Madame 
Stokes? was the first inquiry. Never 
could they forget them — the Mister 
Stokes so gentle, Madame Stokes so 
charming, charming. Never could they 
sufficiently thank me for my gentleness 
in making the recommendation. The 
Mister Stokes — and so on. 

‘‘But, my poor fish, you said all this in 
October! it was my desire to exclaim. 
Useless ; they would still say it. They 
will always say it. I must find another 
inn. ■ E. V. L. 

TO KAUSICAA. 

An Impertinence. 

Nausicaa, your arms were white, 

For Homer keeps on saying so. 
Probably (I intend no slight, 

Nausicaa) your arms were white 
Because you washed them noon and 
night 

And morning. As immaculate show, 
Nausicaa, your arms wk'e white. 

For Homer keeps on saying so. 

That you were given such a name 
, By no means suitable for verses 
Of nice precision is a shame. 

That you were given such a name 
Annoys me. Inspiration came 
A laggard—which is bad. What's 
worse is 

Tharb you were given such a name 
By no means suitable for verses. 

You were the daughter of a king, 
Full-dowered with beauty bythe gods, 
Which must have been a topping thing. 
You were the daughter of a king, 

And if, indulging in a fling, 

You sometimes chanced to slip — 
what odds ? 

You were the daughter of a king, 
Full-dowered with beauty by the gods. 
Nor do I think your maid-like slips 
Ever impinged on the improper ; 

No cocktail passed your pretty lips, 
Nor do I think your maid-like slips 
Meant 4 a.m. (plus poker-chips). 

You never came a royal cropper, 

Nor do I think your maid-like slips 
Ever impinged on the improper. 

I fear, poor girl, you lost your heart 
(There 's no obscurity about it) 

To one Ulysses. Jokes apart, 

I fear, poor girl, you lost your heart 
To one who failed you at the start. 
“I'm wed,” he sighed. Youcouldnot 
• doubt it, 

I fear, poor girl! You lost your heart; ; 
There’s no obscurity about it. 

You didn't kick up any fuss 
Or cause Commotion' in the street 


By whistling for the prison-bus ; 

You didn't kick up any fuss 
But calmly said, ** What weather 1 '' — 
thus 

Changing the topic. How discreet 1 
You didn’t kick up any fuss 

Or cause commotion in the street. 

I often wish that I 'd been there 
And you had fallen in love with me. 
Being quite single, I declare 
I often wish that I 'd been there, 
Princess, white-armed beyond compare, 
Dowered by the gods. 0 ecstasy ! 

I often wish that I 'd been there 
And you had fallen in love with me. 


Our Gallant Fire-Fighters. 

“ The fire brigade was called to an outbreak 

at No. 1, Park, the residence of Mr. . 

The fire was confined to the fireplace, in which 
it originated .” — Local Paper, 


Slip inserted in an Indian publica- 
tion : — 

** Errata. 

After p. 104 the number 95 is a mistake ; 
again after p. 110 the number 113 is a mis- 
take. The matter runs through. The num- 
bering of the pages is a printer’s devil.” 

The phrase in this signification is new 
to us, but in the circumstances, we 
think, justifiable. 
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The spirit of Ghannon enters the father and his father's father, rabbis 
AT THE PLAY. body of Leah and fights desperately of the priestly house. Mr. Sherbrooke, 

‘‘The Dybbuk” (Eoyahty). against the exorcisms oi Bahhi Azrael, with his admirable record of eccentric 
There is a haunting spiritual beauty At the formal trial the dead father of and more mundane character-parts, 
inthecentralthemes of this strange and Ghannon gives testimony that a con- rose nobly to this higher opportunity, 
memorable playbyS.ANfSKYEAPPAPOBT, tract had been made between himself Miss Jean Forbes-Eobinson, whose 
competently translated outof the Yiddish and Sender that their children should work shows such promise, is more 
into Anglo-American by Henry Als- be affianced to each other. The spirit difficult to judge. She chose a re- 
I BERG and Winifred Katzin, which has of Ghannon agrees to leave the body of strained mood, which perhaps did not 
already captured the intelligent publics the tortured Lea/i ; but before ilae^Bahhi always escape monotony, and it seemed 
of New York and Paris. It is inspired can marry Leah to the groom chosen to me showed too little of the agony 
by a deep religious and revolutionary for her by Sender the spirit of Leah and violence of the soul of Ghannon 
fervour, but escapes being ' in any goes to meet the spirit of her beloved, while it was in possession. But she 


sense a political or religious ] had her lovely moments, the shy 

tract ; it is a sound and moving sweetness of her meeting with 

stage-play, and offers to dis- , Ghannon in the synagogue, the 

cerning lovers of the theatre a sense of disgust conflicting with 

hint of what deep emotions can dance with' 

be touched and what fine issues W ’ '/ £1^^ : diseased and twisted beg- 

raised by a dramatist of imagin- \Wl h and the last tender pas- 

ation. And it is ' unquestion- w | I 1 j wj 

ably refreshing to turn for a w 1 i I y S 

change from the light badinage ^ \ r/ 

and crude sensationalism, how- J \ I /MM // 

ever diverting, of our current / \ . TO 7 

entertainments to something I / ^| ||]| 

that is deeply felt and therefore ' 1 / | [ 

rouses the deeper feelings. No \\ I ifl 

epicure of life will disdain the i 

expariment. n 1 1 1 1 1 1 Ilf r 

It would be uncandid to assert 1 11 1 1 11 

that the performance was with- - =Jpi i JL = s - s i-t uU-U W U 

out blemish. There were crude T ' 1 11 11 Im i 

patches, when the sense of mys- 

tery oozed away, when the 111111 

stresses were wrongly placed; 1 1 1 1111 

and there were certain of the 1 11 

players who adopted a technique ' 11 

of over-emphasis in the grandi- 111 

loquent manner 'which set the 1 i 

wrong note jangling. These 
are faults which the producer, 
if he will show himself a little 

more austere, can drill out of • I 

his team and so complete his I 

artistic success. | 1|. 

The Dyhbuk translales^us_ to ‘ ' f 

a synagogue in Eussia (or is it — . . | . 

Poland ?) of the eighteenth cen- . ClocStv 

tury, where a young theological 

student, Ghannon, outlines to ' ^ \ /- 

bis astonished and distressed DYBBXJK THAT EEFUSED TO BE EXORCISED. there can^t possibly be at 

friend the dangerous doctrines Azrael . . . Mr. Michael Shemrookb. anything new that ’s 

of Chassidic mysticism. He is Porbes-Robertson. 

worn to a wraith by long fasting and A strange world and a severe test of the untrue to say of the venerable and 
falls dead upon the floor of the syna- players who are to move plausibly in it. difficult institution of marriage, the 
gogue from the shock of hearing that Of the play it must be said that it most we need demand of those who 
Sender, the rich Jewish burgher, has grows nobly to its climax, the last Act make merry about it is that they* 
found a rich bridegroom for his beau- being, as is fitting, incomparably the should arrange the pattern of their 
tiful daughter, Leah, between whom and best. The most distinguished perform- comments, flippant or caustic, in a differ- 
Ghannon had grown’ a deep, abiding, auce was that of ‘Mr. Michael Sher- entway. This Mr. Somerset Maugham, 
mystical love. It was believed at this brooke as the Babbi Azrael. No mere the adroit workman, certainly contrives 
time that if lives were cut off untimely theatrical figure this, but a fine soul to do. What was rather odd was that 
the spirits so sundered from their bodies tortured by doubt as to the reality of Mr. Maugham, the artist, having kept 
could sometimes enter the bodies of the the spiritual powers his office confers, us in a constant ripple of laughter at 
living, and there were forms and cere- faltering in his assumption of the his rapid witty exchanges and having 
monies duly prescribed for the casting judge’s authority, and finally heartened invented and developed an ingenious 
out of these troubled and troubling by the remembrance of the great things andinterestingdesign, should spoil it in 
spirits or Dybbuhim. wrought in the great Name by his patches here and there, as notably in 



THE DYBBUK THAT REFUSED TO BE EXORCISED. 
Bahhi Azrael . . \ Mr.' Michael Sherbrooke. 
Leah 3Miss Jean Forbes-Robertson. 


had her lovely moments, the shy 
sweetness of her meeting with 
^ Ghannon in the synagogue, the 
sense of disgust conflicting with 
duty and pity in her dance with' 
the diseased and twisted beg- 
gars,' and the last tender pas- 
sage with the spirit of her lover 
made manifest to her in ghostly, 
form. Mr. Ernest Milton gave' 
us the fire and fanaticism of 
Ghannon alive, but I think he 
was a little handicapped by his 
white toga as Ghannon dead. 
Does the producer think that 
white garment necessary as a 
concession to our stupidity, 1 
wonder? Miss Joan Pereira 
never fails whether in humour 
or in tenderness, and made a 
charming picture of Leah's 
nurse. I thought that Mr, 
Eupert Harvey as The Mess- 
enger — an angel, I take it — failed 
to convey his other- worldliness, 
but I confess I don’t quite know 
how precisely he should have 
set about ’it. Mr. Alfred Wild’s 
portrait of the hearty Sender, 
especially at his first entrance, 
seemed to me well done. 

The Forum Theatre Guild is to 
be congratulated on this sanely 
ambitious and exceedingly in- 
teresting production . . , T. , 

“The Constant Wife” 
(Strand). 

As there can’t possibly be at 
this date anything new that’s 
true, and very little new that ’s 
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fully handled as by Mr. Paul Cavan a gh 
in the first two Acts before his creator 
threw him to the dogs. There was a 
cannonade of amusing lines, of which 
one thrown off by Mrs. Culver about her 
plain daughter, Martha — “Yes, she 
‘ came out,’ but she’s gone in again! ” 
sticks most happily in my memory. 

m DRURY LANE. 

(Written to commemorate the tiventy-five- 
hour theatre vigil of April 6 to 7.) 

England 's slow, 

She is like the Sphinx — 

: How shall we know 

What England thinks? 

A decadent folk, 

The preachers say; 

But that is a joke, 

My aunt! to-day. 

All night long 
For a distant vieio 

Of “ The Desert Song ’* . 

They stood in a queue. 

Pictures gleam 

From the ends of earth ; 

Flashes a beam 
That binds its girth ; ’ 

Airships scud 
’ And the motors speed ; 

- But the island blood 
Stands fast at need. 

What did they care, 

From dusk to shine 

Standing there 

At the tail of the line? 

Was there a tax 
On buns or beer, 

Oxford slacks 

Or the Brighton Pier? 

Was there a toll 

Upon rouge or rings? 

The people’s soul 
Is above these things. 

All night long 
For a distant view 

Of “ The Desert Song ” 

They stood in a queue. 

Shanghai seethes 
With a rout of Beds 

Garlanding wreaths 
Of their enemies’ heads. 

Sect against sect 
Is ranged in war, 

And trade is wrecked 
And the unions roar. 

But not for these, 

,, The enraptured ones, i 

• Was a Party’s wheeze 
Or the whine of guns, 


As they heard the beats 
Of the slow hours drag. 
Consuming sweets 
From a paper-bag. 

All night long 
For a distant view 
Of The Desert Song ” 

They stood in a queue. 

The young moon shone 
In a night of spring 
And they waited on 
Unwearying, 

Slow stars did creep, 

Owls shrieked and fled, 

And I was asleep. 

Poor chump! iu bed. 

The dawn unfurled 
In the glimmering east ; 

To a new-made world 
Woke man and beast. 

Pale postmen trudged. 

Milk took the air — 

And they had not budged, 

They still were there. 

Long grief they bore, 

Plopa blessed them late ; 

The early door 

Was a quarter- to-eight. 

And how shall we say 
* That the island breed 
Is dead to-day 
If it did this deed ? 

All night long 
For a distant view 
Of '^^ The Desert Song ” 

They stood t7i a queue. Evoic. 

A PLEA FOR FREE WHISTLING. 

(By a Student of Sonority.) 

The fiat of the L.G.O.C., forbidding 
conductors of buses to whistle when on 
duty, appears 'at first sight' to be only 
the logical outcome of the progressive 
antagonism, developed in our advanced 
civilisation, to the use of Nature’s pipe. 
Whistling for cabs has been forbidden 
for several years, and now that the 
solace has been denied to the busman 
it seems more than likely that all 
whistling in public will be prohibited. 
And yet it is not much more than twenty 
years since I beard an American lady, 
described as La belle sififleuse, perform at 
a concert in London. As I sat in the 
front row I was distinctly conscious of 
the draught she created, while the pene- 
trating tones she emitted were at times 
distressing to the naked ear. Still it 
was a memorable experience, all the 
more so because the revival of this 
entertainment in the Concert-halls of 
to-day is flatly inconceivable. 

-Yet theapparent logic of the L.G.O.C.’s 


decision only serves to illustrate the 
glaring inconsistency of a social system 
which steadily tends to suppress or 
muffle- human voices, while promoting 
in every way the dominion of mechani- 
cal uproar. W e swallow the camel and 
strain out the gnat. The cries of Lon- 
don, often melodious, are now become 
an antiquarian curiosity. Only the 
“elfin note” of the milkman and the 
unintelligible hoot of the coal-hawker 
remain, and they will, no doubt, be 
soon relegated to the limbo of lost 
sounds. Yet we are condemned to 
listen without redress to the ear-shatter- 
ing din of the road-breaker’s drill and 
the everlasting imitations of a sick ogre 
by ever-multiplying motor-horns. Eail- 
way-engines are still allowed to whistle, 
though passengers, if they indulge in 
the innocent pastime, are generally 
frowned upon by fastidious fellow- 
travellers. 

The anomaly becomes more striking 
when we consider that man, the lord ot 
creation, is beginning to suffer from an 
embargo from which all animals are 
free, and that too in an age in which 
the gospel of self-expression has been 
preached and practised to an unprece- 
dented extent. Deprived of this natural 
outlet of his emotions, the human boy 
may easily become a victim of intro- 
spection ; he may even burst in the 
attempt to suppress his exuberance. 

So far this subject has only been 
treated with deplorable levity by the 
Press. On that account I offer no ex- 
cuse for concluding my protest with the 
noble verses of the only writer who has 
brought insight, imagination and high 
seriousness to the consideration of the 
epoch-making edict of the L.G.O.O., 
my friend Mr. Alaric Pimblott, the 
Secretary and Laureate of the Ancient 
Order of Whistlecraft : — 

“ If man must abandon the whistle 
And stifle its jubilant play, 

Why should donkeys, when champing 
the thistle, 

Be granted i)erniission to bray? 

If song-birds are free in their fluting 
And rooks may unceasingly caw, 

And owls are unpunished for hooting 
And ducks are exempt from the law — 

Why on earth should the busman be 
chidden 

For whistling a popular tune, 

AVben the cats caterwaul uiiforbidden 
And bloodhounds may bay at the 
moon ? ” 


A Dog-man. 

“Mrs. -- — said she was shopping when her 
little terrier w»^as attacked by ‘ a terrible 
monster of a dog.’ Her terrier was so terribly 
mauled that it died. 

Mr. , au ex-mayor of Leamington, said 

that he was the Alsatian gambolling about on 
tho parade. He was not under control in any 
way .” — Ceylon Pa'per. 
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Q^O/ffU' Gla/tfi' OtM. 


There are contraltos useful in their way^ but 
3^ne that can"" rival Clara T^MFORD (nee ^UTT); 
Deep as a \'ello^ poignant as a sac^buty 
zAgamt all others Vtn prepared to hack SUTT, 


MR. PUNCHES PERSONALITIES.— XL. 









OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerics) 

In the year of the Bourbon restoration Wellington pur- 
chased cheap on behalf of the British Embassy in Paris 
the Hotel de Oharost, known from its association with the 
most frivolous of the Buonapartes as the Palais de Pauline. 
In this fashion the Embassy acquired for the first time a 
permanent home, a pleasant and sufi&ciently pompous 
eighteenth-century house, with a mansard roof, Ionic portico 
and a garden with ninety-nine lime-trees. Against this 
characteristically Prench back-cloth our side of the drama 
of Anglo-Erench diplomacy has been played (war-time inter- 
ruptions apart) ever since ; and it is this diplomacy, seen from 
an mtimate and domestic angle, which chiefly dominates 
Mr. Beckles Willson's book on The Paris Embassy, 
1814-1920 (Benn). Mr. Willson has admirably hit the 
mean between the trivial and the heavily informative, and 
produced not only a spirited history of the shifting per- 
sonnel of the nid de Pauline but a careful analysis of the 
Prench temper (so consistent in its inconsistencies) and of 
the memorable occasions when the two clashed. Starting 
with the Iron Duke's vain endeavour to persuade the 
French that humanity was at the bottom of our efforts to 
abolish the Slave Trade, we steer dangerously past such 
palpable and impalpable rocks as the Belgian question, 
Tahiti, Spanish marriages, Savoy, Fashoda and the Boer 
War, From the outbreak of the Great War the Embassy, 
which had on the whole functioned (in Lord Dufferin’s 
phrase) as a lightning-conductor, was practically superseded 
by provisional authorities and became “ lar^^ely symbolic." 
I gather that Mr. Willson does not believe that the symbol 
will recover all its old significance. Other agents, however, 
will carry on its work. “There are never any death- 
blows to the Anglo-French Entente j there are only inter- 
vals of sus-pended animation." ' 


Miss Tennyson Jesse’s new story, Moonraker (Heinemann) , 
conveys the rather uncomfortable impression that she has 
set out to write one book, decided a third of the way through 
it to write another, and then, thinking better of it, returned 
after all to her original theme. £he starts off, vigorously 
enough, to tell the tale of Captain Sophy Lovel, of the brig 
Mooyvraker, one of those romantic pirates of fiction whose 
real-life prototypes, whether male or female, were, as a 
matter of cold fact, like most criminals past and present, 
singularly devoid of anything in the nature of true romance. 
Then suddenly Captain Lovel retires into the background, 
leaving the centre of the stage for the time being to the 
negro idealist, Toussaint L'Ouverture, Wordsworth's 
“ most unhappy man of men " ; and he in his turn has to 
step aside in favour of Captain Lovel, who holds the field 
for the remaining third of the story. It is no doubt 
this division of interest on the part of author and reader 
alike which makes both these principal figures appear 
somehow disappointingly shadowy and unconvincing, mere 
rough “ blots," as it were, for a finished picture. For the 
rest, there are some charming bits of description, and a 
capital account of an engagement between the pirate brig 
and a French merchantman. 


Perhaps the most obvious thing to say about Mr. H. L, 
Mencken's passionate diatribe in Notes on Democracy (Cape) 
against the institution as developed in his own -country 
(U.S.A.) is that if things were as black as he paints them he 
would now be in jail. He should try publishing as candid an 
appreciation of autocracy (which 1 am sure he could do 
with equal spirit and conviction) in modern Italy. Demo- 
cracy is the supreme tyranny, with envy as its mainspring, 
according to this lively libertarian and anti-Puritan, who 
with extravagant ingenious phrase and malicious wit 
expresses his contempt for the average man, the bosses, 
politicians and presidents of his native land. Naturally, 
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being an acnfee as ■well as a passionate 
observer, he puts his finger on the flaws 
— the weaknesses, the illusions, the un- 
warranted assumptions — which it v;ill 
profit defenders of Democracy to con- 
sider. But Mr. Mencken does not 
attempt to be fair. It is not claimed 
for Democracy that a special illumina- 
tion is given to the uneducated masses ; 
and as for corruption, which lie notes 
as a specific effect, was there none in 
Tsarist Eussia or Georgian England? 
Thisbookisno more an authentic picture 
of American political and social life than 
were the diverting extracts in Ameri- 
cana, But it makes delightful reading, 
and our author assuredly knows how to 
use words as rapiers and scourges. 


The Missing Piece (from Cassell) falls. 
By any average computation, 
Within the group which on the stalls 
Is labelled ** mystery *’ or “ sensa- 
tion ; ’* 

It starts with murder, and the end 
Eeveals who did the deed and where- 
fore. 

While in between are clues that blend 
To baulkyou — which is what they ’re 
there for. 

And if the story, for its plot, 

Banks, as it does, among the leaders, 
Mrs. DB Orbspiony does not 
End there her claim upon her readers ; 
Her quips and cranks and w^reath^d 
smiles. 

Her little playful turns of diction, 
Locate her many joyful miles 
From ordinary sleuth-hound fiction. 


The phenomena of religiosity are so : ^ 

brilliantly handled in Elmer Ga^iiry " 

(Cape) that it is perhaps impertinent to 
suggest that Mr. Sinclair Lewis only 
explores the surface of his theme and 
conveys no idea whatever of its auri- 
ferous subsoil. The interest of his -'ii • 'jij :, \ ...I.-. 

book, apart from its stoiy, is patholo- (rekimed home from visit 071 the momma after a hitrnlary has taken x^lace). ‘‘And 

gical, and some oi its portraits bear j suppose you slept through it all ? 

more resemblance to the illustrations Meek little Emhmd. “I— ee— tried to.” 

of a popular work of science than the ..-'t:::":” : -- 

meditated canvases of a master. Within these limits, how- ous. The book gains in pace and prestige from the account 
ever, both book and portraits are excellent. Elmer himself, of the fire — a piece of drama only paralleled by the raiding of 
evangelist and purity-campaigner, is traced from the wallow- a very amateurish brothel and a humble beer:house in the 
ings of his Kansas college-days, through an accidental but great purity campaign. These scenes, with that of the 
highly picturesque conversion,” to a flamboyant pastorate gruesome lynch-law meted out to a gentle muddle-headed 
in New York, You see him in a Baptist seminary, discussing anti-Fundamentalist, are not the least notable passages of 
the pros and cons of ordination with a set of minor ruf&ans; a more than notable book, 

in his first cure, seducing the daughter of his deacon; 

“fired,” to become a bagman; up again as the right hand Mrs. Alfred Wingate has ingeniously dovetailed to- 
of a feminine evangelist with occultist leanings ; adrift once gether, in A Servant of The Mightiest (Crosby Lockwood), 
more, after leaving her to perish in a burning hall ; sickened a hundred fragmentary elements of history, legend and 
of single-handed “mysticism ” and glad to get in with the reasonable surmise which centre in the, giant-horrible per- 
Methodists ; unfaithful to his wife but successful with big sonahty of Chingiz Khan. When other sources of the plot 
business ; and finally launching a great campaign against have failed she has not hesitated to supply the missing 
the more convivial forms of vice in a naphtha flare of success, details from her own well-informed imagination. In the 
His early vicissitudes as the shuttlecock of his two predomin- result a figure emerges which may, or of course may not, 
antappetites,powerand women, are vigorous but monoton- resemble closely the historic reality, but certainly appears 
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both coherent and impressive, even although it- may be is not too popular with the patrons of the lending libraries, 
difficult to accept the writer’s opinion that through the Also, though she shows some anti-Eepublican spirit, she by 
monotony of slaughter amid which the Mongol hordes no means thinks the worst of everyone who does not agree 
destroyed the culture and the works of ancient civilisations, with her. It may comfort her to know that one reader at 
leaving in their place sheer stark vacancy, their leader was any rate hails her book as that rare and ^li^atful thing, a 
constantly inspired by something akin to spiritual impulse, novel about Ireland which is fair to both Irish virtues and 
The name he chose for himself— translated as “Very Mighty” Irish failings, and, moreover, , dwells lovingly on all those 

may possibly su^^gest that he considered himself a humble beauties of this most distressful country which only those who 

servant of the Mightiest of all, but the evidence for this is love her know. Her publishers describe the book as having 
pretty slender, while on the writer’s own showing his actions a “ strong love interest,” but Esther Bellamy and Edward 
as a rule were rather those of a king of swine among herds Delamere are not so much heroine and hero as spectators 
of swine, trampling pearls into mud for the love of filth, through whose eyes we take a glance now and then at the 
The Great Khan is certainly intended to be the hero of this inhabitants of Eathpedder; they are neither brought to- 
book yet I think most readers will pass from page to page gether nor separated by the events of this book. Joe 
hoping eventually ^to hear of his overthrow. They must be Delamere, the Irish Privy Councillor, who is introduced to 
warned that it is no use hoping. He keeps ahead with his us as though he were going to be quite an unimportant 
tramplin*^ and destroying until the end. Mrs. Wingate’s! character, develops into one of the most mteresting in the 
work; though it has something] — I book. Young the “ Shin- 


of the fascination of utter wild- 
ness — wildness of country and' 
people and period — and has the 
merit of being at least a plausible 
reconstruction of a very obscure 
era, yet necessarily has the de- 
fects of its subject. In spite 
of occasional fine moments it 
suffers from being over-loaded 
with lists of barbarous names 
and becomes tedious through 
excess of simple killing. 

After reading Cut Flctoers 
(Chapman and Hall) I am 
left with an uneasy feeling that 
Mr. Oliver Onions doesn’t 
think much of me, or of you 
either. It seems that w’e have 
“forgotten” our ex-service 
women, both the living and the 
dead ; or, as J ames Moxon puts 
it as he walks past the Cenotaph 
in the closing paragraphs of 
the book : “ Among all those 
flowers there is never a flower 
for the girls.” But Mr. Onions, 
being entirely honest, has also to 
admit that these women cannot 
evenremember each other. Averil 





admit that these women cannot mu, I’ve eoi pleuty." journalist, first of all in Auck- 

evenremember each other. Avenl land and then in bydney. This 

Eay, a despatch-rider in the War, gave her demobilised grandmother was an extremely vital lady, and I think Mr. 
hand to Sir Horace East and her heart to the founding of a Bolitho does her (and himself) less than justice in not 
club for ex-service women; bub the dub was as tragic a emphasizing the influence she must have continued to exer- 
failure as the marriage. The women simply could not keep cise in Timothy's life. Serious complaint, however, begins 
together; their interests lay in too many different directions, and ends there ; the friendship between Timothy and John 
as I think Averil might have foreseen. So if you and I and, after John's death, Timothy's courtship and marriage, 
have sinned we have done so in excellent company. Nor are described with a calm and freedom from sentimentality 
need your sense of guilt deter you from reading the book, wholly admirable. Later on Timothy journeyed to the 
for Mr. Onions is too good a craftsman to let the purpose South Seas; but his aim, which I take to be unique among 
of a book interfere with its story. Cut Floiuersmll specially writers, was to crush romance and not to create it. If Mr. 
appeal to those women who wish to revive their war-time Bolitho in his next novel w^ould banish “ alright ” from its 
memories and to hear their war-time chatter amusingly; pages my gratitude to him would be multiplied. 


ner ”■ aristocrat, Mrs. Donovan 
the cook, Can 071 Johnson the 
Protestant vicar, and old Father 
Casey are all more important 
than the hero and heroine of the 
“ strong love interest.” But in 
a really Irish novel this is what 
one should.expect— and like. 

Mr. Hector Bolitho is no 
beater of -the big drum, and you 
will find Solemri Boy (Chatto 
AND WiNDUs), a quiet story 
containing a thoughtful and sin- 
cere study of youthful character. ■ 
There were really two Timothy 
Shi'oves. One was the “indi- 
vidual ” boy who longed for I 
expansion and freedom from 
his family and barricade ol 
aunts ; the other was unenter- 
prising and true to Shrove type ; 
and the “individual” Timothy, 
aided both by hi’s‘ grandmother 
and by his bosom-friend, John 
Fieldmg, won the battle and 
escaped from his New Zealand 
home in Opotiki to become a 


and no doubt faithfully, reproduced. Others will find it at 
least a thoroughly readable book. And perhaps even that 


Mr. Punch gives a loud welcome to Let *s Pretend 


“uneasy feeling” will give way to a moment’s reflection. It a very graceful little volume of children’s verse by one of 
was the women’s work in the War which led directly to the bis poets. Georgette Agnew, with drawings by his Ernest 
vote and indirectly to 'much of the freedom they enjoy Shepard — one (or more) for every poem, 
to-day. They have not done so badly. — 

“Woman Shares Invention Secret.*’ 

Miss Ella MacMahon’s Wmd of Dawn (Lane) is a story Headline in Daily Paper . 

of Ireland — real Ireland, not comic Ireland ; and real Ireland Bless her! she couldn’t be expected to keep it. 
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Now that the B.B.C. are broadcast- have often I'un ia the dark is to be 

CHARIVARI A. sounds from the countryside, filled in. Among local pedestrians it is 

A FORTHCOMING bride is to have a the public is requested not to crowd felt that a kill-joy spirit is abroad, 

retinue of thirteen children at her the country lanes when the charabanc 

wedding. This is the sort of thing accordion is being transmitted, “Armed men, fire on Irish troops,*’ 

moVcsa a finrkfirRf.ihinns ^ Ms jan.ul o. rRAAnt hAn.r^linA. Tl: hac hoAn 


wedding. This is the sort of thing accordion is being transmitted, “Armed men fire on Irish troops,*’ 

that makes a superstitious bridegroom said a recent headline. It has been 

thoroughly nervous. It ’s at a stiff fence in a point-to- noticed that men who fire on troops are 

*5,.* point race that one begins to realise what usually armed. 

At certain stages of the Great War is really meant by the landed gentry. ^ 

we were told we were fighting for dear "^^j.*** Our theory about the broken crockery 


life, and the details of the latest Peace 
Budget show that we have got it. 

'fi 

* . . 


Our theory about the broken crockery 
A Bermondsey woman who pleaded in the Neolithic kitchen that has been 
“ Guilty ** to throwing a bowl of goldfish discovered in Hampshire is that it came 
at her husband said she was glad she to pieces in her hand. 

Tf; ifl incf; -nnsiRiKlA fTin.-h fliA >Iv 


Lady members of the Ken Wood did it. It is just possible that the 
Eegular Swimming Club concluded the novelty of the thing appealed to her. It is stated in a daily paper that of 
winter season by competing for a cup, all the ex-Ohancellors of the Exchequer 

and their secretary informed a repre- Mr. Arthur Honnegar says railway- who are still in the House of Commons, 
sentative of a Sunday paper that they engines are full of music. But in Mr. Lloyd George has the largest num- 
in tend to carry on through the summer, comparing them with gramophones you her of Budgets to his credit. But is 


We respectfully marvel “ 
at their hardihood. 

* 

The announcement 
that a monument to the 
farmer’s wife who dis- 
covered Oamembert 
cheese is shortly to be 
unveiled, reminds us 
that the identity of the 
person who first domes- 
ticated the Gorgonzola 
is still uncertain. 

* 

* 

An advocate of motor- 
in g says that it opens 
up a new life. This is 
often only too true. 

* Me 

A lady-paragraphist 
and her friends have 
found amusement in 
pointing out to one an- 
other the animals at _ 





iff 







Eis Wife (injecting country cottage with a vieio to 'purchase) » “Oh, Oybii/, 
isn’t it perfectly delightful ? Do YOU NOTICE ? Heal solid old oak 1 ” 


“ credit ** quite the 
right word ? 

MS * 

Among the wonders 
of veterinary surgery, 
we read of a dog that 
has been fitted with a 
set of false teeth. We 
have long suspected the 
dog next-door of having 
an artificial bark. 

M** * 

Mr. George Eobey, 
in givingevidence about 
a motor-car collision in 
which he was stunned, 
said that when he saw 
the other car he re- 
marked, “Now we are 
in for it." It was un- 
like him not to exclaim 
“Desist I ** 

Ms M 
M* 

On imdiiig of a foot- 


the Zoo that resemble well-known must never forget that they have the ball -match between two teams of 
people. Our feeling is that creatures merit of being able to dash past you at lawyers we are reminded that on these 
in captivity ought not to be subjected sixty miles an hour. occasions it is not unusual for the losing 

to this indignity. ^ side to give notice of appeal. 

* Midges are said to become intoxicated 

“ The Alsatian dog knows what it on the flower of the Purple Arum. We are glad that the difficulties be- 
wants,’* says a weekly paper writer. Boating enthusiasts who are worried by tween The Daily^ Express and the Port- 
And, if we are to believe all the news- these insects should wear this bloom in land Club on the^question of the rules of 
paper reports, it sometimes gets it too. their buttonholes and band the revellers bridge are likely to be settled without 

over to the river police. reference to the League of Nations. 

According to a local paper a Bath - — 

Liberal has been bitten by a dog of this Eaton Bray (Bedfordshire) Council Another Headache for the Historians, 
breed. The animal should have known was told that the County Council em- “Every little while he [Mr. Churchill] re- 
that liberau™ «ol, in s^aon wh.n ployed » many .o.d™n that ,oeoe 

there is an “ r in the month. stood abide to let the others work. And amber-coloured liquid which barely 

yet people say that the standard of lasted out his speech.” — Morning Paper, 

It has been discovered that the in- manners in this country is declining, “One small detail is worth recording. ^Mr. 

T*Tr.« or. # OhurchilL took only one sip from ms glass 

vention ot the harp was due to p a.- * . , . during the whole of the hundred and fifty 

cident. On the other hand the inven- A Nottinghamshire miner s wife com- jnmutes.”~j57w?Mny Paper, 
tion of the saxophone was deliberate, plained to the magistrates that her hiis- ^ 


ou more definite knowledge, I can only describe 

stood aside to let the others work. And g^g g^^^ amber-coloured liquid which barely 
yet people say that the standard of lasted out his speech.” — Morning Paper, 

icf Otift smnll detail is worth rficordinfi*. , IMr. 


manners in this country is declining, “ One small detail is worth recording. ^ Mr. 

* # OhurchilLtook only one sip from his glass 

A XT LI* 1 1 * • » during the whole of the hundred and fifty 

A Nottinghamshire miner s wife com- minutes.”— Paper, 

ained to the magistrates that her hiis- 

.nd TiAalAotAd his work in order to “ When fire broke out in a fat manufacturer’s 


tion of the saxophone was deliberate, plained to the magistrates that her hiis- 

band neglected his work in order to “When fire broke out in a fat manupturer’s 

hobby 

the middle are appearing on the London not exceptional ; many Chelsea artists by the fat, blazed fiercely from all the 
streets. The idea is to stop these two- wives have a similar grievance. . Daily Paper", 

seaters from dodging underneath in a ^ terrible warning of the danger of 

traffic block. A pond in Surrey into which motorists obesity. 
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TO MY PIPE. 

[A. protest, supported by the best financial 
traditions, against the new Tobacco-duty as 
being calculated to restrict the poet’s output,] 

Instrument wlaose fumes inspire 
Me 'with pure Apolline fire 
(So his nartJieXt much the same, 
Held Prometheus*’ gift of flame 
Pinched from high Olympus* portals 
For the benefit of mortals) — 

You whose whiff of honied dew 
Stimulates me through and through, 
I can see your loyal soul 
Burst inside your heated bowl 
"When this tax, which we deplore, 
Makes your contents cost me more. 

I had hoped that in his heart 
Winston cared a bit for Art ; 

Hoped that with the dawn of Spring 
He would want to hear me sing, 

So would let my source of song 
Go unraided. I was wrong. 

He, it seems, has no regard 
For the feelings of a bard ; 

All his instincts run to prose ; 
Therefore through my lyric nose 
I must pay these loathsome dues 
Heaped upon my Working Muse. 

Those who raid the Sinking Fund 
Leave the experts badly stunned ; 
But a worse financial fault 
He commits by this assault ; 

By his tax on baccy laid 
He restricts the poefs trade. 

Yet I think I know, at need, 

How to baffle Winston’s greed ; 
When, poor worm, I make return 
(Schedule E) of wbat I earn, 

I propose to claim remission 
Of this monstrous imposition. 

When I bid him reimburse 
Charges incident to verse, 

Then with paper, pens and ink 
It is my idea to link 
Pipe-tobacco in the sense 
Of an overhead expense. 0. S. 


THE TWENTY-FIRST OF APRIL 

Good gracious me I ” said the Fairy 
Queen, looking at the mother-of-pearl 
calendar hanging above her desk. ‘‘It’s 
Princess Elizabeth’s birthday to-day. 
My favourite god-daughter a whole year 
old ! Now, what can I send her ? 

She darted across to her bookshelf 
and, taking out Vol. VI. (0 — ^E) of the 
Fairy’s Encyclopaedia, she turned up 
Princesses^ Presents for, and scanned 
the list anxiously. It was a very long 
list, starting vtith. Affability and ending 
with Zeal\ but it was not a bit helpful, 
for every one of the gifts mentioned had 
been given to the Princess at heri 
christening by the fairies who had 

4 ' . 


attended that most important event. 
It must be something entirely new and 
original this time, and yet something 
that would increase everybody’s happi- 
ness, for that is the aim of all fairy gifts. 

The Queen pondered deeply and a 
worried frown appeared on her little 
face. It was really very difficult. 
Then she sent for the Court Magician. 

**I want a present for the Princess 
Elizabeth— it 's her birthday,” she ex- 
plained. *<Will you please suggest 
something ? ” 

The Court Magician, who had been 
awakened from his after-luncheon nap 
and was consequently feeling rather 
cross, did not trouble to think at all. 
We will send her a nice husband,” 
he announced. You could not find a 
better present than that.” 

The Fairy Queen hesitated. She did 
not want to offend the Court Magician, 
but — ^well, surely a husband, even a 
nice husband, was rather unsuitable? 
He would get so dreadfully in the way 
in the Eoyal Nurseries, and the Head 
Nurse would very likely give notice if 
she had to take him out for .walks. No, 
that wouldn’t do at all. 

She is a little bit small still,” she 
answered doubtfully. ^‘Only a year 
old— though it is a very good suggestion, 
of course,** she added hastily as the 
Magician’s face darkened. “We will 
certainly bear it in mind for a future 
birthday.” 

But he was not to be appeased. 

“ Oh, well, give her the usual old gift. 
Let every word she speaks turn into a 
pearl,” he said grumpily. 

The Fairy Queen sighed. He was 
really being very tiresome. He knew 
how she hated that sort of present — so 
out-of-date too. 

“ That would have been lovely,” she 
said soothingly, “but, you see, she 
doesn’t talk yet — ^not properly, I mean. 
Only those nice gurgly noises that babies 
make, and I don’t think they would 
quite count, would they? But thank 
you 50 much. It ’s very kind of you to 
have tried to help me.” 

The Court Magician stalked off an- 
grily and the Queen sighed again. Now 
he would be bad-tempered for weeks 
and would go putting nasty spells on 
everybody, and it would all be very un- 
comfortable. Ob, these men ! And to 
talk about a husband for the precious 
babe 1 She must summon her subjects. 
Perhaps one of them would have a good 
suggestion to make. 

But, alas, they were no more helpful 
than the Magician had been. They 
looked very pensive and pretty, but 
they had not an idea in their silly little 
heads, and they were all getting very 
upset indeed, when the youngest-fairy- 
but-six came in. She had been washing 


the face of a baby-cloud when she received 
the summons, and she had flown very 
quickly all the way home on the back 
of a non-stop sturdy little breeze, so 
she arrived quite breathless. 

Now the youngest-fairy-but-six was 
very quiet and shy, but she sometimes 
had ideas, so all the other fairies rushed 
to her as she entered, and they all talked 
at once and tried to explain what was 
wanted, and between the noise they 
made and her own hurry the poor thing 
did not know if she were standing on her 
head or her heels. But after they had 
quietened down and she had rested for 
a moment or two she did have an idea. 

“ Well, Your Majesty,” she said, stam- ' 
merlng a little and very red in the face, ■ 
“you know that mortals, directly they* 
come to what they call years of dis- - 
oretion, cease to believe in us, , . .” 

There was a horrified gasp. Of course 
this was a well-known fact, but it was | 
never even whispered, much less talked ’* 
about in this open manner. 

“ I’m sure there is nothing indiscreet , 
about us really,” she continued apolo- 
getically, “and, if it doesn’t sound con- 
ceited to say so, I do think it is so sad * 
for them not to be able to appreciate us j 
any more. I ’m sure that the reason i 
why grown-ups get old so quickly, and i 
become dull and uninteresting, and are • 
generally so much less attractive than ! 
children, is that they have lost their! 
belief in all romantic and sentimental : 
things — because, of course, we are \ 
rather romantic and sentimental, aren’t i 
we? Don’t you think it would* be 
rather lovely to give the Princess the 
gift of believing in fairies for ever and 
ever and ever ? ” 

The Queen clapped her hands with 
delight. 

“ We will ! ” she cried. “ That ’s the 
best present my god-daughter could 
have ! ” 

So when Princess Elizabeth is quite 
old and people remark on the look of 
perpetual youth in her eyes, and draw 
attention to that little crinkly confiding 
smile of hers which all babies possess 
and so very few grown-ups, everybody 
will know that it was because, on the 
first anniversary of her birthday, her 
godmother gave her the greatest of all 
gifts — to believe in fairies for ever and 
ever and ever. 


Por the Adventurous. 

“Easter Holidays, 

Motor Tours by ’s Pullman Parlous 

Saloon Coaches .” — Provincial Payer. 

After the raid on the Soviet premises 
in Pekin 

“ The arrested persons will be tried and dealt 
with according to their desserts.” 

Scots Payer. 

By their fruits they shall be judged. 










BUY IT AT BURLINGTON HOUSE. 

At the close of las.t year’s exhibition 
of the Eoyal Academy it was stated 
that a lamentably large proportion of 
the exhibits was unsold. As this state- 
ment was a semi-official one, it amounted 
to an acknowledgment of the fact, too 
little realised by the public, that one 
of the main objects of the exhibition 
is commercial. And still Burlington 
House gives no sign of adopting the 
up-to-date business methods by which 
alone can trade be stimulated. 

It is patent to all observers that 
ninety-nine per cent, of the public go to 
the Academy with no more thought of 
buying a picture or statue than they 
would have of buying an animal at the 
Zoo. Indeed it is doubtful if even one 
per cent, of the visitors realises that 
these works are for sale, and not merely 
a collection of exhibits which it is a 
social duty to have seen. 

The remedy is obvious. Smart sales- 
men and saleswomen should, be on duty 
in each room, ready to seize every 
opportunity of cultivating the middle- 
class market, in this manner : — 


“ That is a charming little thing you 
are looking at. Sir (or Modom). Moon- 
rise near Haslemere is the title. Its 
handy size makes it specially suitable 
for the flat or the maisonette. At 
ten nineteen eleven it is a real bargain. 
The management is confident that Miss 
Goulders-Greene’s work will soon be 
worth double her present price.” 

And so in the Sculpture Boom : — 
^^Are you suited, Modom (or Sir)? 
Or may I draw your attention to this 
ingenious statuette of Bacchante, the — 
er — Greek goddess? It would give 
distinction to the moderate-sized en- 
trance-hall, and the raised hands are so 
arranged that they will support an 
electric light if desired . , , 

Customers should be allowed, even 
encouraged, to remove their purchases 
at once, thus making room for selec- 
tions from the large stock of superior 
works that have been crowded out. 

Many, antiquated prejudices would 
of course have to be scrapped before 
Burlington House could be brought 
into line with the great stores. Perhaps 
the most satisfactory solution would be 
for Harridge's to absorb it. 


THE SOHO ILLUSION. 

“I WONDER has it ever struck you,” 
said Edward, about waitresses ? Be- 
cause I think something ought to be 
done.” 

He removed his hom-rims and began 
polishing them vigorously, producing 
for the purpose a large silk handkerchief 
of chaste design. There is nothing 
batik about Edward. 

“You know what happens,” he said, 
“as well as I do. You’re walking 
quietly down the Strand — it happened | 
to be Coventry Street yesterday — I 
when you ’re more or less maimed for 
life by a blow on the shoulder-blade, I 
and you look round and there ’s some 
grinning ass you haven’t seen since the 
good old Borstal days. And then you 
have to leave off crossing the road or 
whatever it is you’re doing and go and 
peck the vitamin with him in some low 
chop-house off Greek Street. 

“Yesterday it was one of those 
artistic places with hard chairs. And 
all the way there he tells you how as 
soon as his illiterate footfall is heard 
round the corner the waitress rushes to 
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the speakiog-tube and tells the people 
downstairs to turn the gas up under 
Mr, Arthur’s chop ; and bow she always 
hides theillustrated papers till be comes, 
and never lets anyone else have his 
table, and gives him the best bunch of 
groundsel or whatever the stuff is, and 
keeps a spare pair of socks handy in 
case he ’s got his feet wet— you know the 
sort of thing. And then what happens? ” 

He paused impressively and replaced 
his glasses. 

In the first place, there isn’t a table, 
so that you have to stand there block- 
ing up the gangway and looking like 
those large china frogs you put um- 
brellas in. Then lifter about five min- 
utes the poor fool who brought you 
says, ‘ Dear me, there doesn’t seem to 
be a table,’ and you count forty and 
make a noncommital noise with the 
adenoids. Like this.” (Here Edward 
produced a sound somewhat resembling 
an unsuccessful gargle, only less re- 
fined.) 

“ Then, after another quarter-of-an- 
hour or so, two people go away from 
the table in the window and you have 
to go and sit up there in full view of 
the public outside, and when you try to 
draw the curtains the manageress comes 
along and stops you because the people 
inside can’t see. (It’s really because 
she hasn’t allowed enough stuff in the 
beastly things, and they’d only go 
about halfway across.) And when you 
tell her you *d like a chop, if it isn’t too 
much trouble, she says, Yes, you shall 
have it at once, and asks you if you ’ve 
seen the Eussian Players. So you talk 
like that for a bit, all hungry and 
cultured, until someone else comes along 
and asks for his bill, and then you can 
go to sleep if you like, or play noughts 
and crosses. 

“ Then when you wake up there ’s a 
large plate of spaghetti in front of 
you, just beginning to congeal. Cloy- 
ing, you know. 1 don’t think there’s 
anything worse,” said Edward, “thau 
eating spaghetti in full view of the 
passer-by, the pedestrian passer-by. II 
you cut it up in lengths you get sneered 
at for an amateur, and if you try the 
continuous stream effect there’s no 
knowing what may happen. Well, you 
wrestle along with that for a bit, and 
then at last, when you ’re so weak that 
you haven’t even the heart to kill each 
other, the waitress appears from some- 
where at the back and cuts you dead. 

** The waitress, you know,” explained 
Edward, “ the one who always keeps a 
spare pair of socks in the knife-basket in 
case it’s raining— the one you heard 
about all the way down Greek Street. 
And the awful part of it is that he 
hasn’t been lying, because there are 
waitresses like that. I’ve met them. 


But they all have a sort of perverted 
sense of humour that makes them do 
that sort of thing — rather like parrots. 
I once knew a man,” said Edward, 
“who had a parrot who could recite 
the whole of Macbeth, with notes ; but 
no one had ever heard him say any- 
thing except ‘ Hello, Ethel I * which of 
course isn’t the same thing. You can’t 
trust them. 

“I only know one exception, and 
that ’s a little girl in a place off Dean 


Street, who has my order on the table 
before I ’ve hung up my hat— a wonder- 
ful girl. She keeps an old umbrella 
behind the cash desk, so that if it turns 
out wet all I 've got to do is to leave 
my stick there instead. One day last 
winter — Tell you what,” saidEdward, 
uncrossing his legs, “if you’re not 
doing anything in particular we might 
as well ooze along there and have a 
spot of lunch. It’s just off Dean 
Street— did I tell you ? ” 
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THE Vo. 

THis artiple, wich i am typlingg is theresiil t of a gbet 
or wager; I was talkingto my frind ME ST john eE- 
the bramatic CEitic ? 

VINe good litrary talk too about the price of stalls and 
wether one o ught to smoke popes at a highh brow play and 
soon so on, when suddenly hee let out in that shy way 
heha-s, you know like a vioiolet opening for 1 moment on 

a foggyday, that he typesall his workk — i dont mean thatt 
he wites it downfirst an then hypes it bot he composesit 
8&69i if yu can call his kind of ritingcom posing, straigt 

onto the lypewriterlike a MAN impAopervising on the 
pianano ; ? ; SO i said of HOUESE that explains how you 

write the awaful mDOK you do for this is how lite- 

rarary pople talkk wen thy gettoge therein a restorant-l an 

the bgreat beutyofthe typlwriteris thatby the juvicious 
use of CAPS you can make your insultts much mor 
emk emkh empatic,i mean wat I SAID was MU Ok 
no, ; 7|? noMUck no damit MUCK ! ! ? emhatically like 
That ; well he wass tongutied if you canimagi ne that i 
think his mouth was fuulT; SO i said i bet i could’n^'t write 
a THINg like thatandhe saidkin dlyof coursse i could, to 
tell you te truth i have nefer rellly mustered this macine | 
before but i said that i would typl an ESSaY on The | 
DEamtic Criticand asfarasi canseei i i I have won my 
already 

bet A beease allthough my ttevn my teckn my teohni- 
qure is improving my ususual pek pello peLLUOlD 

style has agandonedme already ? you see there are two 
allreadies in thesa me sentencealready ; EATal. 

BUT now i will |>ul myselftohether ?|£ WELL the 
only question is is is or is is not libellus to say ofa man 
thak heisa ar'amatic critic,, yu see i was once a dram. 

crii myself @ it hapened this way i met a 

strange EDDitor at 1 unch & be said fWhy dont you do 
thetheatre for us Our mans gone intoo a HOmef I said 
fNo thanhks i dont wantto go into a HOMef Behides ; 
i do’nt know anythinganout acting or duse dam Duse, 
and as for hakespeare the man is a OLosed book tome ” 
he said tf that's capital 

JUstwhatwewantyou 11 bringa fresh mind to itf i said 
i Wont do ithe said youll go tothe WHIPS ofSIn tomor- 
orro,wf & by jove he was right . . . , 
wellibroughtafreshmindtoit Ogolly lookat that, but 
in less than 6 months my mind was likea cargo from the 
argentine when the rebriger-atingimacinery breaks down. 

i do’nt know if it was consstant associooiation with bro 
matic critics or whatbut my hole soul was horrupted ; ; 

WHEn i began i was an absent absolut Christian hot 
before long i I was sououred ? andbelieveme thereis noth- 
ingvinegars aman so surely as seeing3or4 funny plays a 
WEEk .^! ? i never said a word about duse or bemhardrdt 
but i thought of ever y authorasa criminaland evry 
actoras an accessry in the first degree i hated thesightof 
a HALLOfpleasure ,and as for farces i used tototter home 
and cry, so you will never hear me blime blame the 
critics for the waythe y behave ; Indeed i hympathise i 
with them, theonly difference betweenus is thati had the 
decencyto giveit up BUT thereit isand if the men cant 
get any other employ.ment (i'm imploving dontvou thinkf 
and as i i i I IIIIII said to stjohn having begun life i n 
that line myselg it wuld ill become mei said to trow 
slones at men who have got no furth - er BETides they 
ar such sensitive fellows and as I said to STJohn (I am 


improvinkf rather cleverly i thought scratch a criti c i 
said Sratch a critic and you find a martyr) Ha. ; I 

so i want to keep this ESSAy on a compasassionate 
note. & per£ and perhaps asi am typing i can best express 
this grop graphically ; Well, youwatch the poorr critics 
slinking slinking intofee sTalls hatingeverybodyalllalone 
andmydearsucholdfashoneddressjackets ; like this 

% % 7o ^ 7o 7o 7o 

loook at them, always in ones, Did youever see anythin! 
qute so dppressing; Yousee they have absolululutely 
NOFriendsinfact i hear mostof the m have No private li 
fe at alltheyjustliveforthe THEOTEe ; 

butof bourse the jundiced author gets aveery dfferent 
impres8ion?k whenhe peeps down from his boxatthestallshe 
thinks he seesthis 
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Jo Jo 7o Jo Jo Jo » 
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Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo 
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the £s of corse represent the pople whohhave paidfo r 
their seats, the cuple by the gangway are siralfredbutt 

and ME BASil dEan ; the others are critixes 

and then duuringthe bogseene the BIG scene in the 
second ACt t the wretched authr peeeps downandhe thinks 
h e sees thi sf 
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and the pooor foolthink s theyhave allgotogetheratlast 
in the ba foyer; 



BUTITisnt true its a libbel though one or 2 mayhave 
slippedout to telephone their EDDitors to keepmorespaace 
fortheplay,of cours e ; iknow it”s alibelbecuse atthe end 
you allways seee them slllinkingaway to their horribel 
office s still in Ones and and and notinthe least conviyivia 
-l,like this) 

Jo Jo Jo Jo Jo ^ Jo ^ Jo 

isnt it gastly ; ANyone whohas been a Damaticcrittic 
could tell the authr thatits the lastthinginthe worldtomake 
amanconvival and the propoportion thatgoes into HOmesis 
relly infint inginit infiinidesimalff 
so the authormust cheeer uplin one dayhe willbe a rich 
drammatist andbe asked out to dinnerb y the OEITi’cs 
OIrOLE"”” 
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Boletus finishon this note of comhassion. as i said to 
stjohn 0 Lord no OAPitals ! wen i saw that his mouthwas 
full I think Of A Critic as i / i i I thinkofa poor washer- 
woma n whoo spen ds allher li fe passing thrughher hands 




the the enbia the emv the enviable posessions of butter • 
i mean better men, and if she varies the monotony by 
pickingholes in them well who can blame her ; THen 
stJohn opened n his mouth and shily said 2 -19^7;-^ 2 two 
columns of theobserver.so i came home and practisd typing 
tilli attaind the abslute mustery of the intrument which 
you see; Howeveri still maintain thatit plays the duce 
the DBuce with my style ? A. H. 


Our Helpful Press. 

‘*Next week ‘Come into the Kitchen* . . , will be given at the 

B Theatre.”-— ProvinciaZ Paper, 

Theatre . , , Next week: ‘ Come out of the Kitchen.’ ” 

Same paper, same day. 

Hence our uncertainty as to whether the play 's about the 
New Poor or the New Eich. 


The Communist Peril at the Ports, 

“ “Wanted, Two good Red Brickmakers .” — Portsmouth Paper, 

The Spartan Infants. 

An echo of “ Mothering Sunday’* : — 

“ Not one of the babies — on all of whom the vicar bestowed a kiss — 
shed a single tear .” — Daily Paper, 

Commenting upon a statement that three-hundred-and- 
twenty-seven women centenarians have died during the last 
five years The Daily remarks : — 

“The modern young woman, with her golf and tennis, is a great 
contrast to the Yiotorian young lady, with her swoons and smelling 
salts and her romantic disposition to be fatigued.” 

We don’t know about the Victorians, but the Georgians 
born in the twenties of the last' century seem to have been 
a fairly tough lot. 
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near a broken window with a catapult Once perhaps the young Paul will 
CH I OAG O POLITICS. ]^q — despair. He is only an errand-boy, and 

Yeab after year, by means of cinema t o ii#> t chances of life seem all against him. 

sub-titles, through wireless aud radio- -- Companions will have tempted him 

beams, through the construction of catapuii. ^ courses, tried to seduce him 

gigantic aeroplanes, America grows He will make other historic remarks, into gambling in wheat futures or can- 
nearer to England. Sometimes I wake ,, J^eat. Wrapping his few posses- 

up in the night with a cry. I have “ There is no royal road to learning gions, a belt of cartridges, a velvet mask 

dreamt that with a long-grinding crash tiKieieie, ^ ^ of ^nide alcohol, in his hand- 

America has hit England, his instructor will tell him ; and he kerchief, he turns his back on Chicago, 

Then I remember that there is in will reply — accompanied by his pet piebald rat. 

reality Ireland in between them to act „ Three miles away he falls asleep by the 

as a buffer, and go off happily to sleep ^ ^ ’ roadside. Then he stirs and wakens, 

again. at the same time placing the instrument There is a noise. What is it ? Surely 

In the daytime I carry on with my quietly in the fire. not ! Yes, it must be — the distant 

project of making American movies on He will shoot the next-door cat with rattle of machine-gun fire. 

English soil. In case I have not suffi- an air-pistol. Turn again, Paul Jones,” 

ciently explained this project to leaders „ j right hand lo the the shots seemed to say to him — 

of Pwcfe I will outline It again. 

The English public, it appears, will revolver butt, Turn again, Paul Jones, thrice Mayor 

only stand for American films. For he' will cry, in a touching and beautiful of Chicago, 


beams, through the construction of ^ 

gigantic aeroplanes, America grows He will rr 
nearer to England. Sometimes I wake There is 
up in the night with a cry. I have 
dreamt that with a long-grinding crash 
America has hit England, ^ his instruct' 

Then I remember that there is in will reply — 
reality Ireland in between them to act t^This 's i 
as a buffer, and go off happily to sleep ^ 

again. at the same t 


English films it has no use at all, I close-up- 
but for American films 

it will stand until the — - 

house is full and the — 

gentlemen in uniform 

push it down the marble := — ^ “=1 j 

stairs. =- 

Very well then. Let / 

American films be made > l'' 

in England. If we get ^ 

anything wrong with i 

the language, the cus- ^ % 

toms, the scenery or the V 

interiors -of the great ( 

Golden West so much 
the better. That is ^ 
exactly what happens 
when films dealing with 
English life are *manu- 

faotured at Hollywood. " " 

If Iwerenotsomuchoc- A P: 

cupied with the Budget EvEetiNa on xhe 

and school bills I should 

hire a studio at once. One cannot have I “ and I 




In the distance he can see the terror- 
stricken police taking 

^ cover behind dustbins, 

armoured 
lorriesconductingvoters 
to the poll. Once again 
good fairy that at- 
tendedhis birth seems to 
bewithhim. He repeats 
I^ONaFELLow^s beauti- 

be missed if 
another succeeds us 
To reap down the fields 
which in spring we 

sows ^ and who 
ploughs is not missed 
by the reaper, 

He is only remembered 
by w'hat he has done. ” 




A PIONEER OP THE BERET. 

Evening on the ranch. The return from civilisation. 

j have I “and I will never withdraw it until I Yat Sen. 


He thinks of Emer- 
son. He thinks of 

beard. He thinks of Sun 

His part is to take the torch 


children educated in negroid dances for I drink turtle-soup in the Town Hall.” from those who have fallen and to carry 

n 1 1- _ 


nothing in these days. a ^ ;i ^ 

I should begin by making a picture Treastirl Island— 
of Municipal Life in Chicago. I should island— 

not call it that, of course, but something “ Pif^en men on a 
rather snappier— say, “What Price Yo-ho-to, and a 1 
Old Glory,” or “ Boss Jones.” ” I would soone 

One seems to see the story growing, poem,” 

Paul Jones would be marked out almost declare 


‘‘Pifteen men on a dead man’s chest, 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum ! ” 


from his cradle for something big. His 
mother, standing by it, will murmur 
with a proud smile — 

“ Some day, Heaven helping, my 
little Paul may be mayor of this mighty 
burg.” 


And yet again, after reading in f • The civic laurels seem to shine 
^eastire IsUnt- before him once again. He returns to 

the dust of the arena. 
“EetrenehmentandEeform”-that’s 

^0"'JjL0‘~JbL0* smd 9i botjuXo ot mixi ! ■ ^ • i n it > ttt i 

^ ^ * the motto of PaulJones life. He knows 

“ I would sooner have written that what the poor want in the great black 
oem,” city of Chicago. They want cash. He 

0 will declare, knows what the thirsty want. They 

than have signed the Declaration These thinp he is out to 

. _ - - CIVA r.hPTYi IrAft-mnfy enma tnv himaAlt oa 


of Independence.” 

Little Sadie or Mamie will come into 


give them, keeping some for himself as 
a guarantee that he is not proud. 

He has studied municipal tactics. 


his life. She will be a child of his He knows where to post snipers up 
own class — none ot the aristocrats on back alleys, the precise moment during 


Lakeside — a daughter of the people, a political oration when a life-preserver 
And not long afterwards, by breaking trained to secrete methylated spirit on or a crow-bar will most forcibly tell. 

' a bottle of milk over the head of the her person and to use the stiletto from Practice has made his throat like 
hired girl who refuses him gin, he will her earliest years. To her he will asbestos, and never was there a swifter 

show that his mother’s faith is no idle be always faithful. He means to use finger on the trigger. 

^ her as a decoy-duck and a spy in deal- There is a fine moment when Sadie 

The little Paul will grow up in the ing with opposition gangs down in the or Mamie is about to be lured away 

way that little boys predestined for secret vaults, where itiunicipal candi- under the influence of a Methodist 
great careers do grow up. Found dates are nominated by the ratepayers, preacher. All seems lost, and there is 
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[“ Tlie Income Tax Acts are to be re-written in simple language .” — Daily Paper.'} 
Me. ‘*HAVESr*T I FOB YEARS BEEN BAYINO IP THEY WANT THE ORDINARY MAN 
TO UNDERSTAND THEM THEY MUST MAKE THE LANGUAGE OP THE INCOME TaX AcTS 
SIMPLER ? You ’ye heard MB SAY THAT OYER AND OYEB AGAIN. AND NOW AT LAST 
I SEE THEY ARB GOINa TO DO ITI ** 

She. “Poor lambI Then you won^t be able to keep on saying it/* 


a wonderful close-up where she is seen 
registering conversion, with a hymn- 
book in her hand. Paul Jones appears 
with a shot-gun. 

“ You weren’t going to fall for that 
guy, were you ? Who gave you them 
sparkles ? ” 

Sadie looks at her left hand. On it 
is a diamond ring, looted from the house 
of a sausage lord. 

“ Oh, Paul ! ” 

He shoots the Methodist Preacher in 
the face, and she falls rejoicing into his 
arms. 

Comes, later, the great scene of his 
triumph. The stage is set for a muni- 
cipal contest, as these affairs are con- 
ducted under the star-spangled in the 
greatest city of the West. It is night- 
time. The sky is full of Very lights and 
golden rain. Houses are falling like 
cardboard in the principal streets. 
There is a deafening crash of artillery, 
produced by the orchestra. Patrols 
are cutting the barbed wire round the 
polling-booths. Paul Jones meets his 
principal rival in a deadly hand-to- 
hand combat which can be pictured 
either in slow motion or more rapidly, 
according to taste. They use daggers, 
pistols, hand-grenades, fists, feet, and 
finally teeth. Paul Jones slowly bites 
the Democratic candidate to death. ' 

Then amid salvoes of rifle fire he tours 
the devastated area in a motor-car, Vith 
Sadie or Mamie at his side. His life’s 
ambition is won. He is the Eepublican 
Mayor of Chicago, and fades out with 
a bandage over one eye, a glass of 
potato spirit in his right band, and the 
chain and star of office about his torn 
but magnificent chest. 

I think it would be sure to go. 

— - - — ■ Evob. 

DEPARTMENTAL RHYMES. 

The Ministry op Agriculture and 
P iSHBRIES. 

The Ministry of Ag. and Pish. 

Does everything that one could wish 
To foster, guide and chaperon 
Those industries it calls its own; 

And it would be unkind to chaff 
The members of its faithful staff 
Who seek no rest and find no peace, 
But labour always. to increase, 

By deeds of departmental derring, 
Corn, flesh and fowl and good red 
herring. 

No slackness is allowed to smirch 
Their splendid record of research, 

No doubts molest their firm reliance 
On methods blessed by modern science. 
One expert, in his spacious lab., 
Observes the habits of the crab ; 
Another takes his grain of wheat, 

His whiting or his sugar beet 


And tries by some ingenious test 
What mode of living suits it best ; 
While others dedicate their lives 
To proving how the ploughman 
thrives 

Who mitigates his dull vocation 
With intellectual recreation, 

And spends an hour of leisure daily 
Playing upon the ukelele. 

The farmer strolling round his pad- 
dock. 

The fisherman in quest of haddock, 
Unite to sing with grateful glee 
The praises of their Ministry. 


Eude simple souls, they lack that store 
Of expert scientific lore 
On which alone success depends, 

And this their kind Department sends. 
Por, if calamities befall 
The men who till, the men who trawl— 
If beasts contract the foot-and-mouth, 
If blizzards blow from north or south, 
If prices slump and credit fails, 

If nets are rent by sportive whales, 
The Staff is ready in a trice 
To help them with its best advice, 

On land or. sea, in drought or storm, 
Sent free of charge in pamphlet form. 

C. L, M, 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 


Mother. "Gbacious heavens 1 dbaeest child, what mave you done to your eace? You look positively ghastly.” 
DmghUr, But it ’s meaet to be like that, Mummy. It *s ‘ Boudre Oadavee ’ and terribly smart.” 


IF THE ARMY ADVERTISED. 

The Army, I fear, is not up to date. 
It doesn’t advertise properly. I look 
everywhere in the magazines ; I search 
the massed hoardings of country roads i 
and rural beauty spots ; I scan at night : 
the dazzling scintillations of the south 
bank of the Thames, but, except for a 
few recruiting-posters outside the War 
Office and on police-station back-doors, 
I see no reference to the Army. Yet, 
after all, when you come down to basic 
facts, the Army is a commercial concern. 
The tax-payer forks out for the Army 
estimates, which go to feed and pay the 
soldiery; while in return the soldiery 
protect the tax-payer from his enemies, 
entertain him with searchlight tattoos, 
give him occasional manoeuvres and a 
march-past, and provide a steady flow of 
husbands for his domestic servants. 

But if the Army doesn’t pull its socks 
up and do a bit of advertising, the 
Commons will turn round one of these 
days and say, “ We don’t hear much 
of our Army ; we ’ll only give ’em half 
pay next year.” Or a taxpayer will 
complain that he isn’t getting full value 
because Jie doesn’t live in a garrison 


town. Or some judge will say, What 
is the Army ? Is there one ? ” 

It is time the Army realised all this 
and organised itself on proper business 
lines by appointing a D.A,A.G. (Deputy' 
Assistant Advertiser General) at the 
W ar Office. I venture below a few sug- 
gestions as to what we might expect if 
this were done, and I hope they will be 
taken to heart in the Battle-Box. 

Our morning paper would display 
amongst tbe news the daily advertising 
article of MarSy on these lines : — 

“One of the principles of this big' 
military House is to ensure the comfort 
of its patrons. To this epd a spacious I 
Typists* Lounge has just been opened 
near the Palm Court . . . 

And on the advertisement pages : — ; 

The British Army su])]^lus the best, 
and cJieajpest Walkers Out. 

Tariff. 

Privates of the Line — 2/6 per evening 
and cigarettes supplied. 

6d. extra for Guardsmen. 

1/- extra for Kilted Eegiments. 

N.B. — A fine stock of assorted N.C.O.’s ; 
on demand. 

Write for Illustrated Catalogue. ^ 


The Personal Columns would contain 
subtly- worded insertions, such as : — 

Goo-goo.— Left you to join Army. Better 
food. 

The London hoardings would of 
course be fertile soil and every branch 
of the service would have its special 
posters for this. The Eoyal Artillery 
would show a picture of a gupner officer 
with a howitzer firing vigorously at a 
distant hostile blockhouse, and under- 
neath it would be written : — 

He loorCt he happy till he gets it / 
The Eoyal Tank Corps would have a 
picture of a battalion of infantry getting 
badly handled by a superior force, and 
underneath : — 

They wished they had had Tanks, 
Use Whippets and be Safe. 

The Eoyal Army Service Corps would 
have a picture of a column of supply 
lorries entitled : — 

Your food comes to you by instalments 
every day. 

Delivered to your Mess in plain vans. 
The slogan of the Pay Corps would 
of course be everywhere — 

The Pay Corps Ne^oer Owes, 
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Other branches might advertise a 
little differently. - The Army Clothing 
Department would take a page in a 
fashionable journal and say: “That 
j quiet correctness of style which dis- 
' tinguishes the well-dressed British 
private has set the standard which 
armies the world over follow . . 

The Staff naturally would not ad- 
vertise so blatantly. At the most there 
would be a courteously-worded letter 
saying that “ our Captain Charming 
will be pleased to wait upon you at your 
convenience ; and the Captain would 
have a visiting-card in the best style: — 


GENERAL STAFF, 
Wae Office. 

Troops moved. 


Further afield, however, ^ the War 
Office would be less modest. In big 
advertising centres such as Hindhead 
and Chanctonbury Ring you would find 
six-foot hoardings requesting you to 

PATRONISE THE ARMY. 
EXPEDITIONS UNDERTAKEN TO ANY 
DISTANCE. 

Or setting out the following attrac- 
tions : — 

ALL FORMATIONS UP TO ARMY CORPS 
MOVED AT SHORTEST NOTICE. 
SLIGHT EXTRA CHARGE FOR 
AEROPLANES. 

WARS SUCCESSFULLY CONCLUDED. 
RIOTS QUELLED BY HUMANE 
METHODS ONLY. 

! 

i A glance through the magazines 
would bring advertisements such as the 
following to light : — 

Feom the House op the Stationery 
Office. 

Just Published, 

A thrilling new serial, entitled 
“Army Orders for June.” 

An Epic of Military Life. 

Or 

The G.O.G, London Gommand an- 
nounces that he is now in a position to 
supply Companies and Platoons to non- 
garrison towns during the holiday season. 

Terms by Arrangement. 

In every barracks there would be 
local advertisements. Entering our 
well-known Ypres Barracks one day, 
the casual visitorwouldfind the Quarter- 
master’s Branch running an Eat More 
Bully campaign, while, outside the 
Officers’ Mess, Privates Barrel and Butt 
would try to sell you flags for the 
“Distressed Officers’ Cocktail Fund.” 
The Pay- Sergeant would be conducting 
distributions of pamphlets stating that 
each Friday he will pay out ** credits 



“This is the colour that’s all the go in London; it’s what they call 

‘JADED GREEN.’” 


on note of hand alone,” and a placard 
outside the Sergeants’ Mess would 
adjure you to “keep that E.S.M. com- 
plexion;” while the Junior N.O.O.'s 
would ask, “ Has father joined the Cor- 
porals’ Club ? ” Even Private Muzzle, 
the sanitary man, would have little 
handbills pasted about the place telling 
you to 

Have a clean barracks I 
Muzzle does it while you sleep I 
Let Muzzle do it I 

Finally, in the advertisement pages 
f of the Sunday papers there would be- 
Igin to appear “testimonials” like the 
following : — 

Taken at random prom many 
letters received. 

My dear Field-Marshal, — For years 
I suffered from bad eyes. They used 
even to wake me up by failing open 
at night, and I could barely get in ten 
hours’ sleep. Since I took a six-year 
course in your Army, however, I noticed 


an enormous improvement. After only 
a fortnight’s recruit training I found I 
was sleeping quite well, and, after a 
series of lectures from the Second-in- 
Command, this became habitual. Short 
lessons on visual training, such as look- 
ing out for the Orderly Officer when 
smoking in the sentry-box, or spotting 
the Sergeant-Major at a distance, 
further improved my keenness of vision. 

Now that I am discharged, not only 
can I sleep well, but I take a thoroughly 
healthy visual interest in my neigh- 
bours and surroundings. 

The Binoculars, 

Bathsheba Boad, Bath, 

The original can be viewed on appli- 
cation at the War Office Advertisement 
Department. A. A, 

“Big U.S. Order for Tees.” 

Headhm in Daily Paper. 

In readiness for the Open Golf cham- 
pionship. 
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on the following morning that we had gave it a trial, but found that total im- 
TH E SALAM AN D ER. ^ash up before as well as after break- mersion so soon after luncheon was in- 

O^est la veritable salamandre,** said fast. Knally my wife suggested that I imical to the process of digestion. 
Monsieur Albert, the house-agent, paus- should limit myself to three hot baths Our main problem, however, was the 
ing before the anthracite stove in anthracite stove. The trouble 


the front-'room. 

We regarded it without interest. 

'‘Of course there is no bath- 
room? *’ said my wife tentatively. 

Monsieur Albert turned and 
looked at her with the roguish 
smile of the conjurer about to 
produce the rabbit from the hat. 
“Ah,” he replied, “je vais vous 
faire voir une originalite.” 

He conducted us through the 
flat to the kitchen, and, throwing 
open a large cupboard in one of 
the walls, revealed a really very 
respectable white-enamelled bath 
with a geyser. 

“Yoila, Madame!” 

This was more than we had 
dared to hope foi\ “We will take 
the appartement,” I said at once. 

“Mais, Monsieur, vous n*avez 
pas encore vu les autres pieces, les 
chambres-a-coucher, le ” 

“It is enough, Monsieur,” I 
said; “there is a bath.” And 1“ 
led him back to the salle-a-manger. 

Our business was soon trans- 
acted. He handed me an inven- 
tory of the furniture and effects ; 

I handed him three months* rent. 
The flat was ours. 

Before taking his leave Mon- 



j/kii 

ms,, 


m/ I 


% 




‘No SOONER WERE WE ESTABLISHED HERE THAN 
GENEVltlVE DESCENDED UPON US.” 


anthracite stove. The trouble I 
with the stove was that it was alto- 
gether too thorough-going ; there I 
were no half-measures about it. 
Unless filled to the top it went 
out ; when filled to the top it 
emitted so intolerable a heat that 
on the fourth morning we had to 
take our chairs into the passage 
leading from the salle-a-manger 
to the kitchen. No sooner were 
we established here than Gene- 
vieve descended upon us. Was it, 
she asked, that we mistrusted her 
that we approached ourselves thus 
so close to the kitchen ? But never 
of her life had anyone yet accused 
her of idleness. It was not neces- 
sary that we should espy her. We 
assured her that we had no wish 
to derange her. She possessed our 
entire and unabated confidence* 
She was all, and more than all, 
that we had ever suspected that a 
femme de manage could be. But 
the stove — who could endure a 
heat so excessive ? 

At the end of a week I decided 
that something must be done. Not 
only was the passage as a sitfeing- 
out place beginning to pall on us, 
but relations with Genevieve were 
becoming so strained that we 


sieur Albert walked across the room and a week, taken at two in the afternoon ; were daily expecting an ultimatum from 
laid his hand fondly, lingeringly, on the this, she thought, would give the kitchen her. 

polished top of the anthracite stove. time to recover by the evening, if w© “Salamander or no salamander,*’ I said, 

“La veritable salamandre,” he mur- kept a really good fire going there. I “v^ritableor other, the stove must go.” 
mured. Then with a sigh ‘‘ If we could only get rid 


mured. Then with a sigh 
he tore himself away and 
departed. 

Looking back to the earlier 
days of our tenancy of the 
flat, I am prepared to admit 
that the bath was a good 
one. Unfortunately there 
were difficulties in making 
use of it, and I had almost 
immediately to relinquish 
my original intention of 
taking a daily hot tub before 
breakfast. This operation 
filled the kitchen with steam 
and Mademoiselle Gene- 
vieve, our femme de mdnage, 
who arrived at nine o'clock, 
with despair. It was, she 
declared, insupportable that 
one like herself, with an 
hereditary tendency to 
bronchitis, should be made 
to labour in a fog. A similar 
drawback attached to bath- 
ing at night. Everything 
: in the kitchen was so damp 



“ ‘ I KNOW,’ SHE SAID ; ‘LET ’S PUT IT IN THE BATH.” 


of it,*’ said my wife, “it 
ought to be perfectly easy to 
put an ordinary grate in the 
fireplace. There is a groove 
for the bars to fit into, but 
they have been taken out. 
We shall probably find them 
in the cellar.” 

A search in that quarter 
proved that her surmise was 
correct. 

The question remained 
what to do with the stove. 
We did not care to retain it 
in the salle-a-manger, even 
under the disguise of an 
occasional table or an extra 
sideboard; in either of the 
two bedrooms it would be 
equally de trop ; if we cast it 
out of the window the muni- 
cipal authorities would prob- 
ably hurl it back at us. 

We seemed to have reached 
an impasse when suddenly 
my wife was seized with an 
inspiration. 
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“I know,” she said; “let’s put it in 
the bath. Of course it will mean'' that 
we shan’t be able to use the bath any 
more, but we can manage with one of 
those flat tin things in the spare bed- 
room, And we shan’t have to be con- 
tinually drying the kitchen.” 

On reflection I agreed. After all, the 
bath, as far as I was concerned, had 
already lost much of its early glamour. 

The salle-a-manger is now comfort- 
ably warmed by a small but bright fire 
in an open grate, and Genevieve, re- 
lieved of our presence in the passage, is 
all that there is of the most amiable. 
It is true that I have to a certain extent 
lost the bath habit, but, as my wife says, 
while we are in France we may as well 
try to be as French as possible. 

There remains in the ointment but a 
single fly. Sooner or later Monsieur 
Albert, the house-agent, will pay us 
another visit. When that day arrives 
we shall be faced by two alternatives : it 
will be necessary either to vacate the 
flat or to murder Monsieur Albert and 
put him in the bath with the salamander. 
Nous verrons. 


From a politician’s letter : — 

“If he were to rejoin by tu guodwe, West- 
minster would enjoy the reputation which was 
once associated with Billingsgate,” 

Evening Paper, 

It certainly seems a very gross ex- 
pression. 


THOUGHTS ON THE BUDGET. 

I AM one of many, doubtless, whose 
Easter vacation has been overcast by 
the vexatious Budget introduced last 
week. 

It offended against both British pre- 
cedent and my personal disposition. I 
have seen forty Aprils, but never a 
Budget like this one. If I were the 
sort of man to bother my head about 
the nicer points of national finance I 
might find something to rouse genuine 
anger. But as an average Englishman 
I find nothing that calls for indigna- 
tion, nothing that can be said to 
threaten the downfall of the Empire, 
alas, or to point to a disregard for the 
pockets and the simple pleasures of 
the people at large. It is indeed a 
keen disappointment that the Budget, 
so-called, leaves mo with no sense 
whatever of being oppressed or ex- 
ploited. 

Had the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer seen his way to put sixpence 
on the Income Tax I should have been 
justified in speaking my mind very 
freely, both at home and at the club, 
about such a gross injustice. The 
country would then have been going 
rapidly to the dogs, and I should have 
written letters to the local newspaper, 
to the chief organs of the London Press 
and to our Member. But as things are 
I feel like a duck out of water. At 
times I wonder whether this is indeed: 


the English April of which the poet 
sang. 

In my own home this unsatisfactory 
Budget has lost me much of my prestige. 
For many years on Budget morning 
the family have assembled punctually 
at the breakfast-table and waited in 
silence for me to arrive and to scan 
the summary in The Times newcpaper. 
Thereafter they have listened lo my 
remarks. 'More than once they have 
one and all blenched, and servants have 
been known to drop dishes. But 1927 
will go down in the annals of my house- 
hold as a sad exception,when a dismayed 
silence prevailed instead of a steady 
utterance of plain English. It was not 
that the Budget was above criticism ; 
the trouble was that I could not think 
of anything to say against it until the 
meal was long over. 

That is the rotten sort of Budget it 
was. - — - 

Abbreviation’s Artless Aid. 

From a commercial traveller’sreport: 

“ I was not able to see Mr. bub I had 

a long chat with his ass.” 


“Colonel Sir Victor Mackeniiio, the com- 
manding officer, headed the 2nd Battalion of 
the Scots Guards in the march to the military 
railway siding at Aldershot to-day, where they 
entrained for Southampton and China, The 
total strength was 26 officers and 88| men.” 

Provincial Paper, 

Surely the “ quarter-bloke” wasn’t left 
behind. 






THE CLUB. 

{By a sometime Besides in South India.) 

i The Club stands tip magnificent ; there ’s marble in the hall, 

There ’sparqnet in the dining-room and trophies on the ■wall, 

There are reading-rooms and card-roonis and billiard-rooms 
and bars, . 

And pillar, porch and portico shine^radiant as the stars. 

A stately palace is the Club, but a stodgy palace too, “ 

For it hears no beat of little feet its' long halls echoing 
through, 

It hears no little yoioes call, as palaces should do. 

-A. 

We’re all good fellows in the Club, we laugh and chat and 
smoke 

O’er many a salty anecdote and many a pungent joke ; 

We’ve a tennis-court, a racquet-court, a swimming-bath, 
a gym, 

And the company a man desires the Club shall give it him. 

Yes, we ’re all good fellows in the Club— but, alas 1 we ’re 
also old. 

And the brightest feels a trifle lost and the stoutest heart 
turns cold 

When the hundred-thousandth game is played and the 
millionth story told. 

We live like princes in the Club, for twice a day at least 

To tempt our lordly appetites they spread a noble feast ; 


We * ve turtle-soup and mangosteens and cream and caviare 
We ’ve the mellowest Madeira and the soulfullest cigar. 

Oh, yes, we live like fighting-cocks ; but it sometimes seems 
to me 

I ’d swop it all for the scones-and-jam of Someone’s nursery 
tea — 

A many fewer things to eat, but a better place to be. 

Nay, turtle--soup and marble halls and after-dinner joke, 

I ’d swop them all for a certain house and certain little folk ; 
There ’s but one trick for cheating time, and that ’s to live 
with youth, ’ 

And we ’re all old fellows in the Club, and there ’s the sober 
truth. 

An old life, a lonely life we live when all is said, 

And a lonely life ’s a dull life, and a dull life ’s a dead ; 

The Club ’s A1 — but oh that I had a home again instead ! 

: H.B. 

“ The bride was given away by her brother, who looked very pretty 
in white georgette with silver beads ,” — Provincial Pajper* 

It must have been the reporter who gave him away. 


From a description of Meissonier’s “ 1814 ” : — 

“It shows the Emperor on his white charger, * Copenhagen,’ in the 
midst of his disconsolate and retreating stafi, including Ney.” 

Daily Paper. 

It’s a pity the artist didn’t paint a companion picture, 
“ 1815,” showing Wbllinoton on “ Marengo.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



THE JUGGLEE AND HIS AUDIENCE OF EXPEETS, 


Spring Song of the Chancellor of 
THE Exchequer. 

hees seeking honey 
'When blossoms are gay, 

I gather your money 
Wherever I may, 

And even the man loho has none — he has 
still got to pay. 

On tomes in the barrel 
That tvarm and entrance, 

And silken apparel 
Imported from France, 

I bend, as the boivman his quarrel, my 
sensitive glance. 

The smokes that assuage us 
Pay tribute io me ; 

It may be oxitrageous, 

But cocoa and tea, 

That some ladies get so rampagious on^ 
these remain free. 

Your blazoned escutcheon, 

Your Fido and Spot, 

I don't collect much on, 

But still have a shot. 

While Death, when he lays his fell clutch 
on you, brings me a lot. 

The man loith a passiony^ 

For horses that racef 
The lady of fashion ^ 

Bi perfume and lace, 

The car that you spend yoifr spare cash 
on, the beasts of the cfiase, 


The net I throw catches, 

Its toils I prepare 
For glucose and matches 
And pottery ware, 

And of all of your income it snatches a 
leonine share. 

, But where shall I wander 
For gold to appease 
Departments that squander 
And spenders that squeeze ? 

I have sought high and low, here and 
yonder ; nought's left me to seize. 

' The Boad Fund — they grudge it — 
I 've stolen away ; 

I've managed to fudge it 
About Schedule A, 

But at least I have balanced my Budget, 
mid that is enough for the day. 

Monday, April 11 th. — ^The House pre- 
sented a scene of gloomy animation. At 
the outset the Labour benches supplied 
most of the animation and the rest of 
House the gloom. There was nothing 
gloomy however about the Chancellor 
OF THE Exchequer. “ I cannot present 
myself before the Qommittee in the 
guise of an impartial judge/' he said; ** I 
am only the public executioner.” Blither 
executioner never drew snickersnee. 

As it became evident that the execu- 
tion was being conducted in a masterly 
fashion, that a Budget of magnificent 
ingenuity, unfolded in a speech of bril- 
liant and light-hearted audacity, was 


directing the hot pincers and boiling 
oil against the bodies of those best able 
to bear them, the gloom transferred 
itself to the Labour benches and the ani- 
mation to the faces of Mr. Churchill’s 
supporters. J ust for one moment — when 
the Chancellor announced his inten- 
tion of collecting the whole of Income- 
tax, Schedule A (Property Tax) at one 
fell swoop, instead of two — the Conserva- 
tive smile assumed a certain frostiness, 
but it never wholly disappeared again. 

The coal strike, Mr. Churchill esti- 
mated, had cost the country a trifle of 
£150,000,000 or so. Eevenue was 
down £17,500,000 and Expenditure up 
£14,500,000 in consequence. Never- 
theless the nation had kept the even 
tenor of its way, and the only thing con- 
sumed in diminished quantities during 
the coal stoppage was beer. 

Estimates for the coming year were 
£28,000,000 up on those of two years 
ago. How was that accounted for? 
Members could see, by referring to the 
Blue Paper — he had taken especial 
pains to see that it was blue — that 
these increases arose from the “laws 
and decisions of other Parliaments.” 

And so on, through a majestic web 
of figures by which the Chancellor 
sought to prove that the present Gov- 
ernment had been the soul of economy. 
Innocent of extravagance as it was, the 
Government nevertheless proposed to 
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abolish the Ministry of Mines, the expedient, short of increasing the in- the Government expected to save by 
Ministry of Transport and the Depart- come-tax, that ingenuity could devise, the suppression of the three condemned 
ment of Overseas Trade. He had left no source untapped, no Departments, he replied that the trans- 

Mr. CHUECHiLr* then turned to the hidden store unrifled. There was little fer would not in itself effect any great 
question of the revenue for 1927. Still for the House to do but to deplore the saving. It indicated, however, the 
the little optimist, he saw no reason to circumstances that drove" the Chan- spirit in which the Government had 
review his estimate of the Betting Tax cellor op the Exchequer to such a “ addressed themselves to their duties 
yield. Whisky, on the other hand, was searching and comprehensive pursuit, in regard to the task of the curtailment 
down, A shrill *‘Hear, hear I” from Colonel Lane-Eox, who, it may have of expenditure.” 

Lady Astor drew from the Chan- been mere fancy, sounded even more The general attack on the Budget 
cellor the comment, “ I do not think strangulated than usual, told Mr. was led by Mr. Snowden. His long 
we are likely to learn much from the Paling that he did not know of any speechwasmainlydevotedtocriticising 
liquor legislation of the United States.” colliery that had changed from a seven- the Chancellor's complete failure to 
Income-tax, he estimated, would yield a and-a-half to an eight-hour day. Mr. secure economy. He also denounced 
paltry £232,000.000. More encourag- Kirkwood, a propos of a question con- Mr. Churchill's big discount cohver- 
ing was the Motor- Licence Tax, I 1 sion, and pointed out that 


ing was the Motor-Licence Tax, 
which was progressing (like 
some of the vehicles that sup- 
port it) by leaps and bounds. 
It was leaping and bounding so 
fast that the Chancellor had 
decided to hypothecate the 
£12,000,000 Eoad Fund sur- 
plus left over from his previous 
raid on it. 

Having made it clear that 
he had never dreamed of “pre- 
senting himself before the re- 
mote tribunals of posterity” 
as a culprit who had raided 
I the Sinking Fund, Mr, Church- 
ill informed the House that 
he proposed to combine the 
income-tax and super-tax in a 
single graduated tax, rising by 
harmonious curves from the 
lowest rate to ten shillings in 
the pound, and payable on the 
previous year’s income. Sim- 
plified forms would put the fin- 
ishing touch to income-tax 
without tears. 

Oratorically, if not finan- 
cially, it was a notable perform- 
ance, the performance of a 
public executioner who pauses 
between executions to juggle 
with his thumb- screws and 
swallow his sword, Mr. Llovd 
George called him the merriest 
tax-collector since the days of 
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JUransatlantic Yi^itor {to vendor of Japanese irich-ftowei’s). 
Sat, what kinda cocktail is that?” 


Consols and War Loans stood 
lower than when he himself 
had vacated the Chancellor- 
ship. While he had been able 
to make conversions at £4- 125. 
interest, Mr. Churchill, two 
years later, was only able to 
convert at £4 145. Bd, Mr. 
Churchill’s scintillations in 
the House, said Mr. Snowden, 
were no compensation for his 
cost to the country. 

Wednesday j April 13th , — 
Lieut.-CommanderKBNWORTHy 
complained that the “yale” 
which figures in the heraldic 
decorations of the Eoyal Chapel 
at Windsor was now repre- 
i sented with both horns point- 
^ ing the same way, instead of 
(as anciently) with one pointing 
^ forwards and one backwards. 
P Captain Hacking might have 
observed, but did not, that his 
questioner v/as “very like a 
yale” (Windsor variety) since 
he no longer faced two ways. 

The Prime Minister, answer- 
ing Mr. Pethick-Lawrencb, 
^ said a Bill would be introduced 
next session giving an equal 
franchise to both sexes at 
twenty-one. There would be 
* no redistribution of seats. Lady j 
_ Astor asked the Prime Min- ! 


Bobin Hood, Mr. Snowden said the cerning the Safeguarding of Industries, ister if some Member of the Cabinet 
Chancellor had seen a swan in every asked if Mr. Churchill, when accept- had not given a pledge that they would 
gOQse- ^not too happy a simile, seeing ing the Chancellorship, had not said, not go out of office until the new 
that m this country, at any rate, one “ Unless I can do as I like I will not votresses were on the register. Mr. 
do^ not pluck swans. take the job.” Mr. Churchill with Baldwin indicated that only some un- 

luemay,Aprill2th, After the storm characteristic modesty shook a dissent- looked-for “catastrophe” would pre- 
the lull. A certain flatness and, dur- ing head, vent this happy consummation. 

mg a large number of speeches, j, dis- Colonel Ashley explained to Captain 

tmct emptiness perineated the House Crookshank why the staff of the 

to-day. A Budget is a thrilling busi- Ministry of Transport had increased *‘Wanteddoctorfor Estate work. Apply to 

ness, but there is a sort of finality about For a man doomed, as some whisper beautiful model.” 

it that detracts from the interest of the to be first executed and threm3e j tv f Settlements Paper. 

that follow. Telling the his demeanour was admirable. ^ ^ seems more of an artist s ]ob. 

I Minister how he ought to have raised The Executioner himself looked none « a vnnncr fvmn/i tniri ma 

the worse for Ins' previous day’s exer- he and\te SS to 

Dusmess, but even that pnvilege was cises, nor had his gift of words deserted stt Easter for the first time.” — WeMy Paper. 
toied the House on this occasion, him. Asked by Mr. Gillette, the The senior 4ady, we can well under- 
Mr. Churchill had raised it by every banker-SoeialistofFinsbury, how much stand, prefers to remain at home. 





I LITTLE TALKS. 

Loed Oxfobd on the Chaeleston. 
We were ^privileged to^daxj to have an 
interview with Lord Oxford afid As- 
QUiTSf when our first question, of 
course, loas, ** What, Lord Oxford 
AND Asquits, is your opinion of the 
Charleston?” Lord Oxford and 
Asquith replied : — 

In fifty years of Parliamentary life 
I have no doubt been guilty of sporadic 
acts of indiscretion which with a riper 
wisdom I should now condemn, but I’ 
am not aware of any specific incident or 
period in that prolonged struggle which 
might justly be employed as a found- 
ation for the suspicion that I am an 
authority in any sense on the corybantic 
exercises of the younger generation. 
It was laid down by Mr. Geadstonb as 
early as 1872 that Ministers must not 
bring their dancing-partners to the 
Cabinet. And to that principle the 
historic or, as some would have it, the 
pre-historic, Liberal Party have loyally 
and tenaciously adhered. What may 
be the practice of later Administrations 
it is not within my province to con- 
jecture. As for the House of Commons, 
whatever extravagances may from time 
to time have shocked our constituents 
in the Strangers' Gallery, I cannot re- 
call that the fox-trot was ever among 
them. No one, so far as I know, has 
danced upon the fioor of that House ; 


and it is, I suppose, the only form of dis- 
order and defiance which has never been 
employed by a recalcitrant minority 
determined to register a challenge to 
injustice or to fortify a feeble argument 
with violent behaviour. Looking back, 
I can recall one or two occasions when 
a disorderly waltz or unparliamentary 
polka would have been a diversion at 
once more congenial and more effec- 
tive than protracted speeches, defama- 
tory interruptions, the flinging of epi- 
thets and heavy books, and the other 
accepted devices of the obstructionist. 
Had it ever occurred to the Irish Party 
to advertise the unity and determination 
of their country by a noisy performance 
of the Lancers or Sir Eoger de Ooverley 
below the Gangway, it is arguable that 
Ireland’s freedom would not have had 
to wait for the tender mercies of 
Galloper Smith. 

But for one reason or another the 
public life of these islands has been kept 
unspotted from the dance, and I am 
compelled to rely upon such remote 
evidences of the Charleston as I have 
observed in the by ways from the austerer 
high-road of my private life. 

This dance or exercise, I understand, 
which is now the main occupation of 
the aristocracy of Britain, owes its title 
to a town in the United States and its 
character to the antics of the African 
negro. The particular negro who sup- 
plied the original inspiration was afflicted 


at the moment, it appears, with a forin 
of epilepsy, or some other of those dis- 
tressing diseases which are common in 
hot and insanitary climes. The principal 
symptoms are a convulsive agitation of 
the lower limbs, which alternately col- 
lapse grotesquely at the knees and 
assume an unnatural rigidity. All mus- 
cular control is suspended and, in the 
grosser forms of the disorder, the knees 
knock together while the feet fly out 
laterally in spasmodic and unbecoming 
jerks, which should be carefully avoided 
by other persons present, since a wound 
received from a sufferer in this condi- 
tion is invariably septic. Daring these 
seizures the body is bent forward, the 
toes are turned in and the face takes on 
an expression of combined malignance 
and imbecility which is familiar to those 
who have experience of fevers. The vic- 
tim becomes oblivious of his surround- 
ings, and by turns will rush blindly 
from place to place or remain fixed in 
one spot, as if in a trance, when an 
interesting contrast is to be observed 
between his geographical immobility and 
the extreme activity of his whole person. 

Such are the origins of the dance 
which has fascinated the attentions of 
our country and faithfully retained the 
main features of the disease. The 
foundations of the exercise, it will be 
perceived, are four movements which 
are unnatural and, by normal standards, 
uncomely — the knocking of the knees, 
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the turning in of the toes, the bending 
of the legs and the stooping of the body ; 
and, if the whole body may be distorted 
without discredit, it would be pedantic 
to ask for a natural expression on the 
countenance, 

I will never myself subscribe to that 
demand, - There is an artistic unity in 
imbecility as in other things, and,' if the 
legs and person are assuming the pos-' 
tures of lunacy or disease, it would be! 
revolting to see above them the features 
of a normal creature. Indeed it says 
much for the fundamental sagacity of 
our young people that, whatever infer- 
ence of ecstasy may be drawn from 
the agitation of their bodies during the 
performance of this exercise, it cannot 
fairly be argued from their faces that 
they are enjoying it. 

It would be neither seemly nor safe for 
one of my generation to impose upon 
my youthful contemporaries the same, 
standards of elegance which commended 
themselves to Mrs, Glaustone. The 
Charleston, after all, is not the only 
dance whose main ingredient is an ugli- 
ness never intended by nature, and the 
savage tribes of Africa have invented 
rna'ny which are equally, grotesque, 
ungainly and, to the jaundiced eye of 


an elderly Victorian, unalluring. All of 
these by the normal processes of civilisa- 
tion will without doubt find their way 
to New York and so to the Savoy ; and it 
shall never be said that the LiberalParty 
placed a single boulder in the path of 
Progress. The negroes of the "Upper, 
Mombo, on the occasion of a public 
festival, range themselves round a hot 
fire, male and female alternately, and, 
lying on their backs, wave their legs in 
the air for many hours together, shout- 
ing at the same time the words, 
** Woy ! Woy 1 Woo! ” The favourite 
dance of the Australian aboriginal is 
one in which the dancers carry sharp 
knives and from time to time cut small 
sections out of themselves or their part- 
ners, these sections increasing in size as 
the revel progresses. The Maoris, the 
Pijians, some Sudanese tribes and many • 
other subjects of the British Empire 
have dances in which the stomach is 
displayed and rotated with very re-, 
markable effect, while there are others 
who dance on hot stones or paint 
themselves puce before the ceremony. 
The natives of Testugo are subject to a- 
disease called muke, the sufferer from 
which hops continually on one leg and 
with one hand scratches the back of his 


head. All these exercises should provide 
the foundation of dances by no means 
less lively or diverting than the Charles- 
ton. And, since there may come a time 
when the culture of the American negro, 
running dry, can no longer furnish our 
insatiable people with the music and en- 
tertainment for which they crave, it is 
satisfactory to know that we have this 
wealth of models at our disposal within 
the confines of the British Common- 
wealth. 

I have very little to add. For good 
or ill, I understand, this dance has revo- 
lutionised the industrial life of our 
country and is a common though casual 
practice in our factories, our offices and 
banks. The weaver does this thing 
before the loom, the typist clinging to 
her desk, while I myself with mingled 
satisfaction and alarm have observed 
the familiar convulsions in the grave 
courts of the Temple. Unlike most 
other indulgences it affects me as a 
venial -weakness in the female, but re- ' 
pulsive in the male. And what sort of 
generation it will be which passed the j 
period from adolescence to maturity in , 
knocking its knees together and turning . 
in its toes is not for me to inquire. 

No, Sir, I have not learned the 
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Oharlesfcon. Old-fashioned, I confess, 
I have always associated dancing with 
movement. To rehearse the Charleston 
effectively, I understand, it is necessary 
to cling to a wash-hand-stand or other 
stationary object, and this static char- 
acter appears to be present in the per- 
fected dance. For I have observed 
that, in spite of the superficial alacrity 
of their movements, no sooner do two 
persons attempt the Charleston than 
the stream of revellers is arrested and 
there is congestion in the ball-room. 

On the social aspect of the dance I 
have nothing to say, except what I said ' 
at Manchester on the subject of pillion- 
riding : “ I judge it to be tedious if the 
parties are married, and dangerous if 
they are not. But far be it from me to 
interfere with the ^amusements of the 
Conservative Party.*' A. P. H. 

MILLENNIAL MUSINGS. 

[By our Eugenic Expert.) 

Concurrently with the controversy 
over the relative advantages of small 
or large families, we have now to face 
the problem of smaller babies. The 
newspapers have been full of records of 
infants weighing two pounds or less 
at birth. But the evidence as to the 
sequel is on the whole reassuring. We 
are reminded of the cases of Sir Chris- 
topher Wren and other illustrious 
men who achieved advanced longevity 
in spite of their diminutive infantile 
proportions. Bulk is not everything ; 
it is quality that tells; and here our 
modern infants compare favourably 
with any of their predecessors. In proof 
of their intelligence it is enough to cite 
the instance given by a Croydon lady 
in The Daily Chronicle of April 11th. 
Her daughter, who is just eighteen 
months old, ‘‘ can sing a lot of songs : 
for instance, * Lonesome and Sorry,' 

* I '11 be Loving you Always,' * Poor 
Papa,' ‘ The Froth-Blowers' Anthem,' 

* Let 's all go to Mary’s House.' ” Nor 
are her accomplishments merely vocal. 
‘^If we tell her to do the Charleston, 
she does a couple of steps, swings 
round, and is usually singing at the 
same time.” In the year of the Beet- 
hoven Centenary, such precocity is pecu- 
liarly encouraging, and seems to presage 
the speedy emergence of a great British 
genius who will restore the musical pre- 
eminence we enjoyed in the Elizabethan 
age. 

But more solid grounds for optimism 
are to be found in the report of Dr. 
Louis I. Dublin, the famous United 
States health authority, on the future of 
the human race, summarised in the 
papers last week. On the basis of a 
world-wide survey he declares that not 
only are wo growing healthier, but more 



ANOTHER GLIMPSE OF THE OBVIOUS. 


Third Engineer {who fancies himself, to Chief Engineer). ‘*I do wish, Sir, you 
wouldn’t bring lady-passengers down HERE^WHEN I ’M ON WATCH. YOU KNOW I 
DON’T LOOK MY BEST.” 


remunerative, regarded as commercial 
propositions. baby born to-day is 
worth £1,447. The value of its future 
earnings is approximately £8,200.” But 
this is not all. “Future generations 
will be much more handsome.” There 
is only one drawback — “hirsute de- 
terioration ; baldness will increase.” 


Babies will not only be born bald, but 
continue so. Unless, of course, eugenic 
methods come to the rescue and restore 
the capillary equilibrium. 

In this conjiext it is impossible to 
overlook the recent correspondence in 
The Times on the subject of wolf- 
children, some of whom, on being 
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rescued from their semi-savage sur- 
roundiDgs, were found to be covered 
with a fine down. But I gather that 
Sir Arbuthnot Lane, the President of 
the New Health Society, has issued 
a cautiously-worded memorandum on 
behalf of that body, stating that they 
are not prepared to advocate the intro- 
duction of wolves as foster-mothers into 
tins country. We must respect the 
wisdom of the decision, while regretting 
that so interestingan experiment should 
not have been carried out. But after 
all good looks — which are promised us 
— are not irreconcilable with baldness. 
As Pope wrote, Beauty draws us with 
a single hair ; and it is hardly neces- 
sary to remind our readers of Sydney 
Dobell's fine poem, Balder the Beauti- 
ful 

‘♦Xccng Lady, good shingler and waver; 
town, country, or seaside .” — Etming Paper, 

** Seaside sounds the most promising. 

“The hair-splitters and the chcese-parers 
may tell us that we should still have had the 
steam-engine if George Stephenson had never 
watched the steam escaping from his mother’s 
kettle.”— Paper, 

There was, of course, James Watt to 
fall back upon. . i 


COUNTER-ATTRACTIONS. 

[*‘Oallisthenes,” in an article inspired by 
more than his usual eloquence, castigates the 
professional humourists who continue to in- 
dulge in stale jests at the expense of shopwalkers 
and assistants, and extols the refinement of 
speech and manners of the modern saleswomen 
and salesmen — “manly, dignified and ath- 
letic” — ^who have “ chosen to make their career 
in Retail Distribution.”] 

Once scorned as a land of shopkeepers, 
0 England, and now, by our kin 
Overseas, as a nation of sleepers 
And slackers unfitted to win 
A respite from swift dissolution, 

Take comfort, your place in the sun 
In the sphere of Eetail Distribution 
Is second to none. 

The sbiny and servile shopwalker 
Has vanished ; no longer we meet 
That mincing and voluble talker. 
Well-nourished but fiat in the feet, 
Prock-coated, obsequious, portly. 

But lacking in h’s and brains ; 

In his place an intelligent courtly 
Philosopher reigns. 

Let snobs and let ruddy tub-thumpers 
And knights of the jocular pen 
Defame^ and revile “counter-jumpers,” 
A type that has passed from our ken ; 


Let Justice convincingly throttle 
Their sneers, of veracity void, 

At salesmen who read Aristotle 
And wrestle with Eeeud. 

No more does the odious and odd dom- 
ination of error persist 
Which transmogrified “Madam ” to 
“Modem” 

And gave every vowel a twist ; 

That tyranny long has been broken, 
Refinement has furnished the euro, 
And English commercially spoken 
Is perfectly pure. 

Cease, humourists, cease from your 
jibing 

At men of impeccable mien ; 
Abandon the farce of describing 
A class that no longer is seen ; 

And learn to be more sympathetic 
To those who the counter adorn, 
Who are “dignified, manly, athletic,” 
And often high-born. 

“THE ALARMINa BUDGET. 
Government Supporters Demand 
Entrenchment.” 

deadlines in Daily Pajper. 
Well, they must admit that Mr. 
Churchill has dug himself in. 
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, _ _ „ ^ tions over the newly-occtipied cradle. 

“Abies Ibish Eosb (Apollo). And it did! There were two cradles: 

London theatre-goers, having ;had a in one a Bebecca, named after Abie’s 
considerable training in the Irish and mother, in the other a Patricio Joseph, 
American idioms, are now ap- 
parently to undergo an intensive 
course in modern Hebrew- Eng- 
lish, with Yiddish trimmings. 

Many of the jokes which roused 
the loudest appreciation from 
pit and gallery and discreeter 
smiles from the stalls were in 
that alien tongue. Some day no 
doubt there will be a revival in 
the theatre of English for the 
English. 

Abie's Irish BosCy by Anke 
Nichols, does not err on the 
side of subtlety. It is that 
familiar blend of viscous senti- 
ment with uproarious slapstick 
stuff which always has its suf- 
cient folio win g. I am instructed 
that this ingenuous play has 
had a five -years* run “over 
there,** and guess that it obtained 
the enthusiastic suffrages of the 
Middle West. It was recently 
tried, I understand, upon Brigh- 
ton, which was a little in- 
clined to turn up its nose. But 
it had a warm reception at the ^ , 

Apollo, and I see no reason to ^ WEDDING G^MENTS. 

suppose that it wiU fail to Habbv Ste^ 

blossom in this tolerant cos- Mildeed Elliott. 

mopolitan garden of London. I BotteicBosemary's father. What was un- 


partees, and, a year later, to reconcilia- The delightful acting of Mr. Joseph 
tions over the newly-occupied cradle. Geeenwald as Levy will repay 

And it did! There were two cradles: even those who might otherwise be a 


JjOndon theatre-goers, having ^had a in one a Eeoecce^, named after little disdainful of certain crudities in 

considerable training in the Irish and I mother, in the other a Patriclc Josej)}iy \ this mixture. To see him helpin<^ jBo 5 C- 
American idioms, are now ap- , mary off* with her cloak and 

parently to undergo an intensive knowingly appraising the mat- 

course in modern Hebrew- Eng- erial, or beating his head with 

hsh, with Yiddish trimmings mm his hands with loud bleats of 

nf f.LA 0^®!" W^®^ disCOVei'S 

his boy’s deception, or getting 
/ M through the defences of the 

/ \ inarticulate or dropping 

/ \ a tear oyer the memory of his 

( I beloved Bebecca^ or patting his 

beloved Abie's head with shy 
^ paternal pride, is to see some- 

R\ thing as good in this kind as it is 

/ I ^ possible to see. Miss Kathe- 

// ^ h ' \ Ebvner was pretty and 

lljli charming enough to deserve all 

will adulation she received from 

ill fathers, her lover, the 
fl grave rabbi, the kindly priest 
overwhelming Cohens^ 
and played skilfully.- If she 
would throw her voice a little 

further into pit and gallery she 

1 / j / would be even more appreciated, 

i I . II Others of the company might 

advantage. 

J.UO xi^oo. 4-»uu ^: iiYs ( rL ^ e { v : ^ Mr. Harrt Marks Spewart 

it had a warm reception at the weddtno- oarmfnttc? - ^ .<liverting picture of 

Apollo, and I see no reason to ,, ^ -WEDDING GARMENTS. henpecked Cohm: Miss 

suppose that it wiU fail to Stewabt. ^ildbed^ Elliott as his e7- 

blossom in this tolerant cos- ^^^-I^Oohen . . Miss Mii^eeu Elliott. wife sSfic^ hLeh 

mopolitan garden of London. after *5 father. What was un- heroically for the good of the piece— 

Young whose mother had died expected was a charminglittle exhibition though the author made rather too 
at his birth, the apple of his father of tolerance by rabbi and priest, the much of her appendicitis, I am afraid. 
SoZomon L^vy*5 eye, bright hoy in busi- latter being perhaps a little more yield- I liked Mr. Eussell Swann*s quiet 
ness, and incidentally wounded hero in ing than his superiors would approve. Abie^ a difficult part skilfully held up; 
a certain war, secretly Mr. Thomas McGrath 






. WEDDING GAEMENTS. ' 

JLTr. Isaac Colien . Mb. Harry Marks Stewart. 
Mrs. Isaac Colien . . Miss Mildred Elliott. 


marries, in a Methodist 
church, Catholic Bose- 
mary (whose mother had 
died at her birth), the idol 
of her father, Patrich 
Murphy (A.O.H. and vio- 
lently anti-A.P.A.). AbiCy 
not daring to disclose the 
nationality or religion of 
his bride or the fact of the 
marriage, introduces the 
pretty young thing as 
Bosie Mtirphiski. She so 
delights old Levy that a 
rabbi is hurriedly sum- 
moned and a marriage ac- 
cording to the Jewish rite 
celebrated in the house of 
Levy, just a few minutes 
before Patrick Murphyy 
whose train is late, arrives 
from Chicago with an au- 
thentic Catholic padre. 
Clearly this should lead 
to recriminations, violent 
Irish gestures and timid 
but e&ctive Yiddish re- 



Abie, a difficult part skilfully held up; 

Mr. Thomas McGrath 
gave us an attractive 
padre, Mr. Charles Guth- 
rie a dignified rabbi, and 
Mr. Philip Lord was ap- 
propriately noisy and blus- 
tering as Patrich Mwphy. 
The gentle author might 
temper some of her lines 
about the War to our cold 
English hearts. There 
are ways of talking ^about 
it which simply won't do, 
^ She will have noticed at 

M moments a deathly still- 

ness among her audience. 
This does not mean that 
we were spell-bound, but 
merely that we were des- 
perately uncomfortable. 




STRAINED RBLATIONS-IN-LAW. 

Solomon Levy Mr. Joseph Greenwald. 

Patrich Mtirphy Mb. Philip Lord. 


“You will never get anywhere 
unless you make a start. If you 
say ‘ I Oarnt',’ there is no hope : 
for you in this world or the 
next .” — Trade Paper. 

There is still less hope for 
you if you write it. 
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THE BRIDGE BOX. 

‘‘Well, 'what has she been doing 
to-day? ” I said, chucking her patronis- 
ingly under the chin. 

“Me? said Dulcie innocently, “ Oh, 
I 've been playing bridge with a Lord.” 

“ Good Lord 1 ” 

“Nob particularly,” said Dulcie 
quickly ; “ he mentioned * hell ’ once or 
twice and observed that he’d noticed 
me ‘licking my chops’ — hardly what 
you’d call a good Lord.” 

“You know I don’t mean that,” I 
said severely. “ I was merely remark- 
ing that so far I haven’t objected to 
your bridge-playing as long as you 
confine it to running around with the 
other wives at twopence per hundred, 
but if you are going to penetrate into 
the purlieus of the aristocracy Heaven 
knows how I ’m going to pay my mess- 
bills.” 

“ And did you convey all that when 
you said ‘ Good Lord ’ ? ” said Eoger 
reverently. “No wonder Dulcie mis- 
understood you.” 

I ignored the frivolous interruption. 
Roger, though a privileged friend, must 
learn not to butt in on domestic ques- 
tions. “ Tell me, Dulcie,” I said — “your 
Lord wasn’t prepared to play for two- 
pence a hundred, surely ? What were 
the stakes ? ” 

“Don’t menace me like that,” she 
answered ; “of course they weren’ t two- 
pence.” 

“How much?” I persisted, still 
menacing. 

“Ob, five shillings,” she said, care- 
lessly waving her cigarette. 

“Woman,” I gasped, “and three 
days ago you asked me what a finesse 
was 1 ” 

Eoger whooped joyfully. 

“ Oh, but since then I ’ve read a little 
book,” she protested. “ It was awfully 
helpful; it not only told me what a 
finesse was, but what it wasn’t. I mean 
it was awfully severe about leading a 
queen out of dummy and having the 
king put on it and taking it with the 
ace. I ’d always felt I was achieving 
something doing that, but the book says 
you simply mustn’t unless you have a 
knave, and I didn’t, and it was awfully 
successful. I never thought of it before.” 

1 collapsed into a chair. “Why didn’t 
you suggest playing for sixpence ? Lots 
of people play for sixpence; they do, 
really.” I began to feel maudlin. 

“ Well, I might have done that,” con- 
ceded Dulcie, “but I didn't know what 
we were playing for until the rubber 
ended. I never thought of asking, as 
the parson’s wife was playing.” 

“Sporty old girl,” approved Eoger. 

“Yes, wasn’t she ? And she didn’t bat 
• ati eyelash when the Lord said, ‘ Bight 


hundred — that will be two pounds;’ so 
I couldn’t very well protest, could I ? 
I didn’t like to contradict a peer of the 
realm. Besides it seemed a pity when 
we ’d won.” 

“Oh, you won the first rubber,” I 
said, relieved ; “ but suppose you ’d lost 
it?” 

“Oh, then I should have gone awfully 
red and said, ‘ Please, my husband won’t 
let me play for more than sixpence ; ’ 
and as the Lord would have lost too he 
! wouldn’t have minded.” 

I gave it up. 

“ What was the result of this after- 
noon of depravity? ” asked Eoger. 

“Pour pounds fifteen shillings,” she 
replied, walking across the room and 
dropping the money into a square 
wooden box. 

“Look at that,” I said despairingly; 
“ she ’ll leave it there for days and days 
— unlocked, of course.” 

“ My dear boy,” she said scornfully, 
“if the servants weren’t perfectly honest 
they would have retired months ago on 
my small change.” 

“ But why not keep it in your bag? ” 

“Ob, it gets mixed up,” she said 
vaguely. “ This, dear one, is my Bridge 
Box” — she patted it affectionately — 
“and I put all my odd money ’in here, 
bridge winnings, cross-word puzzle 
prizes and suchlike.” 

I snorted. 

“ Don’t make that nasty noise, dear,” 
said my wife affectionately. “lb’s 
awfully useful. I can’t think,” she went | 
on wistfully, “ how life would be sup- 
ported without it. You see, Eoger ” — 
Dulcie turned her back on me — “ every- 
thing I spend has to be put down in 
black-and-white in a loathsome book 
called The Housetoives' Useful Account 
Booh, He makes me.” She jerked her 
head backwards. 

“ I like that,” I began indignantly. 

“ Oh, I know I agreed,” she went on 
hastily; “but somehow the wretched 
book doesn’t specify Half the necessities 
of life; it simply doesn’t mention 
Gugnunc or Froth-Blowers’ subscrip- 
tions, for instance. Anyway I fiiTd the 
Bridge Box comes in awfully useful 
every day.” 

“ What happens when you lose ? ” I 
asked, fearing the worst. 

“Ob,” she said brightly, “I don’t 
lose very much, and it goes down weekly 
either as ‘ sundries ’ or ‘dilapidations.’ ” 

“ Dulcie,” I pleaded, “ have you no 
morals ? ” 

“ Not many,’' she answered blithely, 
“though I emptied the box of all but 
fivepence last week owing to the ace 
of diamonds masquerading as the ace 
of hearts. I felt I couldn’t let ‘ sun- 
dries ’ stand the racket of a thing like 
that,” she finished virtuously. 


“ What about a * Gin and It ’ ? ” sug- 
gested Eoger pacifically. 

“ There isn’t any gin,” I retorted un- 
appeased ; “ you finished it last night.” 

“ Yes, there is,” said Dulcie. “ I 
stopped on the way home and got some 
— and some cherries.” 

“You've told me a hundred times 
the housekeeping won’t run to it,” I 
argued gloomily, 

“ No,” said Dulcie, “ it won’t, but the 
Bridge Box will.” 

“Long may it flourish 1 ” said Eoger, 
shaking vigorously. 


THE SUBURB. 

(As some 'people see her). 

All day the suburb drowses, 
But when the day has gone 
The suburb leaves its houses 
To see some carryings-on, 

To look at livelier spouses 
Than Adelaide and John. 

There mist be beef and 'mutton 
And tables set to dine 
(From Criclde'Lvood to Sutton, 
And down the local line), 

And Maud dear, seio a button 
On to this coat of 'mine,” 

The suburb is a vandal, 

It lives on golf and doubt ; 
The playwright holds a handle 
And grinds the drama out ; 

So long as it 's a scandal, 

Who cares what it ’s about 1 

The bus that rolls to Tooting 
Beturns again to toton; 

The fashionable suiting 
This season loill be brown ; 
And art that ’5 high-faluting, 
My dear, tvill not go down. 

The suburb has its quarrels 
But few and far between, 
What is there at “ The Laurels ” 
To talk of save the scene 
Where Lydia lost her morals, 
Attired in ciSpe de chine ? 

Oh, lift the Hale covers 
And clatter with the knives, 
We have no eggs of plovers, 

But how it cheers our lives 
To see levanting lovers 
And leprous-hearted ivives / 
The suburb has divorces, 

But oh I how few they are ; 
The playwright reinforces 
Their splendour from afar ; 
He thrills us like new horses 
Inside a motor-car. 

The suburb is a-dreary; 

The wives are there all day; 
The husbands come back cheery. 
They will not run aioay ; 

The subtil b is a-weary 
For one 'more fatimis play, 

Evoe. 






OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. PmicKs Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

At the same length and somewhat in the same manner 
as Mr. Maurice Baring’s recent canvases, Mr, Francis 
Brett Young presents his Portrait of Clare (Hbinbmann), 
a woman whose charm is constantly kindling situations 
with which her wit is inadequate to cope. This at least is 
the only persistent motif I have been able to discover in her 
' story ; and, though in a sense it was sufiScient for the Iliads 
perhaps we owe the interest of that epic to the fact that 
the conflagration itself and the activities of its male assistants 
left very little time to go deeply into the psychology of Helen. 
Clare Lydiatti on the other band, is both the centre and cir- 
1 cumference of her legend — picturesque enough as the one, 
increasingly insuflScient as the other. Music, religion and 
love, taken in a modern manner as alternative dopes, see 
her through childhood, marriage, widowhood and re- 
marriage ; and on the prospect of divorce and a third union 
her creator rings down a benedictory curtain. The period, 
leg-of-mutton sleeves to present day, is sensitively indi- 
cated; and the setting, a countryside of the industrial 
Midlands and its encroaching town, abounds in happy sug- 
gestions. Clare f grandchild of an eccentric well-born doctor 
and herself the offspring of an improvident marriage, has 
the status of her beauty but little security of foothold, moral 
or social. She does not know what to do with herself and 
her circle seems equally at sea in her regard. Her chronicle 
I is enlivened by animated and often amusing pictures of hum- 
^drum townsfolk, glittering profiteers, down-at-the-heels 


gentry, parsons (plain and coloured) and the khaki-clad of 
two wars ; but the infantile sentimentalism of its heroine 
proves fatally infectious, and it never attains the integrity 
and grace of its writer’s earlier romances. 

Eeaders of recent Fields, even those uninterested in stalk- 
ing, cannot fail to have been intrigued by certain articles on 
deer-forests above the signature “ An Old Stalker,” and 
possibly to have hoped, as I did, that the writer (obviously 
an expert forester) would in due time make a book of them. 
Well, here’s my hope fulfilled, and Bays on the Hill (Nisbet) 
is, I find, every bit as interesting in bulk as when I took it 
in hebdomadal doses. Moreover I have read into this book 
the confirmation of a theory of mine, namely, that it is the 
stalker who has the best of it, and that for “the gentleman ” 
to get any real sport out of stalking under modern conditions 
he must own a forest, learn to know and love every inch of 
it in all seasons, and be accomplished to find, stalk and 
shoot a beast without any professional aid save that of a 
pony-man. A counsel of perfection indeed. However here ’s 
the next best thing — and the cheaper. For here by a 
presiding Pan we are made forest-free to accompany him as 
companions and intelligent entities — not mere ordnance — on 
many a scientific approach ; or to shard with him breath- 
lessly the headlong- gamble on the probable movements of 
alarmed deer ; or with him to endure when, owing to circum- 
stances quite beyond his control, the labour of hours is made 
futile and a startled but unscathed royal removes over the 
march, wondering maybe what that sudden vicious little 
clap of wind was that had passed just atop of his shoulderi 
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The book, whieh has a quamfc and very 
lovable style of its own (and is edited 
and delightfully introduced by Eric 
Parker), goes into my shelf of stalking 
classics (which has known no new 
comer since The High Tops of Bloch- 
mount). And, further, I 'd say to “An 
Old Stalker** that, did my happy 
fortune ever send me to the hill in his 
actual and kindly company, I would a 
hundred times sooner sit with him 
above some sunny September beallach 
and beg him “ tell me more *' than shoot 
the heaviest beast on his beat. 


'Tis the duty of honest reviewers 
Who strike a good “ mystery ** tale 
Unconcerned with Life’s dustbins and 
sewers 

To promote and encourage its sale ; 
So, finding no cause or incentive 
To cavil or grumble or grouse, 

I rejoice in befriending and highly com- 
mending . 

Calamity House. 

The name is most happily chosen ; 

The story is brilliantly told ; 

And your blood is alternately frozen 
And fired as the plot is unrolled ; 

It marches along to the climax 
Without any jostles or jerks 
In a scene in the heart of a desolate p art of 
The rocky Selkirks. 

Miss Mabel B. Billett has written, 
And Hutchinson issues, the book, 
Which reveals to thehome-keepingBriton 
The British Columbian crook 
In strange and astonishing phases 
Of new or inherited sin ; 

But it won’t dis^ncerb you, for justice 
and virtue 
And innocence win. 


Mr. Basil Macdonald Hastings ! =■— : ■ ■■ ■ 

has collected his fugitive pieces of the last year or two 
under the title of Ladies Half-Way and other Essays 
(Harrap), and an excellent book he has made of them. 

Light literature ’* he calls it ; for myself I would 
rather describe it as “evening journalism • at its best.** 
Mr. Hastings has here illuminated forty-eight different 
subjects, and hardly any of them is of the least import- 
ance. Nevertheless he has such a vigorous and incisive 
outlook that even these trivialities are made interesting. 
He is never judicial ; he likes and dislikes heartily, and if 
his arguments don’t provoke you it is only because the 
pleading is so obviously special that you needn’t believe 
a word of it. “ Eobust ** is, I think, the word for him, as 
it should be for one who writes so lyrically of sea-bathing. 
In fact, if an editor asked me to interview Mr. Hastings, I 
should pray that it were summer so that I might catch him 
as he sunned himself on the beach after his morning dip. 
I should then take out my notebook and tell him that 
lunch was in half-an-hour. And the lunch, I should add, 
would be of his own choosing. 

Miss Eosina Filippi’s Northward Bound (Cassell) is 
best described as an eccentric comedy, in spite of one lapse 
into tragedy and several passages of knockabout farce. The 
reading of so unconventional a novel, or rather a novel of 


so many unadjusted conventions, has the kaleidoscopic effect 
of pleasing one moment and dissatisfying the next, especially 
as the theme of the book is almost as inconsequent as its 
treatment. Maisie Dainton^ a widow of forty-one, is left 
practically ^nniless with three grown-up children. Under 
the conviction that it is high time Isabel^ “ Miggs ” and 
Norah faced realities and she herself turned her back on 
them, she provides jobs for the trio and prepares to renew 
her youth. At three o’clock in the morning she sets off to 
walk from Putney to Scotland ; excites the scandalised re- 
probation of the working-class populace abroad at that 
hour ; has her head closely shaved by the absent-minded 
barber requested to bob it, and is bn the point of abandon- 
ing the adventure when she is rescued by a dairyman and 
forwarded into Essex. Here she acquires a companion and 
makes a fresh start. Ian Fergmson is given away on the 
jacket as the laird of Maisie' s native village disguised as a | 
super-tramp, a courtesy which bereft me of the solace of | 
piercing his disguise and confined rhe to the dubious enter- 
tainment of hearing the story of his past (four sons by as 
many mothers) and watching his couriship of the justly 
embarrassed Maisie. At intervals the parallel fortunes of 
Isabel, Miggs” and Norah are related with pleasing 
sobriety; ** Miggs” — who by the way is of the sterner sex 
— acquiring as a guardian angel a gallant, straight and 
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practicable chorus-girl, in ^hom the commonsense of the people and things. The microscope is handled quite well, 
book is almost uniquely vested . but we are left at the end with the suspicion that it was 

hardly worth while to deal so closely and carefully with 

■ By the title, which he borrows from Meeedith, Mr. H, W. such material. It is a tragedy, but a tragedy that leaves 
YoxALii begs a pretty question. Is there, after all, such a no particular impression upon us, for there is not a single 
thing as Modern Love (Pabee and Gwteb), with a distin- one of the characters, except possibly Liicia Fanning, 
guishing emphasis on the adjective? Fashions in court- who engages our serious interest. And L%icia is a melan- 
ship change, of course — few proposals probably are nowa- choly introspective figure.^ We have only to look at her 
days made on the knees, and the telephone has superseded portrait on the cover — it is repeated as a frontispiece — to 
the hillet-daux — and it may be conceded (doubtfully) that perceive that she is doomed to misery from the start, 
we are nicer in the analysis of our emotions and (more The only hope seems to be that she may contrive to 
certainly) that we are franker in their discussion. But it grow out of her introspective habit by the time, say, that 
is difi&cult to think of a passionate situation which might her silver wedding comes round, 
not in its essential features have come about at any time, ^ ^ ^ ^ 

at any rate since marriage by capture and club-persuasion Jake Marvin, in spite of his soothing wife and prosperous 

went dut of vogue;' and if j ranch in British Columbia, was 

I there be such the combination ‘ 

supposed by Mr. Yoxall is 
: not one of them. Take a man 
whom circumstances (in the 
actual instance the War) switch 
off his intended road, so that, 
losing sight for the time being 
of his early love, he marries 
someone else ; take a renewal 
of intimacy and affection with 
the first love; take a mutual 
friend (male) who, essaying the 
part of mentor in a situation 
of increasing difficulty, gradu- 
ally finds himself in love with ^ 
the wife — that, boiled down 
to its bones, is Mr. Yosall’s 
story, and there is no reason 
why it should not have hap- 
pened five hundred years ago. 

It is none the worse for that. 

It is a very interesting story, 
and those who find the mo- 
mentary more amusing than 
the eternal may rest assured 
that in their manners and men- 
tality all the people concerned 
are modern enough — real post- 
war products, though they ^ 

rarely go to night-clubs and ^ / ^ though Mr. Bindloss insists 

work towards the solution of ' ^ ' that she was “imperious,” had 

their problem with reticence' DimimUive Referee {to hefty yoJcel, ordering^ hwt off for rough great charm. You can guess 
and decency. Mr. YoxAxn in “Go off the tieldAT OJSICE. wice)ER— the result, and how strenu- 

fact has written a book of un- you ’ld— er~find a bottle of beer m mt bag m the ously Jake Marvin tnei to me- 

common quality. His style is ^ vent it. Mr. Binduoss already 

distinguished; he brings his characters to life and com- has over thirty novels to his credit, but this one does 
mands our sympathy for them. If this is his first novel ho not show the smallest symptom of fatigue. 

has commenced author with an excellent equipment. ■ 

. ^ When I found that in The City of the Seven Palms 

It is certainly not the fault of our publishers if the (Mueeat) Captain 'Angus Buchanan had gone back to 
assiduous British novel-reader still remains uninformed familiar ground my hopes were high. For he has already 
about the way America lives. Miss (or Mrs.) Maegaebt written with distinction of the Sahara, and I cannot imagine 
Leech is not exactly a Sinclair Lewis, but she cultivates a more promising scene for a novel of adventure than this 
her own little plot with care and a welcome distinction, city in the “uttermost interior” of the desert. My hopes 
Tin Wedding (Aeeowsmith) is the work of a capable writer, were not altogether realised, for the author sometimes 
but not, I fear, of one of those happy ones who increase allows the action of his story to ’flag. But so long as his 
the number of our personal friends. In it the author deals hero, whose misfortunes in England had put him out of 
with t^at section of New York which possesses plenty of humour with civilisation, is busy with his raids I have 
money "and has little to do but analyse its emotions. (I nothing but praise for the book. It is a striking picture of 
speak, of ccnrse, of the women; the men are busy gambling the desert city and its proud and starving inhabitants that 
on Wall Street.) The story begins and ends on the tenth is put before us, and 1 should be sorry to discourage you 
anniversary of the Fannings' wedding-day, so that we are from reading a good tale of adventure merely because I 
favoured almost of necessity with a microscopic view of had hoped that it would be an even better one. 


Jake Marvin, in spite of his soothing wife and prosperous 
■ ranch in British Columbia, was 

an unhappy man. He could 
not forget that if he had not 
actually killed his partner, 
Aylwardt he had at any rate 
been wickedly dilatory in try- 
ing to save his life. In short 
he had an Aylioard complex 
and wanted to forget the very 
name. And then at the same 
"4* time Jake's charming daughter 
arrived froih England, and Tom 
Aylward' snop^hQ^ also came to 
make his living by strenuous 
labour. It is the tale of J ake's 
hopes and fears, craftiness and 
strategy, that Mr. Harold 
Bindloss tells with his habi- 
tual ease in Footsteps (Ward, 
Look). Denis Aylward, ipledge 



Look). Denis Aylward, ipledge 
my word, was a perfect young 
man and a brave one. In 
what I may describe as his 
more leisured moments he 
fought and defeated a cinna- 
mon bear and an offensive 
bully, and saved a couple of 
girls from drowning. But he 
was young and he was lonely, 
and Marvin's daughter, al- 
though Mr. Bindloss insists 
that she was “imperious,” had 
great charm. You can guess 
the result, and how strenu- 
ously Jake Marvintnod to pre- 
vent it. Mr. Bindloss already 
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The announcemenli that 
Scotland Yard has found it 
necessary to engage extrapolice 
for duty in the London suburbs 
indicates that the fear of being 
considered suburban is dying 
out among the criminal classes. 

The E. S. P. 0. A. is suggest- 
ing that lobsters would not 
suffer so much if placed in cold 
water and brought gradually 
up to the boil ; but why not 
give the crustacean a hot and 
a cold tap and let him suit 
himself ? ^ 

The cottage at Easthamp- 
ton, Long Island, where Home, 
Sweet Homev7B>s written, is to 
be demolished. Eegret is felt 
that it was not situated on 
this side of the Atlantic, so 
that some American might 
have been tempted to acquire 
it for re-erection in his own 
country. 




CHARIVARIA. broadcasters complain that the 

ME.GEr,ETraKEvdeclaresthatwhen We^SnsMeMh^ra few'^^S^sS' PfPl® listening-in to 

. s- - 

"7. ^ V 

Amencahas produced a road-cleaning Green? Tr, n 

machine which picks up stray ^ 7_In wew of Count Bethleh’s promise 

pieces of metal with magnets. \ . it I^ssolini that the 

Two-seaters are giving it a x/ Hungarian Government shaU 

wide berth. ' . ; SpeLuy in fts sSciaP^°'®“’ 

The announcement that ^ ^nie experiments in the cas- 

Scotland Yard has found it >.'* ^ treatment of_ Magyar 

necessary to engage extrapolice ® 

indfcates’that^rfearoFbe^^^ , ^ * “ Cabinet Ministers are very 

considered suburban is dying ^ much like ourselves says a 

out among the criminal claLs" oTthTnrwhSh Ss’ ^ 

The E.S. P.6. A. is suggest- humbir^^®^ 

waterrnd’^b?ou|IrgraTuSly u American organisation 

up to the hoi] ; but why not wW iWiBPMF ilM^Mf Hw F *"7 years trying to 

give the crustacean a hot and 

a wld ftap and let him suit Sd ^them that^^th“y®gS ^So 

to?ii^gl5lndfwhOTeH“S] 7°,,^®?™ 

S«;ee^ ffoTOfi was written, is to ^ Prime Minister, said a Labour 

be demolished. Eegret is felt ■' delegate at a recent' confer- 

thaji jLWas not s£uated on Xtene^t ‘"STSnwm ha's 

counLv^'^''^°*'°^ n ..m ■ " ^ new play produced last week 

y- xis ^7, *!‘® of 0 % eleven 

Sir Hbnet Cowaed says, Cniic. “’B’s a bit mixed. Bum, ain’t ’e? ’B ’s think- +„ thought 

'■ Sin« tl-.« wh«., ^\.dr,l IHU or A OCTAGON.” to be merely a, curtain-raiser. 


Sir Hbnet Cowaed says, Cniic. “’B’s a bit mixed. Bum, ain’t ’e? ’B ’s think- thought 

» Sing the loudest when thina^ '»• octagon.” to be merely curtain-raiser. 

■K scene is your A fro^os of the increase of sweet- L^uage classesha^e been organised 

bath, soap is also a good corrective. eating among men, to which attention in London for waiters. Eothilg like 
n a A./. *** -»• I 1 • d,ra(WD, we can only utter a caution that is ever done for solfers who havft 

shPrf" :SfgSs\T.r.S|o£a^ to plot it »p them^lvM. 

nnJ'aofd ^ concrete dugout would be Prom an article on indoor plants, in A correspondent* has written to a 

a^ilypape^weieam that they become contemporary asking how it is possible 
A 1 m Ai I exhausted in a closed room crowded to tell a woman's aee No nice mnn 

A new substance that can move under with people. It distresses us to think ever does. . 

its own power has been discovered by that onr aspidistra’s symptoms have ' *** 

?hrf?r7a, ton ““““ '“.7°“*?' wShis'Sf 

oountryraoebyaYorltshiregorgonzola. Itis proposeatofii “MoaiuitoDay’’ man round -with it to pick^ap’tbrpa^ 

Iho ianing. of 'the moaa droa, of .°,oi&g fiaKS So ^Snl‘‘ rf “ 
offlo^ of tha Army Ednationai Ootpa Iho Eoyal Aoadomy. " , Aooording to o dSparted .pint thore 
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THE LAME BEAGLE, 

It was undoubtedly a great shock to 
his friends. More especially because 
until that time — a month or two ago^ — 
Jones had been respected as a law-abid- 
ing citizen, and had never to my know- 
ledge'starved a wage-slave to excess or 
attempted to lay his hands on China. 
All this is now altered. He wears that 
hang-dog look. He keeps his eyes 
averted as though afraid to look the 
world in the face. His shoulders are 

bent ; his hair is turning I '11 tell 

you how it happened, 

Jones had never been to a beagle 
meet before. His leporine education 
had been sadly neglected. Moreover 
on this particular occasion he felt, un- 
fortunately as it turned out, fit for any- 
thing, as he said, and at peace with the 
world. Had this not been the case he 
might never have given the ham-sand- 
wich to the beagle and the trouble 
might never have arisen. But that is 
neither here nor there. The Master had 
caught him in the act, and in the hear- 
ing of several others had told Jones in 
well-chosen language exactly what he 
thought of him and possibly a little 
more. That Jones had a right to hej 
somewhat taken aback can hardly b6 
disputed, but that he was unwise to 
adopt so serious au attitude was pr^?!^ 
by after-events, The fact remains^^jj^ 
he was furious, and that the nexj; 
he served a writ on the Masts^or 
damages for slander, which was met by 
a counterclaim for damages for ^espass 
of goods. The goods were the'beagle. 

Jones’s first witness was a young and, 
incidentally, most attractive lady. She 
gave her evidence, as Jones afterwards 
admitted, admirably. She had been, 
she said, resting on a stile adjacent to 
the one on which Jones was sitting 
eating his lunch of sandwiches. She 
had noticed a beagle, which had become 
separated from the pack, come limping 
up to where Jones was sitting. She 
then distinctly H'^ard a voice, which she 
believed emanated from the plaintiff, 
saying, Here, boy 1 Good beagle, come 
here.” She could swear to those exact 
words. The beagle was visibly affected 
by the words and looked at the plaintiff 
with imploring eyes. The plaintiff had 
thereupon handed him a sandwich. The 
beagle had without hesitation eaten it. 
She knew nothing of what it contained. 
She had then heard the Master address 
the plaintiff in words that conveyed no 
meaning to her but gave the impression 
that he was annoyed. She had then 
retired. 

The second witness was a young man 
of some- seventeen summers, who, ap- 
/ pearing to be amused at the case, was 
; t immediatdy called to order by the judge. 

He had seen nothing, he said, of the 
gift to the beagle, but had distinctly 
heard the words of the Master, every 
one of which he understood well. On 
being asked if the' words complained of 
gave him the impression that the 
Master imputed criminal liability on 
the part of the plaintiff he replied, 
“Every time,” and, on being requested 
by counsel to answer the question, un- 
hesitatingly said “ Yes.” 

Counsel for the defence had then 
opened his case. The words complained 
of, he urged, though intrinsically their 
meaning might be held to convey the 
worst of imputations, were to universal 
knowledge the licensed language of 
masters of every variety of hound in the 
country. He called a specimen of each : 
Masters of toii- and of stag-hounds, of 
harriers and beagles. The last three 
adiuitted Ishat the words were strong, 
but averred that they had on occasion 
used CQhaiderably stronger, with no 
further purpose than to show that they 
were put out. The M.E,H. said that 
the words fell lamentably short in their 
force of those customarily employed in 
field of sport, and barely conveyed 

Mm the impression that the speaker 
seriously annoyed; 

/Aq regards the counta?claim, the d^ 
^ndant's case was that the hoond in 
question had lost all mlish for the scent 
of hare since its introduction to the 
taste of ham. It had developed vicious 
habits, having on two separate occasions 
been caught chasing swine in a farm- 
yard adjacent to the kennels, and on 
that account had had to be destroyed. 
Its absence from the pack had seriously 
affected the zeal which several other 
hounds, with whom this one had been 
a particular favourite, had hitherto 
shown for their work. 

Counsel for the plaintiff had then 
finally addressed the jury in a long and 
eloquent speech. Why, he asked, should 
the Masters of these packs that chivied 
nature's creatures to their death across 
the verdant swards of Albion be privi- 
leged to contaminate the ears of innocent 
maidens and virtuous youths with foul 
diatribe and unrestrained invective to a 
degree that in no other class of persons 
would be for one moment tolerated? 
They had the evidence of an eye-witness 
to prove that the wounded beagle had 
appeared to the plaintiff in such a con- 
dition and under such circumstances 
that none but the most callous and! 
hard-hearted could have refrained from 
sharing his lunch with him. The plain- j 
tiff had been moved by compassion. 
The hound was in need of sustenance. 
Would they, he asked therq as reason- 
able men, have paused at such a mo- 
ment to inquire what the sandwich 
contained ? 

And so on. But the jury had been 
unmoved. They brought in a verdict 
of two guineas damages, as the value 
of the beagle, for the defendant, and 
one farthing damages for Jones, who 
had in addition to pay the costs of the 
action. 

Unless his grievances are forgotten 
in the ripening of his acquaintance 
with the first witness, who evoked his 
admiration and esteem from the witness- 
box, Jones will never again be what he 
once was. He is an embittered man, 
and for all I know may at this moment 
be advocating the laying of hands on 
China. 

A SONG OF SPEED. 

JEveb adozon the ages, 

Hoivever far tve go, 

We learn, from history's ;pages, 

The smft despise the sIoilk 

And ever less apt in conveying 

The twentieth-century's drift 

Is the ancient Preacher's saying, 

“ The race is not to the swift," 

In days when people walked or rode, 

On highways unpatrolled, unchalkad, 
The few who drove or who bestrode 

A horse looked down on those who 
walked, 

From arrogance (or ignorance) unable 
To appreciate the hare - and - tortoise 
fable. 

But when the populace began 

To push the universal bike 

Both rider and pedestrian 

Viewed the intruder with dislike, 
Expressing their unmitigated loathing 
For his peculiar posture and his cloth- 
ing. 

Next came the crucial moment when 
Combustion's dread internal force 
Bestowed the motor-car on men 

And from the highway drove the horse, 
Trebled the swiftness of the cycling 
million 

And placed the flapper on the deadly 
pillion. 

The cost of living has come down ; 

But, as we gather from the Press, 
Alike in country and in town 

The cost of dying’s growing less, 

For Speed, the modern traffic-Beaper, 
checks it, 

Affording us a swift uncostly exit. 

Yet walkers, though a dwindling crowd, 
By statisticians quite unawed, 

Erect, undaunted and unbowed 

StiU take their perilous walks abroad, 
Until the day when, legally forbidden. 
The mare of Shanks no longer may be 
ridden. 

“Reader! Why Loose Youe Toioe?” 

Adot, in Local Paper, 

Well, what about Community singing? 
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‘WHAT’S SAUCE FOE THE GOOSE IS SAUCE FOE THE GANHEE.’ 

The Strike Goose. “AREN’T YOU GOING TO HAVE ANY OF THIS?” 

The Lock-out Gander. “I DON’T MIND IE I DO.” 

[It is not anticipated that any seiious opposition will be o^cred in Gommitteo to the inclusion of lock-outs within the scope 
of the Trade Union Bill.] - 








MILITARY PlCNICa 

In the Army, Spring does not arrive as 
gradually as it does in civilian life. There 
is no period of transition, during which 
optimists in slowly increasing numbers 
hear the cuckoo, or see brimstone butter- 
flies, or talk about shortly changing to 
their ‘‘ thin ones.” Spring in the Army 
comes with a bang. The day of its 
arrival is published officially in Orders, 
and then, as from 23*59 hours on the 
previous day. Spring is. Indeed it is a 
military offence to behave as if it wasn't. 

While of course we don’t bother with 
such ill-disciplined things as cuckoos 
and brimstone butterflies, all the con- 
comitants of Military Springare immedi- 
ately in evidence. Troops come out on 
parade without greatcoats; platoon- 
training commences, and old soldiers of 
' nineteenyears’ experience are once again 
taught by second-lieutenants to turn to 
the right by numbers. The issue of fuel 
beihg discontinued, a shortage of coal is 
! developed in the Of&cers’ Mess and a 
shortage of Tables, six-foot, soldiers' ” 
in the men’s barrack-rooms (where the 
stoves are very large) ; while in the 
^S^cgeants' Mess a hidden cache of sur- 
^lll^wcod, collected by the Q.M.S. during 
of plenty, is unveiled with 


military honours. And fi.nally the mili- 
tary picnic season commences. 

A military picnic goes like this : — 
A large coloured charabanc arrives one 
morning at the Officers' Mess and aboiit 
twenty officers in mufti pile into it, 
taking with them walking-sticks, pipes, 
small haversacks containing pencils and 
notebooks, bigger haversacks containing 
lunch, and finally large-scale maps, 
which they at once unfold in order to 
try to follow their route. As there are 
four or five officers in each row of 
seats and each officer has one large map 
which folds in unexpected directions 
like a two-foot-rule and there is a Spring 
gale, the general effect is that of an old- 
nme tea-clipper in full sail 

So our picnic party rattles off through 
rural England. In charge of it is a 
Staff Colonel or some other quite rare 
officer, who sits in the front by the 
driver and tells him at intervals that 
he ’s sorry, but the best thing to do is 
to back out on to the main road again. 
In spite of his directions we eventually 
arrive. 

Our destination is some remote por- 
tion of the countryside, and we leave 
the charabanc trying to turn round in 
a narrow muddy lane and gather in a 
far corner of a field. Here the Staff 


Colonel spends a long time in (a) sending 
someone back to the charabanc for his 
haversack; (&) giving out badly dupli- 
cated sheets containing a “Scheme,” 
which is the detail of an imaginary 
battle in progress near by ; and (c) cor- 
recting typist’s errors in this with a 
loud voice and a soft pencil. Then he 
indicates a neighbouringhill of incredible 
height, draws his walking-stick and leads 
on up, iu total disregard of danger, 
hedges, paths and notices against tres- 
passing. 

Arrived at the top we survey the 
countryside. It is exactly similar to 
the countryside within ten minutes' 
walk of the barracks, but it would never 
do to organise a scheme so inexpen- 
sively as that. The battle of Waterloo 
was won on the playing-fields of Eton ; 
the schemes of Hampshire are won in 
the ploughed fields of Dorset, 

We at once people the neighbour- 
hood with imaginary troops. In every 
hollow we have either a wisp of tanks, 
a huddle of supply-wagons, a clutch of 
mechanised horses or a sounder of 
howitzers. W e line the adjacent hedges 
with prostrate infantry ; we strew the 
ground in our immediate vicinity with 
spent matches. Then we answer the 
Staff-Oolonel's questions as to what we 
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should do in various extremely unlikely 
situations, our answers of course con- 
forming properly to the situation by 
being also extremely unlikely. If there 
are any other rare officers with us we 
answer their questions too, always 
carefully remembering to what arm of 
the Service the fellow belongs. Thus, / 
if we are asked how to deal with a nest j 
of sixteen hostile machine-guns and 
our interrogator is a cavalryman, we 
say that a frontal charge by cavalry 
will wipe them out, and he gives us full 
marks. If he is a tank expert we say 
it with tanks. If he is an E.A.S.G. 
gentleman we intimate that we are 
waiting for our supplies to come up, 
and give him a rough estimate of what 
food there is — 

(a) on the supply- wagons ; 

(i) dropped off on the road ; 

(c) in the cookers ; 

(d) on the infantryman ; and 

(e) in the infantryman. 

If he happens to be a machine-gun 
officer, we instantly say the place is 
impregnable and we should certainly 
be driven back with heavy loss. 

When we have done a lob of this we 
descend, walk a mile and go up another 
hill. Here we carry on the battle. I 
hampered by an intermittent blowing ‘ 
away of maps, lighting of pipes and 
argument with farmers. When one 
o’clock arrives it is universally agreed 
that the time has now come when we 
must either write imaginary orders to 
imaginary subordinates or must draw 
sketches of imaginary trenches or, at 
any rate, do something, no matter 
really what, which necessitates sitting 
down in a room in quiet. 

Half-an-hour later therefore you may 
see us in the private bar of the ‘‘Blue 
Pig,” with note-books, sandwiches, 
pipes and pint-pots. We cause no 
small amount of consternation among 
the usual inhabitants — large men with 
earth on their hands and boots, who 
call each other “ Jarge ” and say, “ What 
did ’ee dew tew ’ee? ” They are gen- 
erally much impressed by the lively 
talk of divisions and brigades which is 
making the pint-pots ring, and they go 
away with the idea either that there 
is another war on or that soldiers are 
shortly to be billeted by hundreds at 
Lower Mugwump-on-Mug. 

After lunch we resume out-of-doors. 

We are all feeling considerably cheered. 

We have been privileged to see the Staff 
Colonel calling for a half of bitter in the 
manner in which one would order a 
wine-steward to bring a bottle of cham- 
pagne, We have heard the barman 
call him “chum.” Our day has not 
been wasted. 

We repair to another hilltop and try 


to get the wind to dry the spilt beer off 
our maps. 

By about five o’clock invari-ably we 
have driven the enemy back at every 
point and take our walking-sticks, our 
maps and our pipes back to the chara- 
banc. 

And so to barracks again, looking, 
we feel, something like Clapham United 
returning home after a win of six goals 
to none. We are very tired, but then 
war always is fatiguing. A. A. 


“ Without the flutter of aii eyelid she [the 
modern girl] discusses questions that would 
malre her grandmother sing through the 
ground with shame .” — Canadian Paper. 

This should make her grandfather turn 
in his grave. 


l^Ir. , Borough Meteorologist, reports 

to-day : Outlook, unsettled, cloudy, possibly 
some rain, first-class musicians.” 

Seaside Paper. 

The last feature suggests the possibility 
of some wind. 
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TELE-WHAT^S-ITS-NAME. 

The world seems to be threatened at 
the present time with a worse thing 
than the Eed Menace of Moscow or 
the Yellow Peril of China. It is this 
so-called tele-something-or-other about 
which I am reading (with shudders of 
dread) in my newspapers from day to 
day. 

It appears that a girl can go and 
stand in front of something like a meat- 
safe in Whippany, and you can not only 
hear her voice in New York and Wash- 
ington, but see something that looks 
like her face with mumps, projected on 
to a little canvas screen as well. Why 
any girl should want to behave in this 
absurd manner I cannot for the life of 
me imagine. It might spoil her chances 
altogether. 

Or, once again, ** Men smiling, nod- 
ding, puckering their eyes over their 
notes, were seen two hundred miles 
a'v^ay in the laboratories of the Amer- 
ican Telephone Company at the de- 
monstration of television, which is 
declared to be a practical operative 
system.” 

But does anybody want to see men 
smiling, nodding and puckering their 
eyes over their notes two hundred miles 
away ? Would not the constant spec- 
tacle of these senile dotards make us 
ready to distrust our divine origins 
and almost believe we were descended 
from the apes ? 

I contemplate as I write an extremely 
beautiful pastoral landscape, dotted with 
trees bursting into leaf and cows chew- 
ing the cud. If you were to offer me 
the chance of looking instead at a man 
smiling, nodding and "puckering his eye- 
lids at nae I would not go across the 
road for it. So far as I am concerned a. 
man who wants to nod and pucker his 
eyes in my presence will have to come 
here to do it ; and even then I should 
urge^ him as gently but as quickly as 
possible out of the garden-gate and tell 
him where he could get the Gloucester 
or Cirencester motor-bus. 

What is the use of this television ? 
I can see its disadvantages right away. 
It seems to be capable of application to 
the ordinary telephone and also to the 
wireless machines. You know the brisk, 
virile, strong-featured photograph of the 
man who is going to broadcast to you 
to-night, taken twenty years ago when 
he was yonng and hale and hearty and 
far more interesting than he is now, 
except that he had not dragged his 
weary way to fame. Do you want to 
see him as he is to-day, nodding at you 
and puckering his eyes over his notes ? 
I trow not. 

f ^ Pne scientific achievement; merely 
^g||pY3,ltTy>tber. The photograph w"as 


given us in order that we might deceive 
the world, not to expose the hideous 
truth. 

It is the same with the telephone, I 
take it that the commonest domestic 
use of the telephone is something after 
the following sort : — 

She {standing by the instnment). Oh I 
is that you, Angela ? How absolutely 
delightful! . . . Yes . , Yes ... We 
should be absolutely delighted to come 
, . . How charming ! . . . Yes, to-morrow 



<‘Thb novelist Phipson” at work, as 

riCTXTRBD BY AN ABMIBINa PITBLIC. 


I. 





The same, as seen by television. 

afternoon ... I'm sure he will if he 
can . . . simply too sweet of you . . , 
Just hold on a moment and 111 ask 
him {covers the mouth of the transmitter 
tvithherhand and assumes an expression 
of the utmost boredom and fatigue). The 
Smiths want us to go over there to- 
morrow afternoon. I don’t see how I 
can possibly get out of it. Shall I say 
that you 're coming or that you 're not ? 
And if you aren't what excuse am I to 
make ? I 


He, Give any excuse you jolly well 
like. Nothing on earth would induce 
me to go. What have I done that, 
when I have a few moments' holiday, 

I should be compelled to go and see 
people I don't want to see every after- 
noon ? Why couldn’t you tell her we 
were dead or out? Say that I'm 
playing golf to-morrow. Say that I 'm 
ill. Say that we have an old friend in 
the house who cannot be left alone and j 
is suffering from beri-beil. 

{All this time she has been mak- 
ing faces at him varying from 
contemptuo 2 is amusement to in- 
dignation and rage. Now she 
uncovers the transmitter and 
puts it to her lips again.) 

She, Are you still there ? . . , , Yes 
.... Yes .... He is terribly sorry, he 
would be simply delighted to come, 
he's been wanting to see you for ever 
so long, but he has promised to be in 
London to-morrow afternoon to read 
a paper on “Some Aspects of Truth” 
to the local branch of the Ethical 
Society. It's too bad, isn't it? ... . 
Yes .... Yes .... About four o'clock 
then ? . . . . Thanks ever so much .... 
Good-bye. 

As for the ordinary uses of the tele- 
phone in business offices and Govern- 
ment departments, I will leave them 
to the guilty consciences of those who 
may happen to read these lines. 

IThe telephone was invented as a 
social screen or defence, demanding 
more presence of mind, perhaps, but less 
nicety of phrase than the evasion or 
untruth by telegram, letter or postal 
card. Do we want a machine to be 
stripped of half its use by television ? 
Do we want to witness the fearful 
faces of our friends contorted by all 
the throes of prevarication and deceit ? 
Alternatively, must we expect a time 
when the features will have to be as 
vigorously schooled for the telephone 
cupboard as for the crowded At Home ? 

The only advantage of television as 
applied to the telephone which I can 
foresee is that it may enable us to catch 
a fleeting glimpse of wrong numbers. I 
I have always wanted to see them. 

But stay. There is the loved one's 
j face. I had forgotten that. Anthony 
will want to gaze with rapture, while 
he talks to her, upon the practically 
faultless features of Joan. As I under- 
stand it, however, television does not 
improve the appearance of the human 
physiognomy. Bather the reverse. 

“ The face was shown in a dull yellow 
light, with very blurred definition and 
with a flicker rather worse than that of 
the earliest moving pictures.” 

May not the most promising rom ances 
be nipped in the bud ? 

He {in San Francisco). Have you 
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Aunt “ Well, I daresay they 're comeobtable, but — I suppose I 'm old-pabhioned— I don't much like them, Why, 

ONE WOULD THINK YOU WEBB A BOY.” 

Niece, “ Oh, comb, dear old thing, that ’s absurd. Who ever saw a boy wear earrings ? ” 


aDything on your mind, darling? You 
look all blurred and blodgy to-day. 

She {in Kensington Gore), There 's 
nothing wrong with me, Anthony. But 
you too look pained, Anthony, and 
covered with spots. Your eyes lack 
their wpnted lustre and your face is all 
freckles and wavy lines. You are not lead- 
ing a dissipated life out there, are you ? 

He {rather crossly). Not in the least ! 
1 wish you wouldn’t flicker so. I want 
to look straight into your eyes 

And then the birth of disillusion, the 
dawn of doubt. 

No, no ! In whatever way I look at 
*it, I mistrust the thing. There are 
probably lots of people who would like 
to ring up the novelist Phipson and see 
him as he sits at his desk, pale-faced but 
serene, the level melodious sentences 
flo winghour by hour from his unwearied 
quiil. But would they like to ring up the 
novelist Phipson and see him huddled 
and bent, his face corrugated into a 
mass of wrinkles, clenching a foul briar 
between his teeth, thumping out on a 
typewriter, with intermittent curses, 
those golden messages of consolation 


and uplift for which he is famous 
throughout the world ? 

There is too much of this electrical 
annihilation of space going on. What 
was space made for ? That is what I 
want to know. 

And, when wehave finally managed to 
do away with it, where on earth are we 
to go? r— Evoe. 

ELEGY ON AN OLD FRIEND. 

The vice of “making songs about” 
Life’s tiny troubles we condemn, ' 
But agonising griefs will out. 

And this is one of them.* 

For, O my friend, my prop and stay 
For twenty years, it were a crime 
If I should let you pass away 
Without the meed of rhyrae. 

The freshness and the grace of youth. 
The gloss, the lustre that allures, 
Had left you ; but in very truth 
A green old age was yours. 

My will in silence you obeyed, • 

And all who know us will agree 
That you had been cut out and made 
For me and only me. 


On halcyon days you kept aloof — 

We went our several ways apart ; 

Yet this 'was but an added proof 
Of loyalty of heart. 

For you were no fair-weather friend. 
But when the skies were bleak and 
black 

On you I always could depend 
To guard me front and back. 

Alas, that Fate’s unkind decree 
Should make my sorrow more intense ; 

It was not granted me to see 
Your final passing hence. 

Farewell ! I only need to note, 

By way of rounding off this tale, 

My wife has sent my old great-coat 
Off* to a J umble Sale. 


An evening paper speaks of the well- 
known Spanish refrain 

* * Before the 40tTi day of May 
Cast neither coat nor scarf away/* 

It is evidently a close relation of the 
well-known Greek couplet ; — 

‘ * Winter undies do not cast 
Till the Ides of June are past.*’ 
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MORE JACKDAW IN 

Wasps. 


GEORGIA. 


(After Mr, John Fbjeeman,) 

Of common wasps Fabee tells how one summer night, 
When they were asleep, he smoothed the earth about 
Their burrow entrance and placed a bell-glass there, 
Curious to see them wake and attempt to get out. 

The next morning in the sunlight behind the glass 
In clouds he saw them ascending from underground, 
Dancing against the transparence, baffled and crazed, 

A fury of motion, whirling around and around, 

And not one having the wisdom, the commonsense 

To scratch with fierce feet a tunnel to set themselves free, 
Bat hurtling against the prisoning light till, spent, 

They crawled back into the nest despondently. 

But some few homing wasps, returned from a night 
. Of casual sleep after a surfeit of peach, 

Buzzed anxiously round the glass prison till one dropped 
down 

And dug with her feet at the rim and fashioned a breach ; 

And the wasps went in and the spectacled scientist smiled 
And earthed up the hole and waited to see them lead 
The beleaguered forth from the city, but night and day 
They clambered and fell and died, and none took heed. 

But he saw, and each sun-smitten morning he pondered 
the sight, 

The yellow and shrivelling heaps by the famine slain, 
And every evening, remorseless, he pondered them, 

Until there was none alive to struggle again. 

slJ ❖ ❖ Jk >1: ili ^ 

I think of you, pin-waisted, glazed, bewildered things 
As I lie awake. My thoughts buzz fitfully round, 
Crawling upon each other, ineffectual. 

As wasps busily crowd where wasps are found. 

Bound and around and around and around again, 

Ehyme and rhythm and metre in Georgian themes, 

Over and over the same moods, again and again 
In a whirling ring returning to Georgian themes. 

— ... W. K. S. 

THE VOICE. 

^ I STOOD Speaking passionately into a cold and unrespon- 
sive tdephone. And then suddenly out of the void there 
came a feminine voice — at once charming, soothing and 
serene. 

“Are you the Gas Company?” I asked reverently, 
knowing full well that with a voice like that the thing 
was impossible, 

A gurgle of amusement rippled along the line. 

“ No,” tinkled the voice, 

“ What a pity ! ” I said regretfully. 

« Why ? ” asked the voice demurely. 

“ Because,” I exclaimed, “ it is necessary for me to speak 
at some length to the Gas Company, and if you were the 
Gas Company nothing would give me greater pleasure,” 

“ Oh,” said the voice. 

“ In fact,” I went on- swiftly, “ if I could always be 
assured of establishing communication with a voice like 
yours, then dhatting to the Gas Company would speedily 
become my favourite hobby.” 

A delightful musical laugh rewarded me, 

“ Do you know,” I went on musingly, “ I am just realising 
. for the first time in my life what a tremendous boon was 
mankind by the inventor of the telephone.” 
inmy bones,” returned ilie voice serenely, “ that 


you are going to say something frightfully nice to me. 
Please go on.” 

“ You see,” I said, speaking very deliberately, “ if it were 
not for the telephone I might have wandered about the 
earth to the end of my days without ever hearing j’oui* 
charming voice.” 

There came a delicious chuckle. 

“You sound,” said the voice reflectively, “as though 
jj-ou would be an awfully persistent man at closer range.” 

“ And you,” I rejoined swiftly, “must be a most adorable 
girl at any range.” I paused. “I picture you from your 
voice,” I continued, “ as being slim and divinely fair. With 

laughing blue eyes, a dimpled chin, and ” 

“ On the contrary,” cut in the voice, “ I am short, dark 

and somewhat plump. And my eyes ” 

“ I don’t believe it,” I interrupted rudely. “ Not with a 
voice of such quality as yours.” 

Then a sudden thought struck me. “ I say,” I said eagerly, 
“ where are you speaking from ? ” 

“ From home,” said the voice tantalisingly. 

“ What I mean is,” I explained patiently, “ might I 
have your number so that I could ring you up again some 
time ? ” 

“ If you like,” said the voice mockingly. “You’ll find 
my number in the telephone-book.” 

“But I say,” I expostulated, “how can I possibly find 
it?” 

“ Well, you might try a process of elimination,” suggested 
the voice sweetly. “ Er — starting with the Gas Company. 
Good-bye ! ” 

“Don’t go! ” I cried urgently. 

But I was too late. A harsh whirr rang in my ears, and 
then all was still 

For a few moments I stared ruefully at the telephone. 
Then, postponing my business with the Gas Company, I 
put on my hat and went to call on Mollie. Mollie, I may 
mention, is my betrothed. 

When I reached Mollie’s I found her younger sister Nancy 
in the dining-room executing a solitary Charleston to a 
gramophone accompaniment. Though I am but a moderate 
performer I stepped gallantly towards her. Nancy is six- 
teen, and is as unscrupulous as she is charming, which is 
saying a good deal both ways. 

“ W'faere,” I asked breathlessly, when the music had run 
its course, “ is Mollie ? ” 

“Upstairs,” said Nancy briefly as she moved towards 
the gramophone, “ making herself pretty.” 

“Then,” I said with quiet gallantry, “she will not be 
long.” 

Nancy set a disc revolving. 

“Mollie asked me to tell her when you came,” she said. 
“But we’ll just dance this one first. And do try not to 
ke^ your legs so stiff.” 
we danced. 

“ By the way,” said Nancy suddenly, “ did you manage to 
get through to the Gas Company? ” 

I pulled up with a jerk and stared. 

Nancy returned my gaze with innocent blue eyes. 

“ W^t— were—did you ? ” I spluttered. 

Nancy nodded composedly. 

We’ve ji^t got our new telephone put in,” she said. 

“ I Ve been ringing up all sorts of people all morning. I 
was just trying to get through to you when I heard your 
voice asking for the Gas Company,*’ She giggled suddenly. 
“ If it were not for the telephone,” she mimicked, “ I might 

have wandered about the earth to the end of my days ” 

“ So that explains it,” I interrupted, seeing light. 

Nancy eyed me askance. 

“ Do you know, Nancy,” I explained earnestly, “ it is a 
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curious thing, but until this moment I have never realised 
how remarkably your voice resembles Mollie’s. No wonder 
I was so attracted over the telephone. Why, Nancy, your 
voice is most uncannily like Mollie’s. And higher praise 
than that,” I added gallantly, “I cannot give.” 

Nancy curtseyed prettily. 

‘‘Thank you,” said she demurely. “And speaking of 
Mollie,” she added guilelessly, “ perhaps I ’d better go and 
tell her you *re here.” 

“ If you wouldn't mind,” I said carelessly. 

Nancy moved to the door. i 

“ Oh, by the way, Nancy,” I said, “ before you go ” 

“ Yes ? ” said Nancy, turning. 

“My sister was telling me,” I went on casually, “of some 
new hand-bags they have in Danby and HenshaU's. Quite 


the latest thing, she says. I was thinking of getting Mollie 
one.” I paused skilfully. “ I wonder, would you like one 
too, Nancy ? Somehow it seems to me only appropriate 
that two girls with voices so charmingly alike should also be 
equipped with similar hand-bags.” 

“ Oh, thanks awfully'* said Nancy. “You are a dear.” 
She opened the door. “ And ” — she glanced at me wickedly 
over her slim shoulder — “ and you may ring me up whenever 
you like! ” And then, with a whisk of her short skirt, she 
departed in search of Mollie. 


“An invitation to hold its autumnal meetings at Littlehampton on 
September 26th and 27th next has been accepted by the Sussex Con- 
gratulation Union .” — Local Lajper* 

We had no idea that Sussex had such a good conceit of itself. 
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looks like a man’s size in socks, dear 7 dear, he ’s a caution. P’raps I ’m cut 
LITTLE TALKS. jlj looks to me more like something in out to be an old man’s darling. Well, 

SiXPENOT Dips; or, The Daxcino- the juvenile department. he said, ‘Haw! I ’ve had my eye on you 

Partner. » Don’t look up, but there’s a boy for a long time,’ he said. So I said, 

(Scene — The Palais de Danse.) got his eye on us. Maud, dear, I do ‘Flattered, I'm sure.* Then he said, 
“There they go, Maud, six of them believe one of us is about to^ click! * Haw ! you lead a gay life, don’t you ? ’ 
after that Milly again. It beats me Now you can look, he’s tying his shoe- ‘Gay?’Isaid. ‘ Well, I mean dancing 
what a man sees in her — doesn’t it you, lace. Poor darling ! first time out, I every night and that,’ he said. * And 
dear? Well, there don't seem to be should say. Just look at him preening afternoons too,' I said. ‘Oh, yes, we 
any ugly rush for you and me, Maud; and all of a-dither. Tying his tie now, do have a time ! ' Then he said, ‘ Haw ! 
here we are, left again. You and me 's you see. Isn’t he a lamb ? I'm going you get a queer lot of partners, I dare 
a pair of Cinderellas, that 's what it is. to give him the gay glance, and chance say.’^ ‘Some’s funnier than others,’ 
Weil, ugly ducklings if you like. Still, it. Oh, gosh ! here becomes ticket and I said, because just then he came 


you ’d think one of us v;as 
worth a tanner, wouldn’t you ? 

“ Ob, well, who’d be a danc- 
ing-partner? Sixpence a time 
and no offers. I 've had one 
dance to-night — one^ my dear, 
would you believe it ? And he 
was a hundred. I shall get 
this inferior complex they talk 
about. Well, that Lotty’s 
booked for the evening night 
after night, an* if there’s all 
that money flying about you 'd 
think somebody might squan- 
der a sixpence in this direction. 
But oh, no, it’s always the 
same — Milly and Dotty and 
Madge, and the rest nowhere. 

“ Madge Elliot 's sweetly 
I pretty, I will say ; but that 

Milly ! And, my dear, her 

dancing! Well, if I was a 
man I 'd pay more money to 
dance with a sick cow. There 
I she goes with her little lounge- 
I lizard ; she 's welcome to that, 
I’m sure. Did you see the 
nasty look she gave us ? Saucy 
cat 1 Who 's getting excited, 
dear ? Do you think I care ? 
I never could stand this tune, 
anyway, hark at it, and I want 
to get on with my knitting, you 
see. There 's little Madge. I 
know one thing — I wouldn’t 
Black Bottom with a Jew-boy 
in plus-fours if he paid me half- 
a-crown, I wonder you don't 
bring some needle-work too, 


iJiC 

" • : ‘i i'' .A, 



Maid (to mistress). “Xhe plumber’s been, but 'e’s 

GONE AGAIN, MuM.” ' 

Mistress. “Gone?” 

Maid, “Yes; ’e says it must ’avb bin the piano-tuner 

YOU WANTED.” 


because just then he came 
down like a ton of bricks on 
my toe. ‘ A thousand apolo- 
gies,' says he. ‘ One 's enough,’ 
I said. Then he said, * Can you 
give me any tips about my 
dancing ? * ‘A lesson ’$ ten- 
and-sixpence,* I said. So he 
said as quick as you like, ‘ Oh, 
well, we won’t bother; it ’s an 
education just to dance with 
you.' I said, ‘Well, hold me : 
tighter, there 's no charge for 
that.' ‘And keep your great 
stomach in,' I said, only I said 
it to myself. Well, my dear, 
we went round that floor to- 
gether* like a whale and a 
whiidng, and at the end he was 
puffing like a steam-roller on a 
hot day, 

“ * Haw 1 I 'd like to have 
another,' he said, so I said, 

‘ You 're welcome, I have the 
next free.' So he said, * Well, 
I'm sorry, I've got my wife 
here.’ Well, I 'm not going to 
be no snake in the grass, I 
thought, so I held out my hand 
for the ticket and he laid hold 
of it like the Sheiks* Good-bye. 
So I said, ‘ The ticket, please ! ’ 
And he said ‘ Haw! the ticket ; 
I'd like to keep that as a 
momento.’ So I said, ‘Well, 

I have to hand it in for my 
commission, you see,’ So he 
said, * Haw 1 Pity. Then it 's Au 
revoir^ perhaps.’ So I said, ‘You 
never know, do you ? ’ and we 


dear ; you spend as much time sitting j all. What would his mother say ? It ’s I drifted apart. And that 's my evening's 


in the shop- window as I do. No offence, 
Maud, but you don't draw much of a 
crowd yourself, do you, dear ? 


: me, Maud, I do believe 

“Well, what d’you think of that? 


work up to date, 

. “ My dear, this tune 1 Another encore 


Just took one look at me and he was — ^that 's the third. Who ’s that ? 


“ Don’t be unkind, dear ; you 've off like a shot out of a gun. Am I such gosh, if it isn't Arthur ! WelL did you 


made me drop a stitch. A jersey ? No; 
dear, ib ’s a sock, A surprise for Arthur, 


a sight as all that, Maud? Mother ever? He hates dancing, Won&rs 
used to say I was the beauty of the will never cease . . . Arthur! 


For his birthday, you see; I know he family. Well, I shall give up the dancing “Well, Arthur, where do you spring 
can do with some socks. Well, I'm and go into Parliament, that 's all I 'm from? Glad to see you, Arthur, but 
glad Arthur can’t see me now, that's fit for, it seems. Lucky Arthur didn’t what a surprise! I was speaking of 
one consolation. If he saw me sitting see that, he ’d have knocked the boy you only a minute gone — wasn’t I, 
here neglected like a snowdrop in the down as soon as look at him. My dear, Maud? Oh, sorry — Maud, this is my 
New Forest he d have seventeen fits, this tune gives me the pip. It’s a pity friend, Mr. Galloway. MissPercival — 
Wild? Wild’s not the word for it! they can’t invent a white man’s dance. Mr. Galloway. Want to dance, do 
That man— he d have nae out of the “ There ’s the old custard who fell for von? WelL von ’ll to havA a. 


‘ man— -he d have me out of the “ There ’s the old custard who fell for you? Well, you'll have to have a 
you could say knife, con- me, dear. Yes, that one ; looks like a ticket, Arthur, can’t dance with me 
you think this balloon an’ dances like a Tank. My without a ticket, you know, not if you 







HERO-WORSHIP. 

Old Lady, “What’s all the commotion, my deae?” 

Excited Llajpper, “Claude Bioabdo is jcjst LEAViNa the pictueedbdme at the end op his bun. 
Old Lady, “What^in person?”. ' ■ 

Excited Flapper, “Not exactly— but they’re just taking away the reel with him in it.” 


was the Prince of Wales. Oh, you ’ve 
got one, have you ? Knows the ropes, 
don*t he, Maud ? I *m quite suspicious. 
Come on, then. Now then. One, two, 
three, four. One, two, three, four. 
One, two, one two. Not so bad. Sure 
I’m 'worth the sixpence, Arthur ? Then 
that ’s all right. Well, I can tell you 
you ’re lucky to catch me free like you 
did ; I ’ve been that busy this evening, 
I’d just that instant sat down for a 
rest, the first minute’s peace I ’ve had 
since we opened, and then you came 
in. Been quite a run on me to-night, 
Arthur, you’d be surprised. 

” Hold me tighter, dear, and don’t 
hop. Oh, yes, regular lads, all of them, 
specially one. I ’ve had five with him, 
Arthur ; you would have been jealous. 
Very good-looking, Arthur, and dances 
like a duke. Don’t hop, dear. Quite 
young, well, twenty-five, say— officer, I 
should think. All over me, Arthur. 
Ob, well, they all were . . . 

“ And that ’s that. Now give me the 
ticket. Do you want another, Arthur ? 
Well, I ’ll squeeze you in if I can, some- 
where. Yes, that’s one of our girls. 
Milly, her name is. Yes, Milly Potts. 
Hasn’t been here long. Want to dance 


with her, do you ? Don’t be silly ; why 
should I mind? Oh, well, you ’ve only 
got to ask her. Like an introduction ? 
Oh, you know her, do you? That’s 
funny, Arthur. Fancy you knowing 
Milly Potts, Arthur! You never told 
me you knew Milly Potts, Arthur. Old 
friends, eh ? Oh, Putney, was it ? At 
the Palais, perhaps ? Oh, yes, I heard 
she left there in a hurry. That 's where 
you picked up your dancing, I dare say. 
Yes, hers is very much after your style, 
now I come to think of it — hop, skip 
and fall down. Well, there you are, the 
band ’s starting. What are you waiting 
for ? Go to it, Arthur, and good luck to 
you, I ’m sure I No, I won’t be dancing 
no more to-night, I’ve pains in the 
back. Go on, Arthur, or you ’ll miss the 
fairy .... 

“ Well, Maud, here we are again, my 
dear, two minds with but a single 
thought, and no offers 1 If you ask me, 
that man came here after Milly Potts 
and nobody else, and if you want r, 
gentleman’s sock half finished here you 
are, because I ’ve done with it .... 1 

“ Sorry, dear, did it hit you? But, I 
mean to say — Milly Potts .... 1 
» Milly A. P.H. 


Our Helpful Contemporaries, 

” A Novel Warship. 

Described ofiicially as a cruiseu-mine-layer, 
tlie Adventure is a combination of cruiser and 
minelayer. Paper. 

Simplicity itself, my dear Watson. 


“‘ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL’ 
In Modern Dress. 

Birmingham, Saturday.— The author of 
that very interesting melodrama, ‘Hamlet,’ 
which had such a successful run at the Kings- 
way Theatre last summer, had a comedy pro- 
duced to-night at the Repertory Theatre under 
the rather clumsy title of ‘ All ’s Well that 
Ends Well.* ” — Local Paper. 

His next exposition of modern dress 
will doubtless be called “Much Ado 
About Nothing.” 

“A further increase in the price of petrol 
is being considered and may bo announced 
shortly. The reduction seems certain.” 

T/ic Impartial Reporter (Enniskillen) . 
No report could be more impartial 
than that. 

Prom an article on immigration : — 

“ English iiredominate, but there are many 
Scots, Welsh and Isle of Wight people among 
the newcomers .” — Canadian Paper, 

This is the first hint we have bad of a 
HomeEule movement across the Solent. 






DEPARTMENTAL RHYMES. 

The Boabd of Education. 
Stirbed by the breath of inspiration, 
The useful Board of Education 
Gets down to business and discusses 
Interminable syllabuses. 

It loves to make ingenious rules 
To^ guide procedure in its schools, 
And entertains ambitious dreams 
Of Superannuation schemes 
With curious clauses so designed 
To baulk and mystify the mind 
That even those who 've framed and 
planned 'em 

May never hope to understand 'em. 
Then, at the end of every week, 

The permanent officials seek 
To recreate their mental calm 
With music^s unctuous healing balm, 
And warble on the Burnham Scale 
As sweetly as a nightingale. 

Our happy children little know 
What debts of gratitude they owe 
To those who take such anxious pains 
And agitate their powerful brains 
To keep^ alight and bravely Wrning 
The all-important lamp of learning, 
Yes, sad to say,, they con their sums 
With merry hearts and inkstained 
thumbs, 

Oblivibus of the work that ’s done 
To earn for them these hours of fun ; 
And thus it is the patient Board 
^ Iibses its well-deserved reward 
. Of httle voices raised to bless 
songs of thankfulness. 


But, though its efforts rarely cause 
r Loud bursts of juvenile applause, 
The Board does not entirely lack 
Approving pats upon the back. 
Those pedagogues who best can claim 
The right to academic fame 
Admit that, though it may be dense 
And wanting in intelligence 
And fifty years behind the times 
And guilty of atrocious crimes 
That clearly could not be committed 
By any save the feeble-witted. 

In fairness they must still record 
Their faint suspicion that the Board, 
Despite the varmus failings mentioned, 
Is on the whole not ill-intentioned. 

Encouraged, as it well may be, 

By such discerning flattery, 

The blushing Board of Education 
Proves worthy of this commendation 
And with redoubled zeal discusses 
A further batch of syllabuses. 

- O.L.M. 

“P Bleaches Snow White.” 

Advt, in Weekly JPcb^er» 
It sounds rather like painting the lily. 


** TJie motto, ^Doceas Ut Discs,* was objected 
to also, because it was not in English,” 

New Zealand Paper, 
Did they think it was Latin ? 


“ < Swallow an oyster and get that sea-breeze 
Ming* will probably be the new slogan of 
Whitstable and Colchester. Scientists have 
discovered that oysters contain so much 
iodine .*’ — Weekly Paper, 

^'Fate cannot harm me, iodined to-day.'* 


NUMBER, PLEASE! 

Disillusion has.come to Acacia Grove. 
Until to-day we knew ourselves as the 
very 6Ute of an unimpeachably correct 
suburb. To-day we have our misgivings. 
Men made for the 8.41 (fast) this morn- 
ing with a less confident tread ; women 
went to the West End by the cheap 
mid-day fares conscious of a slight de- 
rangement of the superiority complex 
and gave their addresses to the assist- 
ants with something less than their 
customary nonchalance. 

For the pride of Acacia Grove has 
suffered a fall ; we have been numbered. 
The distinction we have so long enjoyed 
of being the only unnumbered road in 
the suburb, and therefore, in our view, 
the only road entitled with any good 
show of reason to use the names of our 
houses for postal and similar purposes, 
has been ruthlessly swept away. It has 
been done on the authority of 56 & 57 
Viet., c. 73 ; 38 & 39 Viet., c. 66, s. 160 ; 
and 10 & 11 Viet., c. 34, s. 65 ; but we 
have been unable to find consolation 
even in the reflection that it has taken 
I no fewer than three statutes to deprive 
us of our high estate. 

No longer shall we be familiarly 
known in the suburb by the names ot 
our demesnes, names selected after who 
knows hOfW deep and anxious heart- 
searching,^ names showing withal no 
little erudition and no mean knowledge 
of geography. As one speaks of Graham 
of Claverhonse, of Townshend of Kut, 
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American Millionaire, “ Say, Keeper, I ’d like to have your Zoological 
Gardens tor hy lil boy.” 

Keeper, “ Thank you, Sir. And we *d like to have your little boy for our 
Zoological Gardens.” 


of Kitchener of Khartoum, so in Acacia 
Grove and the neighbourhood it has 
been the habit to speak of Pepper of 
“The Poplars,” Biggs of “Balmoral” 
and Pimworthy of “Ei Arish.” But 
now, it is to be feared, our wives will 
be known as Mrs. Smith of 67, Mrs. 
Fogg of 52, and our children as the 
kids across at 29. 

We don't say, of course, that the 
numbering won’t be an advantage in 
certain cases. There is Pilkington across 
the road, for example. When Pilking- 
ton bought that plot and put up that 
footling little bungalow of his, there 
were already fifteen bungalows in the 
road all superior to'Pilkington’s. But 
Pilkington had the great effrontery to 
put a large sign on his front-gate which 
proclaimed that his was “The Bunga- 
low.” The Bungalow, if you please! 
There is a feeling in Acacia Grove that 
Pilkington deserves no better fate than 
to be known to the public in his true 
colours as No. 16. 

There is likewise a due appreciation 
of the rough justice by which “The 
Oh Alet,” the residence of Captain Tablet, 
late of the Eoyal Army Medical Corps, 
has been allotted the distinguishing 
numeral, 9 ; and none has been found 
to grumble that Nemesis has at last 
overtaken the people at the end of the 
road, whose “Chez Nous’* will become 
No, 101, None of this, however, can 
compensate me for the abiding memory 
of Shepherd’s Bush and Liverpool Street 
stored up for me in my own No. 11. 

Then, unkindest cut of all, perhaps, 
we shall now have to put up with the 
ili-brod and ill-concealed elation of 
Laburnum Avenue. Laburnum Avenue 
came into existence at the same time as 
Acacia Grove and was promptly, and in 
our view very properly, numbered by 
authority of 66 & 57 Viet,, c. 73, etc., 
within about three months ; the failure 
to deal likewise with Acacia Grove 
having long been recognised (in Acacia 
Grove) as a tacit admission on the part 
of the local authority that Acacia Grove 
was several cuts above Laburnum 
Avenue, The realisation that the omis- 
sion may after all have been due merely 
to the carelessness of a junior clerk in the 
office of the district surveyor is some- 
what galling. In Laburnum Avenue it 
is being openly stated that the delay of 
three years in numbering Acacia Grove 
is a clear indication that the Council 
regards the inhabitants as relatively 
insignificant. 

We are now considering what, if any- 
thing, we shall do about it. The notices, 
which came this morning, say inter alia 
that the urban authority for the said 
district do thereby require us within 
three weeks to cause the number , . , 
to be marked on the said house occupied 


by us in the said district, in default of 
which we shall be liable to a penalty 
not exceeding forty shillings, and the 
said urban authority will cause the said 
number to be marked on the said house 
at our expense. And, as Wilkins pointed 
out at our preliminary meeting this 
evening, there is very little left to be 
said after that. 

We are prosecuting inquiries, how- 
ever, in the hope of establishing that 
the said 66 & 57 Viet, or another of the 
said statutes (one of which, for reasons 


which are not at all clear to me, is the 
Public Health Act, 1875), while requiring 
us to cause the said numbers to be 
marked on the said houses, has omitted 
to stipulate the manner of the said 
causation and the place of the said mark. 
Wilkins, who professes to know quite 
a lot about the law, says there is just a 
chance that that may be so, and there 
was some talk at the meeting of decid- 
ing in that event to cause the numbers 
to be marked in lead pencil on the inside 
of the kitchen door. 
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THE DURY OF JL PUBLISHER’S 
OmCE-BOY. 

Jammy 1st , — ^Decided to keep a 
diary, becatise I often meet famous 
wri^rs (in my official capacity of show- 
ing them into Mr. Harwin’s office), and 
my Bevellations, intersprersed as they 
will be by spicy anecdotes which I 
should forget if I did not jot them down 
afe OT^ee, will no doubt command high 
realties” in the years to come. (1 
this so-called tecnical jargon 


quite easily in the course of my daily 
activities. It is very educational to 
work in a litery miUioo miliew). 

I do not know what will be the far- 
reaching consequences of these Eevella- 
tions from my pen (as see the- book 
that was not by Sir Ronald Redd, and 
all the fuss there was about that affair), 
but I ’m jolly well sure I 'm not going 
to stop here all my life to be spoken 
disrespectfully to by the cashier and 
the typists. I am going to make my 
Mark in Life. 


JaJiuary 4th , — The ’phone girl had a 
headache and went down to the rest- 
room with some asprins so I had to 
take her place. Switchboard very jolly. 
Have decided to give up litery career if 
at any future date it does not please 
me, and be a telephonist. 

Listened in to conversation between 
Mr. Harwin and Mr. W.* Had not 
known before that Mr. W. minded 
about things like how much money he 
was paid with* 

Listened in to inter -departmental 
conversation between book-storekeeper 
and night-watchman about some edi- 
tions de lux in antique leather with gold 
edges that had been damiged in the 
night by a cat. Learnt two new words. 

January 5th , — Thone girl away with 
flue. Was told off by Mr. Harwin for 
answering the ’phone to Mr. with 
my mouth full of sausidge sandwich. 
He said it makes a bad impression. I 
told him a fellow must have his lunch 
sometime because otherwise it makes 
such a long morning. He did not seem 
to see my point of view. I am very 
dissatisfied with the airs that man 
assumes towards me sometimes. I 
wonder who he thinks I am going to 
be spoken to like that by 1 I sometimes 
seriously consider offering this M.S. on 
completion to some other publisher and 
not even giving him an option on same.* 

I believe that all this writing is ali- 
readjr improving my litery style and 
making it more litery. (2Vb^e. — To 
further improve my litery style by read- 
ing all the firm’s letters when I prepare 
them for the post and road mark and 
inwardly digest same.) 

Classical quotations like this look 
very impresive. {Note , — Remember to 
read the classics. Perhaps next week 
if there is time.) 

January 6th , — Fell downstairs to- 
day with a pile of books and a bump on 
my forehead the size of an egg and 
spilt a blot of ink on Mr. S.’s new 
contract that Mr. Harwin called me in 
to witness because his secretary was 
out at lunch and forgot my sausidge 
sandwiches this morning and got into 
trouble with Mr. Harwin because I 
refused to let Mr. G. * see Mr. Harwin 
when the man that Mr, Harwin really 
didn’t want to see was somebody else. 
Feel discouraged. 

Later, — I happened to be sauntering 
by the door of Mr, Harwin's office and 
casuly stooping as I passed the key- 
hole when I heard his voice sounding 
very bored and grouse-ey and I remem- 
bered that he had had that Mr. Sills, 
the stout artist fellow who does those 
book jackets with pictures all in squares 

* A famous author whose name I tempril}" 
supress in case my M.8. falls into undesirable 
bands. 
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on them in with him for two hours 
so I went in and asked him if he 
had any letters for the post and he 
said he hadn’t signed them yet and 
would^ Mr. Sills excuse him ? Well, 
Mr. Sills went then, and Mr. Harwin 
puffed a sigh of relief and said “ that 
was very neat, Jones: I was beginning 
I to find him a waist of time.” 

I think it is very lucky- for Mr. 
Harwin that he has men like me on 
his staff who have his interest at heart 
like me. 

January 7th , — An old geyser came 
in this morning and said she was a 
Eussian Princess and wanted to talk 
to Mr. Harwin about her memoires 
and as I passed his door casuly later 
on I heard her telling him that she 
had seen Easpooteene or some other 
such name stabbed in the back and had 
seen two men hung drawn and quartered 
in the streets of Mosco and had escaped 
to Finland disgised as a mondincant 
priest and had once been persued by a 
stack of wolves and then somebody 
came along so the last I heard was Mr. 
Harwin saying he would consider the 
matter, 

I hope he does, because then I might 
get a chance of looking into the M.S, 
when it arrives, before passing it on to 
Mr. Harwin, which is my usual pro- 
cedure, as if I think a M.S. is quite un- 
suitable for Mr. Harwin I simply re- 
turn it with the usual regrets, without 
bothering to trouble him with it. He 


does not know this, bub I do not see 
what the use of him having a litery 
assistant like me on his staff is if I don’t 
learn to use my own inish initiative. 

This is Saturday. Mrs. 
Sadie B. Hoggins rang up to speak to 
Mr. Harwin about her daughter being 
put on the staff as a manuscript-reader 
and when she heard that he was play- 
ing golf she let him off steam like any- 
thing about efish efficiency and how 
everybody worked all the time in 
America especially all day Saturday and 
couldn’t I put her through to Mr. Har- 
win’s golf club house and then some 
more about English efficiency. I don’t 
usully not know what to say to people, 
but this time I didn’4iknow what to say 
to her. At least all those that I could 
think of on the stir of the moment I 
! thought would be deprimental to the 
the firm and Mr. Harwin would hear 
about it and tell me oft* for discurtesy. 

: So I hung the receiver up and let her 
talk. This sorb of thing is my way of 
■ teaching myself self-restraint. Besides, 
I was hungry, and had had my sausidge 
sandwiches half unpacked at the time 
when her ’phone call came through. 

January lOth^ Monday , — The ’phone 
girl is back. She says I’ve made a 
mess of her books. Thus is grattitude 
rewarded I I shall leave her to it. I 
have duties of my own to perform on 
my own particular side of the business. 

Later , — The Multigraphing Depart- 
ment have given me 10,000 envelopes 


to address. Nobody famous has called 
today, 

January 11th, 

January 12th, 

January ISth , — Nobody famous has 
called. I am very busy, as I have 
9,981 envelopes here, the addressing of 
which has been entrusted to me by the 
firm. 

January lith , — Nobody famous has 
called. I ’m fed up with this job. I 
don’t see how I can ever write a book 
on the secrets of the publishing trade 
if nothing ever happens in the bally 
place and no spicy anecdotes take place 
for me to put in my Bevellations and 
they put me on to addressing their 
beastly envelopes. 

I shall give the matter delibbrata 
thought and take steps even perhaps 
going to the length of handing in my 
formal resignation if necessary, and 
shall hold over this Diary until some- 
thing eventualates. 


Shifting Sands. 

*‘Capt. , on his world tour with — ^ 

motor eyoles, has crossed 700 miles of the 
Sahara Besert, from Jerusalem to Baghdad.” 

Trade JPaper. 

“ The tenants had to be rescued by a fire- 
escape, and remarkable scenes were witnessed 
as they descended, accompanied hycats, dogs, 
parrots, and other household pets. An invalid 
old lady was among them .” — Scots Fajpen 

Her years should hare earned her more 
respeot. 
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VOTES FOR YOUNG PERSONS. 

So many letters have been sent to 
Mr. Punch on this important topic that 
the Editor has asked me to sift them 
and select a few for publication, making 
comments where necessary on the 
matter contained therein. It is too late, 
no doubt, to shift the determination of 
the Government, but no extension of 
the franchise should be allowed to pass 
without the expression of responsible 
opinion outside the House. And how 
terribly diverse responsible opinion is ! 

Dear Mr, Punch, — The Government 
has decided to give flappers the vote. 
Young women have no minds of their 
own. What do they know about business 
affairs ? Do you ever see them reading 
the Market Eeports ? They will vote as 
their husbands ox fiances direct. Why 
then complicate the electoral machinery 
by this uiinecessary fuss ? 

Yours sincerely, Irascible. 

Tooting 

Why indeed ? 

Dear Me. Ponch, — The Government 
has decided to present flappers with the 
vote. The female of the human species, 
especially when young, is notoriously 
obstinate and perverse. The result of 
this measure can only be to set sex 
against sex and create a bitterer feud 
than the class war. • Indionans. 

Barking^ B. 

Yes. I hadn’t thought of that. 

.Sir, — Give us votes for flappers. 
Give us votes for schoolgirls. Give us 
votes for schoolboys. Disenfranchise 
everyone who is not an adept at Black 
Blot tarn dancing. Nay, more. Give 
us votes for cradles. Give us votes for 
parrots. Give us votes for cats and 
dogs. An Enolishman. 

haiTogate, 

I ’m sorry I can*t. 

Dear Sir, — ^The Government pro- 
poses to give votes to flappers. My 
daughter Agatha would not know what 
to do with a vote if she had it. She 
would merely throw it about and lose 
it. Quite recently she knocked all the 
stuffing out of her pet rabbit and after- 
wards tore off its right ear. She has been 
^[deservedly) expelled from the Gug- 
nuncs. Is she (may I ask) entitled to 
elect a representative to the Mother of 
Parliaments, before which stands an 
equestrian statue representing Eichabd 
C cEUB DE Lion, not to mention Oliver 
OBOMWELri himself ? 

Wo take in The Daily Looking-Olass, 
which for years has been attempting to 
educate the minds of electors by provid- 
ing them on every possible occasion 
with' pictures of young women in bath- 
ing costumes and animals from the Zoo. 


My daughter Agatha recently stig- 
matised one of the leading articles in 
this paper (nearly five lines long) as 
“ tosh.’* Even the “ Aunt Mary ” and 
the “ Tiny Tots” column, which I relish 
daily on the Underground, are too deep, 
it would appear, for her frivolous mind. 
Is she, I ask, to have a voice in the 
destinies of a nation for which Hampden 
bled before she is old enough even to 
become a Dairy Belle ? 

Yours truly, Disgusted. 

Surbiton, 

"Disgusted” seems to me to be 
labouring (or being disgusted) under a 



THE MAY QUEEN 
{To the Mother of Farliamenis), 

“ They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not 
what they say, 

For I ’m to be Queen the May, mother, 

I 'm to be Queen o’ the May ! ” 

[Sir Douglas Hogg will be in charge of the 
Trade Union Bill, which homes up for Second 
Heading on May 2nd.f 

slight misapprehension. There is no 
suggestion as yet of giving votes to the 
nursery. I cannot think that Agatha is 
over twenty-one. In time no doubt she 
will learn to take her daily newspaper 
seriously. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I write more in 
sorrow than in anger. I am a romantic 
novelist. Before what shrine has the 
youth and chivalry of England always 
laid the tribute of its devotion, the 
homage of its prowess and its strength ? 
Surely at the feet of the young girl aged 
certainly not more than twenty-one and 
often less. If you have read my Quest 
of the Grail (Ardent Sam, 7s. 6d,) you 
will remember how John Piidsiock found 
more wisdom in a smile or the wavelet 


of a single curl of Evadne's golden head 
than in all the books of all the wiseacres 
of the world. At her lightest beck (or 
indeed hist) he would have faced peril — 
nay, certain death — in the uttermost 
parts of the earth. To gain her hand he 
would have given the Eoman Empire or 
the gold of Midas, and welcomed (p.249) 
exclusion from his step-uncle’s will. 
Even the discovery that she had appar- 
ently murdered his great-aunt (pp. 301- 
7) did not daunt his undying love. Was 
Evadne unworthy of the vote ? Eather 
might we not say that scarcely a single 
Member of Parliament is worthy to 
receive so precious a boon as one tiny 
cross marked by Evadnds delicate and 
tapering (p. 142) hand. 

I should like to know whether the 
worship of pure young girlhood still 
beats (as once it beat) in England’s 
heart. I am, faithfully yours, 

Lavender Smith. 

Blurberry, Hants, 

I will order The Quest of the Grail 
from the library at once. 

Sir, — The Cabinet may not Lave 
known it, but had they refused us the 
vote the whole weight of the pillion- 
riders of Great Britain would have been 
flung instantly against them. 

I am Sir, Yours obediently, 

Motor Oyclica. 

Heavens ! 

My dear Mr. Punch. — I have always 
got everything I wanted yet, haven’t I ? 
out of my uncles and anybody like that 
if I asked them prettily for it. Is there 
any reason why I shouldn’t have the 
vote too ? 

Yours very sincerely, 

Twenty-one-and-a-bit. 
None at all. Am replying personally. 

Sir, — The lamentable ignorance of 
all facts connected with our constitu- 
tional and political history displayed by 
I the majority of grown-up English men 
I and women makes it doubtful whether 
anybody outside a few members of the 
academic professions are reasonably 
entitled to vote at all. Indeed I have 
grave doubts whether a short but 
searching questionnaire submitted to 
actual Members of Parliament (when 
removed from their secretaries and 
works of reference) would show them to 
have the necessary qualification for 
the franchise themselves. 

This being so, we may perhaps assert 
with confidence that the nearer to the 
school or University age a voter may 
be the greater are the chances that he 
or she may retain some knowledge of 
political theory and the true functions of 
citizenship. Yours, etc., 

SOHOLASTICUS. 

Quite.' Evoe. 
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A QUESTION OF STATUS, 

The theory that status is more im- 
portant than salary is one that my 
friend Oollinson accepts without hesita- 
tion, and he holds that it is of far wider 
application than was indicated in a cer- 
tain speech by Mr. Eamsay MacDonald, 
As regards “ the workers,” he says, con- 
sidering the money they make it is 
obvious that their divine discontent can 
only be explained in this way, and he 
resents the fact that this one class was 
singled out for praiso. “ Is not the same 
proud contempt for mere pelf,” he asked 
me, shown by the self-sacrificinglabours 
of our politicians ? What inducement 
could there be for our Members of Par- 
liament to slave as they do for their 
paltry hundreds a year were it not that 
they feel that theirs is an enviable status 
and the salary they draw no indication 
of the public’s estimate of what their 
work is worth ? ” 

Professional footballers and ch ampion 
boxers were also cited as men to whom 
the mere monetary reward was as no- 
thing compared with the respect, he 
might almost say the reverence, in which 
they were commonly held. 

Observing that I was about to put in 
a word he added hastily that what he 
was really getting at was this : mutatis 
mutandis^ the theory applied also to 
the brute creation. In particular, he 
held, our domesticated animals rose to 
the dignity of the position we accorded , 
them in our esteem. ' 

Take my pig,” he said. 

“Heavenforbidl’Treplied, for Oollin- 
son’spigisa large and unpleasant animal 
with bad habits, a worse temper and a 
nasty nature. But Oollinson said I had 
misunderstood him. What he meant 
was: What was the explanation of: 
Patty’s behaviour ? And when I sug- 
gested original sin he was quite annoyed, i 
Yet it was nothing to what he had said ! 
himself the day before, and so I told him. ■ 
He replied that he knew no better then ; 
but his eyes hadbeen opened. He realised 
now that the pig was maligned and mis- 
understood. Ignorance of his require- 
ments had dominated his unhappy 
destiny and made him what he was. If 
Fatty’s manners were coarse and his 
morals corru;^t (and they are) the fault 
was his (Oollmson’s). 

I said he had little cause for self- 
reproach, and pointed out that Fatty 
was already being fed and housed rather ; 
better than himself. Moreover he had 
no work, no worries. But Collinsoni 
replied that it was not in providing the : 
material blessings of life that he had 
failed, but in withholding the status, 
the considerate respect, that Fatty re- 
quired to bring out his better nature. 

**T>q I make a friend, a companion 


of my pig ? ” he demanded. I do nob. 
But,” he added sternly, “ I will.” 

He explained that in future he in- 
tended his pig to share the privileges at 
present enjoyed by his dog — the run of 
the house, for example, and the right to 
accompany him on his walks ab^road. 
Although his wife declared that if Fatty 
entered the house it would be over her 
dead body, he had hopes that this 
obstacle would soon be removed. Mean- 
time he proposed to put the pig on the 
leash and take him for a walk. 

The walk, though short, would seem 
to have been full of incident, and for 
one of his corpulent habit Fatty proved 
extraordinarily active and strenuous. 
Oollinson himself was very reticent 
about what happened, but no one else 


was. Still, I am inclined to doubjt 
whether he fell quite so often as they 
said. Even if Fatty was making rings 
round him and twisting the rope about 
his ankles when he was not trying to 
make a dash for home between his legs, 
they must have made some progress, for 
they eventually reached the village, 
although not together. The pig got 
there first, trailing his rope in an offen- 
sive and provocative manner. Several 
people essayed to catch him by it, and 
the policeman succeeded in getting his 
foot on the rope, with the result that he 
licked the dust, for his tongue is inclined 
to protrude. 

This possibly explains why he was so 
nasty to poor Oollinson when he arrived 
five' minutes later, and why he refused 
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to accept the explanation that he had p. . y circumstances it 'will beun- 

only let go of the rope when he found ^ i nt . derstood how happy a distraction was 

that it had ceased to function as a brake. ‘‘Marigold” (Kingswat), caused by the appearance of young 

In the inter'9'als of mopping his bleeding The trouble with Marigold Sellai\ Archie Forsyth, 

nose and licking his pencil the police- who could not be expected to share our stationed at Edinburgh Castle. Already 
man made copious notes and hinted appreciation of the humour of the Mid- his invasion of one of the sewing-s6ances 
darkly that more would be heard about lothian manse into which she had been had fluttered the heart of Marigold, He 
this business. adopted, was that her young life lacked brings invitations to her and her people 

He was right. The arm of the law has diversion. An annual visit to Edinburgh to assist at the coming progress of 
not yet seized Collinson, but he feels for the General Assembly, a periodical Eoyalty through Edinburgh, and ilfhn- 
tbat at any moment it may ; and mean- sewing-party, the domestic excitement gold responds eagerly to his soldierly 
time he is disbursing large sums to to be got from the conversion of “rasps'” advances. Her father, pompous and 
the community by way of atonement, into jamor jelly— all these things failed rigid, who had thrown up the Army 
Judging by the claims already settled to appease her natural yearning for the long ago and withdrawn into rural re- 
it would seem that Fatty, before he was larger life. And there were no young tirement (which was why his French 
captured and conveyed home in a cart, people for her to play with, since you wife, bored with cabbage, had left him 
not only destroyed the entire stock of could hardly count (Divinity just before the birth of ilfa?7goZ^Z), flatly 

the two shops in the village, but broke student and pupil oit\iQBev,Mr, Prin- refuses the invitation. HhQBev, Pringle 
down a large part of every fence and gle, Minister of Paradykes), who was was away at Peebles (not, we must be- 
killed most of the fowls. more adapted forthe study of his tutor’s lieve, in search of the “pleesure and 

Yet even these misfortunes hssicdly\ Animadversions on the Pelagianheresies, deevilry” for which that town is notori- 
explained the change 1 1 | ous) ; indeed the only 


saw in Collinson when 
next we met. “You 
don’t know the worst,” 
he said when I con- 
doled with him, and for 
a while would say no 
more. Then it all came 
out. Feeling, he said, 
that the disasters of the 
“walk” were not really 
Fatty’s fault, on the 
following morning, 
though still bruised and 
shaken, he had ap- 
proached the pig’s do- 
main to show that he 
bore no malice. But 
Fatty had turned his 
back upon the world. 
He was eating his break- 
fast with great gusto, so 
the gentle “ Ahem ! ” 









Chatty Individual {in answer to higuiry), “No, Sir, I cannot claim to be 

AN AETIST MYSELF, BUT I DO CLAIM TO KNOW A GOOD BIT OF COLOUR WHEN I 

SEE IT. I’ve practically spent a lifetime in the gents’ outfitting.” 


ous) ; indeed the only 
thing we ever saw of 
him was his excellent 
portrait (by Mr. Lance- 
lot Speed) on the wall 
of the manse parlour. 
Mrs, Pringle, obeying a 
native instinct, declines 
to incur the necessary 
expense of a visit to 
Edinburgh. So Mari- 
gold must go “by her 
lane.” In her beautiful 
innocence (she has been 
told that the Oastle will 
assume the character of 
a huge inn for the occa- 
sion) she invades For- 
syth's quarters a day 
before the function with 
the fixed assurance of 
accommodation, bring- 
ing her night-things in 


with which Collinsonsoughtto announce The prospect of receiving a betrothal the minister’s second-best carpet-bag 

' his presence was drowned in the din. ring from a neighbouring Laird, entail- (his best being with him at Peebles). 
Though considerably dashed, he was ing the perusal of a Young Lady’s Guide Of the ensign’s honourable and pain- 
not to be turned from bis purpose. The to Etiquette and the learning-by-heart ful embarrassment ; of the ultimate con- 
usual method of attracting Fatty’s atten- of the correct riposte, did little to lighten ciliationof the proprieties ; of theinter- 
tion—poking him with a stick in the her ennui. ’Foie James Pay ton of Kettin- Yention ot Marigold's mother, engaged 
outskirts of his ribs— seemed somehow foot was twice her age and stuffy at at this juncture in playing the part of 
not right and kind. A more respectful that. Also he indulged a curious pas- Mary Stuart, at the Theatre Eoyal, in 
and considerate method had to be found, sion (possibly due to Lowland sympa- a drama of five acts and a prolocme ; of 
When he reached this point in his thies) for Thomas Carlyle, to whose the cursory dismissal of the Laird of 
narrative Collinson was almost over-, forthcoming work on Oliver Grom- Eetiinfoot, still' stuffed with self-esteem 
come, and he was still labouring under well, in fourvolumes,helooked forward but a little chagrined to think that the 
painful emotion when he resumed. with pleasurable anticipation as afford- engagement-ring, whose return ho 
^ “Venturing a little nearer,” he con-, ing excellent matter for reading aloud promptly demands, had been wastefuUy 
tinned, “m token of unbroken friend- to his future wife. Marigold's inclina- altered to fit Marigold's fiin^^^er— of all 
ship and amity I stooped and patted tion leaned rather to another Thomas these pleasant effects, ending in the 
the pig gently on the cleanest spot I (Hood), from whose contributions to A triumph of true love, I Have no time 
could find. And then,” said Collinson; Book of Heroines (I can’t think how it to tell Nor can I describe the promised 
with almost a sob— “then he turned’ found its way into the manse library) passage, between salutes and curtsies, 
and bit me . she recited some verses very obnoxious of Queen Victoria across the stage, 

How to Make Farming Pav ber lover s sensibility. This, with for the final curtain veiled it from our 

i: ‘«mtoKONy.-Farmer(Ownfr),aid60. S Sh bul^g eyes 

5, WQoitswife immediately ; only those possessing mo nim to resolve that she must ^ The play makes no pretence to sophis- 

three thousand pounds or more need apply.” be put to a finishing-school in prepara- tication, nor are you meant to be greatly 

^ in Soots l^aper. tion for her status as his wife, thriUed by its plot ; it is just a quiet 
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comedy of character and manners. The of meaning she could put into her casual Edmond Berbsfobd, with his importun- 
First Act, devoted to the creation of ‘‘A-ha!” Miss Angela Baddeley's ate intrusions, was a clever study. So 
atmosphere and the expounding of re- Marigold was charmingly piquant. If was Miss Agnes Lowson's Beeniey 
lationships (not always too clear when at times one suspected her of knowing maid of the manse. And there was ex- j 
set forth rapidly in a broad Scottish a little too much for her air of inno- cellent fun to be got from Mr. Norman 
accent), mayhave seemed a littledrawn- cence, well, that too was all in the 

period. In Mr. Deering Wells, as the ^ 

dashing ensign, we had the happ^^^^^ 

AN ANGEL FROM PAIJABYKES. pft for rotundity of diction, ^ shoidd 
Mrs. Pringle Miss JEiti Oadeix. have needed a Comppdium of Etiquette to MABior 




Dashing Dnsigti . “ I ’m going to marry 


to instruct him in the phrasing proper ha-ha I ” 


out. It could hardly be hoped that to the conferment of a betrothal ring, * me. j^eering wells. 

the process of' making raspberry jelly, The broken English of Miss Beatrice ndretoSel ar Mr. Athole Stewart. 

on which the dialogue insisted so much, Wilson, who played Sellafs 'Fjcmch Page’s rendering of ilfof£?aw, a discreet 
could have for us the same poignant wife with great vivacity, afforded a soldier-servant, w’^ho neither was, nor 
interest that it had for Mrs. Pringle happy contrast to the broken Scotch of affected to be, anything but a Sassenach, 
and her assistants. But that was only some of the alleged natives. Of the Finally, the humour and humanity of ; 
a defect 'of the virtue of realism. The minor parts, the Peter Gloag of Mr. Miss Katie Johnson as one of j 

note of the play was a aunts, made a pleasant foil j 


Mr. Beering Wells. 


note of the play was a 
leisurely unforced humour, 
nearly always appropriate 
to the characters to whom 
it was assigned. There were 
few scintillations; we were 
seldom invited to indulge in 
uproarious mirth; but we 
were always smiling quietly 
inside, either with or at 
somebody. 

Cocktails are not the best 
preparation for a light vin- 
tage claret; and it may 
well be that a steady course 
of crook-plays has made the 
general palate too coarse for 
the appreciation of so deli- 
cate a comedy as this. But, 
with its savour of Bweet 
Lavender mi Quality Street ^ 
it should come as a wel- 
come relief to the discerning 
taste. 

As Mrs, Pringle^ Miss 
Jean Oadell’s authentic 
vernacular and the pawky 
humour that flowed from 
her with an easy and nat- 
ural fluency were a conslani 
delict. And what a world 



‘»GBKTLE OSCULATION ON THE BEOW”, 

{as recmnmended by a handbook an di ^ ortfnmit )* 
Marigold ........ Miss Angela Babdeley. 

Janies Paytm Mr. Hubert Harben. 


to the implacable tough- 
ness of her sister (Miss 
Mary Barton). i 

The rich uniforms of the 
later Acts added a height- 
ened note of colour to the 
delicate harmonies of the 
eaiiy-Victorian dresses, A 
statement attached to the 
programme showed the 
faithful erudition that had 
gone to Captain Oakes 
Jones’s reproduction of the 
costumes of the period. 

We are not supposed to 
know enough distribute 
praise as betwe^ the two 
authors, Mrs. Allen Har- 
KER and Mx\ F. B, Pryor ; 
but we may guess bow 
much we owe to that sense 
of character which distin- 
guishes the author nf Miss 
MsmrmeemdMr.Wyckerly 
and how much & Mr. 
Pryor’s wide experience of i 
stage technique. To both 
of them (if I may drop into 
a slightly earlier period) I 
am vastly obleeged. 0. S. 
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*<C.O,D.” (Duke op York's), 

There is no special feature, like the 
Venetian Operetta of his last produc- 
tion, in Mr. Archibald de Beau’s new 
entertainment, but we were compen- 
sated with three excellent pot- 
ted Yersions of plays now run- 
ning — Sunny, The Binger and 
Broadioay. The first of these, 
in which Mr. Eobebt Hale 
burlesques his daughter, Miss 
Binkie Hale, I found the least 
amusing (though it contained 
a too -brief imitation of Mr. 

Claude Hulbert by Mr. Cyril 
Smith, which was as good as 
anything in the whole show) ; 
but then I am so constituted 
that the joy I get from the / 
spectacle of an elderly gentle- 
man masquerading as a young / r 
girl in a sketchy costume is 
never an exquisite joy. 

My pleasure was further 
tempered by the disturbing 
question : Should fathers burl- 
esque their daughters ? There 
are, of course, commercial ad- 
vantages that mitigate the ap- 
parent impiety of such an act. 

As hinted by the charming lady 
(anonymous) who introduced 
the first two burlesques, Mr. 

Eobert Hale was giving the 
family a gratuitous advertise- 
ment. Indeed a commercial element 
was also to be suspected in the burl- 
esque of The Binger, It was composed 
by Mr, Edgar Wallace, author of the 
original, with apologies to himself, and 
heralded with a generous allusion to his 


intensive fertility. All this must be 
very good for trade. 

Careful pains had been taken not to 
give away the secret of The Binger, 
every alternate scene being presented 
in total darkness. 










MISS AKN PENN AS HERSELF. 


A FAMILY ADVERTISEMENT. 

Mr. Robert Hale as Miss Binnib Hale. 

I liked best — because I knew the 
original — the faithful imitation of 
Broadway, Perhaps, for a burlesque, the 
imitation was a little too faithful ; but 
the murders, mostly arbitrary, showed 
a lavish increase, and a pleasant varia - 1 
tion was given of the feud between the 
two bootlegging gangs. Here the 
quarrel arose over a trespass on the 
preserves of a band of brigands who 
were conducting a lawless traffic in 
cigarettes after 8 p.m. in Brixton. 

The rest of the performance was 
fairly well up to the standard of the 
De Bear tradition, though Mr. Egbert 
Hale did not quite succeed in bringing 
off his solo turn, “ Eugby %oas Eugby in 
1863.” Of the ladies. Miss Betty 
Chester’s humour was always delight- 
ful, and in her song, inspired by the 
Meteorological Office, “ Deep-depres- 
sion-over-Iceland Blues” (now cut out, 
as I hear), she was pleasantly morbid. 
Miss Polly Ward was well suited with 
an abbreviated version of a monologue 
from Bunchy by A. P.H., “I Can’t 
Come OutTo-night,'’in which a servant- 
girl, detained on duty, bids a piteous 
farewell over the telephone to her lover, 
off with the dawn to foreign parts. 
Unfortunately she was using her mas- 
ter’s house-telephone and not a public 
call-box, so that her request for another 


three minutes (entailing a further out- 
lay of two-pence) had no meaning and 
the most poignant feature of the original 
was sacrificed. 

Mr. Foster Eichardson did most of 
the serious singing and did it well. 
The inexplicable craving of the 
revue public for sentimental 
songs was appeased by a com- 
position called Desert Moon- 
light,” in which a sheikh, 
amorous but a model of self- 
restraint, conducted himself on 
the best troubadour lines. The 
taste for acrobatic dancing was 
discouraged. The Chorus, who 
didn’t seem to mind being de- 
scribed as ‘‘Jackson's Girls,” 
danced attractively in “ My 
Lady’s Mirror,” where one half 
V ^ of them reflected the move- 
I ments of the other half. 

The best individual turn — I 
^ and, to my respectful surprise, ; 

far the most popular — was 
that of Miss Ann Penn, who 
gave imitations of favourite 
actresses — Miss Chester, the 
Houston Sistebs, Miss Lil- 
LEY, Miss Laye and Spinelly. 
Spinelly was, of course, easy 
fruit for her; but the others 
demanded some very nicely- 
observed distinctions. Areally 
clever performance. 

Titles of revues seldom have 
very much point, and 0, 0. D. was rather 
more blunt than most. After all, the 
Box Office takes good care that people 
pay cash before delivery. Personally I 


0 







A CYCLE OF THE RING. 

^ Frincess . . Mies Betty Chester. 



"THAT COCKTAIL IMPOSTURE, THE STEEPLECHASE BROOK/' 


»T’ OTHEK UN’s A LONG WAY BEHIND, MiSTEE. YoU 'VE GOT PLENTY o’ TIME TO GET OFF AN* LEAD UN THEOUGH. It BE’UNT 
MUCH MOEE ^N A FOOT DEEP.” 


have no complaint to make of this 
arrangement. Sir. Aechibald be Bear 
delivered the goods, and I paid no cash 
either before receipt or after. I ask 
no better than that. 0. S. 


On Approval ” (Fortune), 

Sir. Frederick Lonsdale, putting 
his hand to the merry and irresponsible 
business of making a farce, has not 
been able to forget that he is by in- 
stinct a writer of comedy, and can’t 
quite persuade himself not to take his 
characters seriously — a rather disquiet- 
ing defect. It is true that his George^ 
Twelfth Dulce of Bristol, deep in the 
grain a cad, preposterously selfish, his 
crass stupidity only relieved by little 
flashes of malice which are a sort of 
substitute for wit, his only approach to 
decency being, if one may so put it, his 
extravagances and his fastness — for one 
supposes that to be successful with 
women some sort of self-forgetful- 
ness would at some moments be neces- 
sary — this poor fish of a Duke, in- 
terpreted with a rich and varied 
humour by Mr. Eonald Squire, is an 
adequate figure of farce, a diverting 
puppet who can do anything base or 
incongruous without surprising us. But 
the charming young thing, Hele^i Eayle, 
daughter of a pickle-magnate and **one 


I of the richest women in England,” was 
I so presented to us by our author as to be 
! quite incapable of tolerating, much less 
1 of falling in love with, this preposter- 
I ous mannikin. Moreover that kindly, 
impecunious, chivalrous, vulgar little 
fellow, Dich Ealton, pursues with an 
equally serious ardour and fidelity the 
spoilt, hysterical, grotesquely vain, 
wealthy widow, Maria Wislach, Too 
mixed a foursome for real success, ac- 
cording to the strict rules of the game. 

And yet it is somewhat ungracious 
to complain, for On Approval, unsatis- 
factory as a whole, was extraordinarily 
good in parts. 

Mrs, Wislach, whose view is that one 
'oughtn’t to hazard matrimony without 
finding out how the prospective partner 
is likely to wear, carries off her devout 
lover to Scotland, to live, day in, at close 
quarters about the house and , day out, for 
propriety’s sake at a not too adjacent 
hotel. Eelen contrives to manoeuvre 
her Duke into the same ordeal in the 
same house. Eesult : Maria and George 
are exposed for the impossible people 
they are. Eelen flouts the proposal 
of the fatuous George, the worm Dich 
turns and bites the hand, of Maria, 
and the two arch-egotists are left in a 
servantless and snow-bound house by 
Eelen and Dich for each to see in the 


other as in a mirror their disgusting 
selves and be moved by the mournful 
sight td reform and reconciliation with 
their partners, who profess to see, as we 
do not, the prospect of tolerable unions. 

Mr. Eonald Bquire gets his admir- 
able effects with an astonishing ease of 
manner and avoids monotony in that 
dangerous method. The fatuous self- 
complacency, the snarling ill-nature, 
the momentarily-assumed good-nature, 
the spleenful antagonism towards the 
rival egotist Maria were most amus- 
ingly indicated. He had, it seems to me, 
the stage almost to himself. Miss Ellis 
Jeffreys (Maria), Mr. Edmond Breon 
{Ealton), and Miss Valerie Taylor 
[Eelen) were evidently embarrassed by 
the difficult modulations demanded of 
them. An original feature of the 
author’s technique was his elimination 
of the servants in an entirely plausible 
manner. There were many ingenious 
twists of humour and volleys of laughter- 
moving lines. 

The charming little Fortune Theatre 
is pitless ; and I think this a hazardous 
condition for farce. Indeed I rather 
fancy this delightfully intimate play- 
house is miscast for a production of this 
character. It seems a pity that it can- 
not be made the home of ventures of a 
more serious kind. T. 
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ADVENTURE. 

Her hat was convincing; so were 
her shoes ; so were her eyes, which had 
a dancing light in them; so was her 
age, which seemed just right, I was 
sorry that none of these things con- 
cerned me ; they were much more in- 
teresting than The Evening Standard. 

As the train sauntered through Cat- 
wood she dropped her book, jumped 
up and reached for the communication- 
cord. In a flash I realised that this 
was a throe of circumstance. 

» Please don’t pull it,” I said in a low 
tense voice. 

“Why not?” 

“ I would not hurt even a feather.” 

“ Why on earth should you want to 
hurt a feather ? ” 

“ I don’t,” I said. “ That ’s the point 
I was trying to make.” 

She lowered her hand, sat down and 
laughed. 

“ How absurd! ” she said. 

“ Exceedingly ridiculous,” 

“You thought I was afraid of you? 
But how priceless 1 ” 

“ I see that now clearly,” I said. 
“ May I join you in a ripple of laugh- 
ter?” 

“ This beastly train never stopped at 
Catwood.” 

“I expect the engine-driver knew 
best.” 

“Some people live at Oatwood,” she 
said reproachfully. “ Never mind.” 

This seemed easy. “ 1 11 try not to,” 
I assured her. 

“ I mean, never mind, 1 11 pull it 
now and then it will stop at Biggles- 
ham.” ^ 

She jumped up again and actually 
seized the communication-cord. The 
throe of circumstance had recurred in 
an acute form. 

“The train will stop with brakes 
grinding,” I warned her in tones even 
lower and tenser than on the first occa- 
sion. “The passengers will all stick 
their heads out of the windows. The 
station-master of Bigglesham, accom- 
panied by a posse of porters, will come 
to this carriage. The police will be 
summoned. You will be arrested, spend 
the night in a cell, and eventually have 
to pay a fine not exceeding five pounds 
and enormous costs, which will prob- 
ably impoverish you for ages.” 

“I simply don’t believe a word of it,” 
she said. 

I pointed to the Company's warning. 

“Would you call it improper use, 
then ? ” 

“Good Lord, yes 1 ” 

The train sauntered through Biggles- 
bam. 

, “Damn! That *s Bigglesham,” she 
said and sat down. 


Shaken, I buried myself, so far as a 
man can bury himself, in The Evening 
Standard. Ten minutes afterwards she 
disinterred me. 

“ Could you give me a match ? ” she 
asked. 

“ You know,” I ventured to remark, 
“you really ought not to go about 
pulling communication-cords. It isn’t 
done.” 

“The train never stopped at Cat- 
wood.” 

“ You got into t])e wrong train,” I 
said severely. “You should always 
inquire where a ti'ain is going before 
you get in. If you had inquired you 
would have been told this train’s first 
stop is Chobleigb.” 

“ Are you going to Chobleigb ? ” ’she 
asked meekly. 

“ Yes. I have rather an- important 
engagement at Chobleigb. What are 
you laughing at now ? ” 

“ Oh, notWng,” she said. 

The train sauntered through Chob- 
leigh. 

“Damn!” I said. “That’s Chob- 
leigb.” 

“ You got into the wrong train.” 

“Obviously,” I said. “Most annoying 
— ^most. I wonder where the accursed 
train does stop ? ” 

“ Stapton, 1 believe.” 

Her faith was justified. We both 
got out at Stapton. 

“And now,” I said, “I’ll inquire 
about a train back to Chobleigb — and 
Oatwood.” 

“You needn’t bother about Oatwood.” 

“But you live at Oatwood.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“You said you did.” 

“No, I didn’t, I simply said some 
people live at Oatwood. I live here.” 

“ At Stapton ? ” 

“At Stapton — and a frightfully dull 
place Stapton is.” 

“I am sure Sfcapton would be a duller 
place if you lived at Oatwood,” I said 
earnestly. 

“ I believe it would,” she said. 

“ But why, why the communication- 
cord ? ” ^ 

“Oh, I ’ve always longed to pull a 
communication- cord, just to see what 
would happen. You must admit it’s 
the kind of thing that always occurs 
in books. ‘ Some day I shall pull it. I 
should love to see a posse of porters— 
it was posse, wasn’t it ? ” 

“Yes, posse. Do you know, even 
now I don’t quite understand why you 
dragged in Catwood.” 

“ Oh, that ? It just came to me. 
Here ’s your train.” 

Her hat was still convincing ; so were 
her shoes ; so were her eyes with the 
dancing light in them ; so was her age, 
which still seemed just right. 


“I have a conviction,” I said. “It 
is that some day I shall meet you again. 
It just came to me.” 

“ You had better hop in, hadn’t 
you ? ” 

“Also,” I said, leaning out of the 
window, “ you must admit it *s the kind 
of thing that always occurs in books.” 


JUSTICE TO Q. 

(By a Student of Bhoneiics.) 

In all the schemes for the reform of 
our spelling, one obvious simplification 
is conspicuously lacking — the omission 
of the redundant vowel u after q. This 
is all the more remarkable since in the 
transliteration of Arabic words the prac- 
tice is followed by all the best authori- 
ties. I pass over the objection that in 
these transliterations the q has a differ- 
ent sound from that assigned to it in 
English words. The point that con- 
cerns us is that the u or tu sound is 
with us implicit in the q, and is there- 
fore superfluous in the written form of 
all w^ords beginning with that letter. 

The saving of time involved in this 
elimination would be considerable, but 
there is another and much more cogent 
reason — the added impressiveness of 
the look of all Q words when thus ab- 
breviated. We admit the value of 
euphony, but often forget how much 
depends on the visual quality of lan- 
guage. In phonetic spelling this quality 
is oiten lost, but not in this case. One 
has only to make a brief list of Q words 
to realise what they gain in individuality 
from the removal of a single letter. 
Who would not prefer to be a Qaker ; 
to sing or play in a Qartet ; to indulge 
in Qibbles or Qips or Qirks ; to receive 
a Qid pv Qo ; to be a film Qeen, or take 
a dose of Qinine ? 

The Qestion of this salutary reform 
has been unconsciously raised by the 
interesting letter of Sir Arnold Wilson 
in The Times of the 22Dd inst., on the 
antiquities of Henjam and the adjacent 
island of Qishm, so he spells it, in the 
Strait of Ormuz. The island, as I leaim 
from the Gazetteer, is seventy miles 
long by about four-and-a-quarter miles 
wide, and is under Persian sovereignty, 
though the deserted settlement of 
Basidu at the western end is British 
territory. The soil is extremely arid, 
but would doubtless lend itself admir- 
ably to the construction of golf-courses. 
Novelists and playwrights in search of 
tropical colour could not wish for a 
happier habitat, and, if Mr. Compton 
Mackenzie should ever weary of 
Herm, it is to be hoped that he will 
not neglect the chance of securing a 
lease of this sequestered paradise and 
stocking it with Qaggas and other 
delectable Qadrupeds. 
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MR. PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES 


XU.— MR. ENOCH ARNOLD BENNETT. 

various spats to HOMER’S birth laid claim, 

Five Towns dispute this Great One's rise to fame 
But London crowns his work of riper years, 

And there — where now our ENOCH walks with Peers— 
Lord B,aingo adds the latest laurel to 
That toprkaot wbrthy of a doodle>doo« 
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Boy {at Ms flnt chamber concert), “ Mum, what ’s this ? ” 
Mother. “Another quartet, dear.” 

Boy. “Welu, it looks to me like the same old lot.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The letters and journals of Mary Ponsonby (Murrai) 
cover much the same courtly Victorian ground as those of 
Lady Augusta Stanley, but are not on the whole such 
good reading. This is not due to any lack of character on 
the part ot Lady Ponsonby; it is precisely her alert 
modernity that makes her less satisfactorily the mirror of 
her age. Her mind was never hampered by a crinoline, 
though there is at least one amusing record that her body 
was; and she carried into her r6le of maid of honour — under- 
taken in 1853 at the age of twenty -two — a blithe irrever- 
ence which would have horrified all but the family circle to 
whom it was strictly confided. Miss Magdalen Ponsonby’s 
memoir of her mother lays stress on her skill in music and 
acting, and shows how “Miss Bulteel’s ” liberal education 
and taste for art rendered her (rather pathetically, I think) 
acceptable to a Queen who had neither. The maid of hon- 
our resigned on her marriage to her mistress's private 
secretary ; but as a widow returned to Court as Extra Woman 
of the Bedchamber, and her subsequent life was divided 
between the intelligentsia and royalty, a circumstance 
which accounts, I feel, for her touch of superiority in deal- 
ing with both circles. Both contribute to the correspond- 
ence reprinted here. The Empress Frederick's tragic and 
, revealing letters are the most interesting of the Court section; 
and George Eliot’s, though very “late” and pontifical, 


the best of the others. Lady Ponsonby's own letters have 
been bereft (perhaps regrettably) of their intimate pages to 
her children. But she is always stimulating when she 
discusses education and careers, and her regrets for the 
days when men ruled the professions, instead of letting the 
professions rule them, have a wider application than her 
own to soldiering and diplomacy. 

I have no fault to find with Miss Anne Douglas Sedgwick 
(Mrs. Basil de S^ilincourt) for creating a not very Gallic 
type of saint and investing her with Gallic surroundings. 
After all, sanctity is the most cosmopolitan of qualities, and 
any national fiavour a saint may possess is, from the point 
of view of his or her sanctity, accidental. I do feel, however, 
that Marthe Ludirac, the actual though not the titular 
heroine of The Old Countess (Constable), fails to live up to 
her creator's intentions ; that her heroism is inadequately 
motived and illogically exerted, and that she and the story 
she dominates suffer from an undesirable access of the 
picturesque. The picturesque is not Miss Sedgwick's 
strong point, and it is disconcerting to find so deft a delin* 
eator of social characteristics letting her figures run into the 
background, as they do here. Yet it is a very good back- 
ground : a village on the Dordogne ; an inn in the village ; 
a manoir in the woods — all exquisitely indicated. At the 
inn, an English couple; up at the manoir an old countess 
and her “landlady.” Graham^ the painter, encounters 
Madame de Lamouderie^ and is asked to call. Jill^ his wife, 
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a typical car-driving product of 
squirearchy and a very able and vigor- 
ousportrait,is obviously of the oldlady's 
'fnande] the artist is welcome for his 
own sake. The “ landlady puts into 
appearance a sad mysterious girl, about 
whom there are many stories ; and the 
final legend that arises out of her rela- 
tions to Graham, Jill and the Gotmtess 
is handled more or less in the spirit 
of the legenda aurea. It is a trying 
vein, and, if Miss Sedgwick cannot be 
said to have wholly succeeded in it, not 
many of her contemporaries would prob- 
ably have fared better. 

Eew children in a modem slum 
Escape beneficent attention, 

But to their benefactors come 
Scant words of honourable mention ; 
So, if you*d learn the lives they lead 
To make him healthier, happier, 
brighter, 

Then buy The London Child and read. 
And honourEvELYN Sharp, the writer. 

She tells us of the old harsh days 
Whose record saddens us or sickens, 
And generous homage lightly pays 
To the reforming zeal of Dickens ; 
Then wins our sympathy for the aim 
Of modern teachers who by mildness 
Oar young barbarians mould and tame, 
Yet see a virtue in their wildness. 

The book, which issues fuom the Head 
Of Bodley, is a revelation 
Of lives heroically led 
To save the rising generation; 

And let me add, before I close 
A notice void of any strictures, 

How much the gifted authoress owes 
Eve Garnett for her charming 
pictures. 


Crazy Lavements (Cape) is written 
by that clever young man, Mr. Bevee- 
LBY Nighols; and the worst of these 
clever young men is that when they 
baffle you, as they so frequently do, you 
never quite know whether they are just 
being cleverer than usual or whether perhaps the armour of 
their mental equipment has its j oints, like yours or mine. So 
when I found Mr. Nichols* young hero lighting a cigarette as 
though he were “incarcerating” a caterpillar I wondered 
whether it was time I went tobed or whetherthis was just one 
of the cracks in the crazy paving. I notice too that even the 
publishers treat this book a little gingerly ; they describe ib 
as “a series of light variations on a tragic theme,** as though 
not too sure whether the author is moralist or wit. The 
“theme,** I should explain, is “the moral and physical de- 
generation of a young man who finds himself suddenly taken 
up by a set of hectic pleasure-seeking people . . . and in the 
end tons in disgust from the hollowness which he perceives 
to underlie their whole existence.** For myself I cannot take 
ib so seriously. I prefer to regard Grazy Pavements as pure 
fun, and as such I enjoyed it greatly. Its humour is gay 
and crisp and sparkling, and its high spirits never flag. True, 
there is hardly a character in the book that is not definitely 
vicious, but they are all amusing first and vicious afterwards, 


and their viciousness is all parb of the fun. Unless of course 
you like to take them seriously, in which case you will, in 
justice to the author, take note of the hero’s final disgust 
and renunciation. (So Mr. Nichols is all right either way.) 
This book is certain to be widely read, and mostly, I suspeeb, 
by the wrong people. 


I remember being told that Andeassy and Bismarck met 
once at Gastein to conclude a political bargain from which 
Bismarck hoped to benefit at Andbassy’s expense. As was 
his wont, Bismarck tried to intimidate his opponent into 
submission by heavy threats of the results that were likely 
to attend a refusal to let him have his own way. Although 
inwardly quaking, Andeassy held his ground manfully. 
Then the Iron Ohanoellob roused himself for a final effort 
and exclaimed in stentorian tones, “ Either you must give 
way or ** (lowering his voice) “ I must,” To my mind that 
story reveals more of the inner selves of those two groat 
men than anything that is to be found in the pages of 
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Count Julius Andeassy the Younger’s ingenious apology 
for the policy pursued by Bismarch^ Andrdssy and their 
Successors (Benn) up to the outbreak of the Great War. 
When, howeyer, he writes of the “ successors,” who were 
for the most part his own contemporaries and intimates, 
Count Andrassy is on surer ground than he is when dealing 
with the policy of his father and Bismarck. His sketch of 
the Kaiser’s character is masterly, and I fully sympathise 
with the sentiment underlying Beancis Joseph’s remark, 
“ What a pity the German Emperor cannot hold bis tongue I 
He talks too much and too often. It is better for us to be 
silent and let our Ministers make the speeches.” If he is 
disposed to exaggerate the personal factor in European 
politics, Count Andrassy is undeniably right in ascribing 
the downfall of Germany to the overriding ambition and 
arrogance of her rulers. I regret, however, that he has not 
always given chapter and verse for his statements, which 
are often of a controversial nature, and I am surprised that 
the publishers should have allowed a book of this size and 
importance to appear 
without an index. 


Mr. Booth Tarkinu- 
TON is America’s most 
accomplished novelist. 

He neither labours hu- 
mour nor pushes char- 
acter-analysis to tedi- 
ous extremes. He pro- 
vides all the atmosphere 
thatthe situation seems 
to require and just 
enough plot to make 
the reader interested 
in the outcome of the 
story without wishing 
to hurry through the 
author’s leisurely tell- 
ing of it. The Plutocrat 
(Heinemann) concerns 
us with one Tinker, a 
vulgar, childish and 
withal forceful Middle 
West “big man.” Lau- 
rence Ogle, the superficially intellectual and bumptious 
young New York playwright, finds himself, while crossing 
the Atlantic and thereafter at various spots in North 
Africa, thrown into the Tinker family’s hateful com- 
pany. Steadily he makes the unpleasant but corrective 
discovery that wherever they go and to everybody they 
encounter, but most of all to a certain charming but 
slightly mercenary Erench widow, Tinker, the crude super- 
Babbit, “ amounts,” as they say in America, while he, the 
polished young egotist, is merely tolerated. How it all 
comes out the reader must be allowed to discover for 
himself. There are some delightful descriptions, not at all 
“ guide-booky,' of Africa, and one of the most amusingly 
forcible pictures of an Atlantic hurricane, as suffered by 
an unhappy landsman, that has ever been written. The 
great merit of The Plutocrat, however, lies in the subtlety 
with which Mr. Booth Tarkington compels you, almost as 
unwillingly as Mi\ Ogle, to admire, though there is nothing in 
the least bit admirable about him, the incredibly crude Tinker. 

At last a modern Saint George has arisen to smite the 
great dragon of the Air, the shadow of whose dark wings 
lies so heavily upon the hearts of the peoples of Europe, 
In The Great Delusion (Benn), “ Neon,” who, as I conjecture 
from internal evidence, is a distinguished Naval officer, brings 


a tremendous battery to bear upon the whole vaunted appar- 
atus of airships and aeroplanes. The salvoes leave not a shred 
of airships, and no more than a few aeroplanes pottering about 
at great expense upon short point-to-point journeys. Accord- 
ing to Neon, natural laws, the vast and uncontrollable powers 
ruling the incalculable ether, for ever debar the airship, except 
under conditions of frightful hazard, from the navigation 
of the heavens. He aflSrms that the aeroplane has already 
touched its highest development; that it is of small utility 
in war ; and in peace alike commercially unprofitable and 
inherently dangerous. Assuming that Neon has proved his 
case, most people will be immensely relieved at the prospect 
of the ultimate disappearance of a fallacious system. Neon 
holds that aerial attacks upon the civilian population in time 
of war, instead of effecting a military advantage, irretriev- 
ably injure the cause of the assailant by rousing a just and 
implacable indignation against the perpetrator of the crime. 

Mr. Hilton Brown, LC. S., is very modest about Potter's Clay 

(SiMPKiN, Marshall) 
and its companion 
tales — “ mere passing 
comments,” he calls 
them, “on one of the 
most puzzling peoples 
and one of the least 
classable countries for 
which Creation has ever 
been responsible.” 
Nevertheless the friends 
were right who told him 
that his stories “de- 
served some more per- 
manent home than the 
columns of a daily 
journal.” He has a 
pretty knack for in- 
venting a comic or a 
dramatic incident, and 
he writes with a viva- 
city which, if it some- 
times slips into jaunti- 
ness, carries one easily 
along. Also he is evi- 
dently very well acquainted with his ground, which is 
Southern India, a less familiar region than the North to 
the novel-reader. Simla we know, and Peshawar we know, 
but where is Dongalcheruvu ? Its inhabitants, at any rate, 
and those of other places with names as outlandish, well 
deserve to be called puzzling. Their ways are as dark and 
devious as those of the heathen Chinee himself and, in 
following them as far as it is permitted to a sahib to do, 
the author has found matter for a score of entertaining 
anecdotes, in which white men figure as well as brown, and 
some who are betwixt and between. 

From Mrs. Newdigate's Window (T. Fisher Unwin) I 
caught pleasant glimpses of life around Greenways, a 
country-house of the present day. In addition to her 
v7onderful window Mrs. Newdigate was the proud, and occa- 
sionally troubled, possessor of two god-daughters, Mollie 
Delahaye, a p^retty and selfish minx, and Mary Bijpley, a 
model of reliability. The contrast between these girls is 
skilfully traced without too much insistence on their dis- 
tinguishing qualities. Novelists who can write successfully 
of country-house life are not easy to find, and if Mrs. 
Lbnanton, whose story is sometimes witty and always easy 
to read, will learn to be a little less diffuse I predict for her 
an honourable place among that small and select band. 



NOT AN ETON-OBOP BUBGLAR. 

Householder. Well, you must think we ’ee pretty much behind the 

TIMES 3N BoRBSLEY TO COME HERB WITH HAIR LIKE THAT.’* 
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r w ARIVARI A British Museum has received a allow Mr, Lansbuky a monopoly of the 

UHAKIVAKIA. prehistoric flint saw embedded in a distinction. ^ 

It is satisfactory to note that, though piece of wood. It is thought that the 
the season has barely begun, several of unfortunate operator made so much Some of the clouds in a remarkable 
our eminent cricketers are already noise with it that he didn't hear the sunset seen in London recently were 
writing at the top of their form. brontosaurus coming up behind. described as resembling the Daily Mail 


In view of the recent prosecution of 


Italian Freemasons under the Fascist being dried was caught in a vacuum- 


brontosaurus coming up behind. described as resembling the Daily Mail 

rose in colour. Only one newspaper 
The other day a lady’s hair while mentioned this, ^ 


law that prohibits all secret societies, cleaner. These relics of the past always There is much to be said in favour of 
it is feared that Signor Mussolini can- suffer when they get in the way of a return to faces, which is advocated in 
not consistently become an honorary progress. , a daily paper, but our feeling is that 

Frothblower. ^ * discrimination should be exercised. 

The centenary of the egg-plum has 

Mr. Augustus John is reported as just been celebrated. The first appear- The recent cold^snap took people the 
explaining that he has sent nothing to ance of the apple, of course, has far too more completely by surprise from its 
the Academy this year because he had many painful recollections. having been predicted in the Press. j 


nothingto send. In artistic circles some 
surprise is expressed that any artist 


The Lithuanian Government 


As Mr. Lloyd George has not yet 


should let such a trifle as that deter him. banned Shakespeare. What has Mr. been to receive the Freedom of Notting- 


Bernard Shaw done to annoy Lithu- 
There are only one or two problem- ania ? 
pictures in this year's 
Academy. There is, 

of course, always the 4 

problem of how some of 
the pictures came to be 

accepted. \ 

Complaints in the 'M 

Press seem to indicate ^ 

that householders in c — 9 o 

London regard their m V ^ \ V' ' ^ ^ 

gas bills for the March / \^] 

quarter as “thermologi- /'A \ j 

cal inexactitudes.” ^ 1 1 

June is *said to be I — ^ 

the lucky month for '*»’ " " Jf, ‘C) * 

brides, ' There is no • 

lucky month for bride- [When we have Television shall we ever be given the wron 
m*ooms * while listening to the right one ?] 


ERNARD Shaw done to annoy Lithu- ham, which was offered him in 1919, it 
lia ? I has been decided to withdraw the offer. 

This seems to justify 
p— — T ' Lord Beaverbrook's 

4 . '•* ’• * estimate of the ex- 

Premier as a man who 
has not made the fullest 
3 use of his opportunities. 

® 'M A Daily Express 

■" — ^ ^ reader’s dog overtakes 

\ ^ R can’t do 

Wl this, change your news- 

\\ I j || A jack-hare is report- 

\ I — 

‘ C ) * feeding on the embank- 

• ment of the Central 

[When we have Television shall we ever be given the wrong number to look London Eailwav be- 

at >^ile listening to the right one ?] ^ ^ tween Acton and Bal- 

Vcnce over w % re , *‘Ard does Honey-Bunch love Bunny-Boy as much as 
ever?” vve can omy su^r- 

; gest that the C.LE. 

To judge by the way some subscribers [ should keep a beagle. 


^ According to a scieu- ‘ I gest that the O.L E. 

tist a new device will enable a ship to To judge by the way some subscribers should keep a beagle. 

see miles ahead in the dark. Let 's swear on the telephone they seem to 

hope it can be fitted to the Ship of think there is safety in wrong numbers. AN APOLOGY. 

State. ,j. ^ Mr. Punch regrets extremely that an 

Suing through her father, a journalist, article which appeared in his issue of 
We think it is only fair to point out a baby aged seven months has had her April 20th, entitled “The Salamander,” 
that Aberdonians are not really mean, nurse reprimanded by the Prague Court has given unintentional offence to The 
All that is'wrong is that some of them for calling her a beast. Among Prague Salamandre Stove Co. Ltd. He ven- 
have “ one-way ” pockets. nurses the feeling is that the child was tares to point out to them that, though 


have “one-way” pockets. 

^ * 

, * 

Writing to a contemporary a corre- 
spondent says that as a pedestrian he 


too touchy. ^ the English visitors who rented the 

* apparte^nent which contained The 

A correspondent of a daily paper Salamander found that it was “too 


objects to continual pin-pricks. Owners reports having seen a man at the Cup thorough-going” and ^ave out more 
of small two-seater cars will please note. Final who scarcely ever took his eyes heat than they desired, its owner, who 

off a novel he was reading throughout presumably knew more about it, was 
At Hull a horseshoe flew off a horse's the game. We are afraid that our represented as holding it in affectionate 
hoof and struck a boy on the nose. He contemporary’s informant couldn’t have esteem ; and that therefore the trouble 
has no longer any superstition about seen much of the game himself. may be reasonably interpreted as due 


the good luck commonly associated to faulty manipulation on the part of 

with this article. In expressing his reluctance to be- his tenants. Nevertheless, if The Sala- 

come a magistrate Mr. A. H. Ough, of mandre Stove Company consider that 
A critic says that the “clean-limbed Dawlisb, said that he did not wish to Mr. Punch has cast injurious reflections 


young Englishman” type is disappear- 
ing from English fiction. The onlj 
remedy is cheaper soap. 


iisappear- share with Mr. George Lansbury the upon the excellence of their product, he 
The only right to add J.P, to his name. Still, begs, though innocent of any such de- 
we feel that it would be impolitic to sign,totenderthemhissincereapologies. 
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A PHASE OF THE MOON, 

[GalctOations for the forthcoming solar eclipse have brought to light 
the fact that the moon is out of place.] 

In a time of chop and chatter, when the age is out of gear, 
When the world ’s employed in jumping through a hoop, 
When our morals and our art 

Are, they tell us, in the cart 

And our politics and wedlock in the soup ; 

When the optimist declares that he does nob know where 
he is, 

And the pessimist that worse is coming soon, 

- At such moments we have turned 

To the one thing unconcerned — 

The remote and unimpressionable moon. 

She at least was never jumpy ; she, we knew, would never 
budge ; s 

In that dignified though inexpressive face 

There was something far too grave 

To attempt to misbehave — 

And they say that she herself is out of place. 

Has she yielded to the prevalent disquiet ? Who can say ? 
Can the aspect of an unreposeful age 

Have infected even her » 

With a wish to make a stir 

And indulge in a celestial rampage ? 

Has she watched our elders dancing in the manner of the 
blacks 

Till the sight has so depressed her moral tone 

As to start her on the ^rot 
, Like a woolly Hottentot 

Inja novel nigger- waggle of ter own ? 

Can it be — ? There was a scandal I ’m unwilling to recall, 
But, for all her prim appearance to the eye, 

There was once a Grecian youth 
(Oh, Selene, was it truth ?) 

Whom they say she used to visit on the sly. 

Does she feel those ancient promptings for a herp of to-day ? 
If it ’s that, it seems a reasonable guess 

That she *s stricken with a Star, 

As our modern flappers are, 

In the^firmament of Hollywood — no less. 

Get back, get back, Selene, that would ];ever do at all. 

For you *d find the young Bndymion of the screen 

Would be anything but Greek, 

With a far from vermeil cheek — 

And he 'd probably address you as Seleen. Dum-Dum. 

JUST THE REVERSE. 

It was not I who gave Brenda the little motion-picture 
outfit, and I disclaim all responsibility for what followed. 
Her first film, starring my mother-in-law, proved quite an 
artistic production. It was a short drama of suburban life, 
in which the heroine was seen to stroll sedately towards our 
standard rose, stoop gracefully and imbibe the fragrance of 
its single bloom. The whole thing was directed in the most 
masterly and convincing manner. When my wife later pro- 
jected it on to a dust-sheet, her mother seemed very much 
gratified, remarking that it proved she still possessed some 
• of her youthful agility. I think that was the only mistake 
Brenda made; the little handle should have been turned 
much slower. 

Somehow Lady Bloggs must have learnt of my wife’s 
, acquisition, for we received a crested invitation to the 
marriage of her youngest daughter. It was arranged that 

Brenda should be granted the sole cinema rights of the 
wedding. Moreover, providing we could influence our local 
chemist to develop the film immediately, there was to be 
an exclusive before the guests at theHallthe very 
same evening. 

On the appointed day my wife and I took up our position 
at the bottom of the church steps. 

“ We must be inside when the bride comes,” she said as 
she screwed the tiny camera on its tripod. “ I think I’ll 
use half of the film on the bridegroom and the other half 
on the happy pair leaving after the ceremony.” 

We did not have long to wait for the arrival of young 
Bex Harrington. He was quite a nice harmless sort of 
chap, and it seemed a shame to make him face the lens 
at such a moment. He moved nervously up the path, 
a fixed vacuous smile marring his very passable features ; 
then, stumbling slightly over the two stone steps, he pulled 
himself together and strode resolutely into the church. 

“Got him beautifully,” chirruped Brenda, who is in- 
sensible to the finer tragedies of life. We hid the camera 
behind a flying buttress and took our places inside the 
church. 

Just before the close of the ceremony we slipped out 
quietly and once more took up our stand. Brenda turned 
steadily as the young couple emerged arm-in-arm. Both 
wore beatific smiles, making a perfect picture of (so far un- 
tried) marital harmony. A few moments later we were 
hurrying to the reception vid the chemist. 

The chemist was true to his promise, and at seven prompt 
all the guests were assembled in front of the screen. 

The opening was not in accordance with expectations. 
We were first shown the couple arm-in-arm, smiling delight- 
fully upon their numerous friends^ It made rather an 
original scene, for, while they themselves were walking 
fearlessly backwards, confetti were streaming from their 
persons in cascades. Miraculously sorting themselves out 
in mid-air, they were caught in neat bunches by clutching 
bands thrown out just at the right moment. It was 
really most impressive. 

None of the audience spoke. I think the unusual be- 
haviour of these confetti rather took our breath away. Still 
smiling, the young couple bowed* themselves backwards up 
the steps and vanished into the church. The bridegroom, 
however, quickly reappeared. Backing resolutely out again, 
a little fast perhaps, he stumbled, not unnaturally, over the 
two stone steps and moved nervously down the path. Since 
he was backing away from us we could see his face; a fixed 
vacuous smile marred his very passable features. 

The hum of the machine ceased abruptly. The great film 
had been shown. 

We took our leave of Lady Bloggs soon afterwards, my 
wife being anxious to get home. In view of her experience 

I must agree that the outlook scarcely seems encouraging 
for the all-British production. 

“Manders has rebuilt her White Chateaux as hopefully as the 
SioHiaii rebuilds his hut at the foot of Vesuvius.” — Daily Pape^\ 

And without, of course, having to bring the material so far, 

yards Handicap for girls under 15 Frankie and Pixie 

dead beat.” — Neio Zealand Paj^er^ 

A further argument against athletic sports for girls. 

From a description of a voyage down Channel : — 

“ On past the brilliant glare of the North Foreland, the Goodwins 
guarded by their buoys and lightships, the South Foreland, until, 
turning south-west, past Dover and Folkestone and the great light at 
Gape Gxisnez flashing away to starboard, we come to Dungeness.” 

TTTi TT . Daily Pajper, 

When did Cape Grisnez swim the Channel 7 
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A LANCASHIRE WOOING. 

Lobd Deebt. “COME TO MB, BOEAH!" 

The Senatoeina. “I HBAE YOU CALLING ME.” 

[Lord Cebby has invited Senator Bobae to visit liim in order to have Ms anti-British prejudices corrected.] 








A QUESTION OF EYES. 

I STOOD on Wimley Street door-step 
and surveyed an imposing array of 
brass plates. Dr. Smith, I)r. Brown, 
Dr. Jones and Dr. Eobinson all lived 
there, it seemed, yet they only possessed 
one bell between them for the use of 
their visitors. Dr. Night, on the other 
hand, had one all to himself, and even 
the servants had a bell of their own. 
It seemed unfair. 

I asked for Dr, Brown and was shown 
into his waiting-room. I laid down my 
hat and stick and looked about me. I 
rarely visit doctors and certainly I had 
never before visited an oculist, but the 
waiting-room atmosphere was familiar 
and at once impressed me with the idea 
that I was at the dentist's. The result 
was that I eagerly looked round for my 
usual literature, a fine article in a 
National Beview of early 1914 dealing 
with the possibility of a European war. 
I had much admired the writer’s reason- 
ing and deductions, though I could not 
help feeling that I knew more about j 
- eertain aspects of his subject than he I 


did. I failed to find it, however, so 
I consoled myself with a copy of The 
Dioptric Bulletin. Good stuff, but not 
much swing about it. 

^ After a while the maid appeared again, 
aimed me at the consulting-room and 
loosed me off. I was shaken hands 
with and pub into a chair, while Dr.. 
Brown selected a powerful magnifying- 
glass an d b^t over me. Still under the 
false impression that I was at my tooth- 
hooker’s, I threw my head back, shut 
my eyes tight and opened my mouth. 
As he was just getting the range with 
the magnifying-glass on my face, this 
action rather shods him. It took him 
a little time to recover. It toot some 
while longer to correct my error, be- 
cause I could not help thinking every 
time he looked into my eye that he was 
going to jab it with a prong-thing and 
say, “ Does that hurt ? Hm ! Bad 
caries. If I can't put a filling in that 
cavity you ’ll have to have it out." 

When mutual confidence had been 
:restored we got on famously. He said, 
‘‘ Has anyone told you that you have a 
little white spot in each eye ? " 


With an effort I forbore to be funny. 
I restrained myself from saying gaily, 
‘‘Oh, yes, several young ladies have 
mentioned it during the last five years.” 
After all, I didn’t know him well enough. 
Even though he is only an oculist he 
might have power to certify for lun- 
acy. One never knows. So I meekly 
answered “No." 

He said, “ Well, you have." 

I didn’t argue. He could see better 
from where he was than I could. 

Then he took a strong searchlight and 
looked at me from different angles, while 
I, according to his direction, stared 
variously at a black spot on the ceiling, 
a neighbouring chimney-stack and the 
top comer of his left ear. He got a bit 
puzzled at one point, as an error 
appeared to have crept in somewhere. 
We traced it at last to the fact that the 
black spot on the ceiling turned out to 
be a fiy putting in a little casual crawl- 
ing wor£ We got on better with the 
chimney. 

^ Next he showed me rows of different- 
sized letters on the wall at the far end 
of the room, held one eye shut for me 
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and made me read the letters down as 
far as I could. This he called an eye 
test. Then we changed eyes and I read 
them again with the other. This I 
called a memory test. 

“ Hm ! ** he said at last, in a sort of 
doctor voice. “ Hm ! ” 

“ Shall I have to wear glasses? ’* I 
asked. 

“ Yes/* he said. 

‘‘Ob, no/' I said. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“ No,” I said. 

“ We will now try some lenses,” he 
retorted stiffly. 

We did try some lenses. He put a 
box on my nose like a chameleon’s pair 
of spectacles and fitted a lens into it, 
telling me meanwhile to read the writ- 
ing on the wall. I did my best with 
the first lens, but it wasn’t much good. 
I could only just get as far as “Tekel” 
and couldn’t make out “Uphaesin” at 
all. 

He took it off and substituted others, 
which.confirmed me in my opinion that 
he was developing a latent sense of 
humour. He gave me glasses which 
must have been rejects from a White 
City Hall of Distorting Mirrors. They 
did things to my vision I should not 
have believed possible. One made all 
the letters double, the next raised them 
to four. Another suddenly took all the 
black out of them, leaving them empty 
shells, like a new shop-window. Others 
moved them to left and right, divided 
them up or turned them upside down. 
I think one marshalled them into 
platoons and did company drill with 
them, but I am not prepared to swear 
to this, 

I began to think I must have lunched 
better than I knew. 

When at last he gave me a lens that 
spilt the blackness from each letter in 
a diagonal streak at top and bottom like 
Chinese characters I gave up and broke 
down. My eyes filled with tears and 
as they did so for one brief moment 1 
saw perfectly and read out “ Uphabsin” 
in clear bell-like tones. 

Dr. Brown smiled triumphantly and 
wrote out a prescription which looked 
like a stiff problem in trigonometry. I 
took it with thanks and went out. He 
accompanied me to the front-door, where 
I said good-bye. He then accompanied 
me back to the waiting-room, where I 
retrieved my hat and stick : I am always 
caught by this one. Then we finally 
parted — the best of friends on the 
whole. 

The chemist to whom, from force of 
habit, I took the prescription, tried hard 
for some time, sampling several bottles, 
and then was rude to me. I withdrew, 
with apologies, putting the blame on 
my eyesight. • A. A. * 


A POLITICAL AEGUMBNT. 

Bill, who for the lastfewdays has been 
digging a trench in the road outside my 
house, stuffed his after-dinner pipe into 
his pocket and rose to his feet, tower- 
ing above the little Communist with the 
red necktie. I was privileged to overhear 
his political views, general and personal. 

“It’s not a bit o* use your cornin’ 
round ’ere with such damfool talk as 
you’ve been spoutin’,” said Bill in a 
tone which was not unkindly, “ I ’m 
an Englishman, I am, an* don’t you 
fergit it, you swivel-eyed string-gutted 
little Bolshie ! I believes in the British 
Constitootion,' an’ I believes in consti- 


tootional methods, an’ I got no use for 
any bloody revylution. I don’t say 
as ’ow some things don’t want mendin’, 
but get 'em mended in a constitootional 
way, says I. I puts my money on 
Baldwin . . 

“ ’E 's a liar ! ” interjected the Com- 
munist hotly. 

“ Liar be damned ! replied Bill dis- 
passionately. “ 'E 's honest, is Baldwin, 
an’ you 'd ’ear everyone say the same 
— them as knows what they’re talk- 
ing about — if yon ’adn’t got your ear- 
'oles bunged up with Moscow muck. All 
the blokes what counts for anything 
believes in the British Constitootion 
same as I do. Look at Asquith,” 
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*E 's a liar 1 ” said the Oommunisfe. 

Bill spat solemnly and moved nearer 
his opponent, who faced him with un- 
diminished bravado. 

** Look at Asquith, I says!” shouted 
Bill. ’E 's a scholard an’ a statesman, 
an’ e ’s got all his thatch on, *e ’as. Does 
’e ’old with revylution? No, ’e don’t. 
An’ I ’ll tell you somethin’ else, me lad. 
There ’s another bloke wot wants 
changes all round, but *e knows darned 
well they can only be got by constitoo- 
tional methods, an' ’e ain’t afraid to 
say so either — Bamsat MacDonald.” 

‘ ' ’E ’s a liar 1 ’’repeated the other, with, 
I thought, a shade less conviction. 

“’E may be on some things,” ad- 
mitted Bill thoughtfully. ** All of us is 
liars for that matter. Nobody can’t go 
through life, without tellin* a few odd 
lies ’ere ’an there, and that ’s a fact. 
But, lumme, it ’s no use blokes like me 
talkin’ to blokes like you. It ’s a waste 
o’ time. You wants to ’ear somebody 
wot can spout, such as Winston 
Churchill ” 

“ ’E’s a liar! ” yeUed the Communist 
with suddenly-renewed vigour. 

‘*Gorblimy!” replied Bill pityingly, 
“ you makes me fair sick, you do. You 
ought to be an Eyetalian, you did, an’ 
’ave someone to shove a few good doses 
o’ castor-oil into you. A good 'eavy- 
’anded Fassist is wot you wants." 

For the first time the other seemed 
a little taken aback. He paused for a 
few moments to think out a suitable 
retort, while Bill pushed his cap to the 
back of his head and waited expectantly. 
At length the Communist spoke. 

** You ’re a liar,” he said weakly. 

Bill moved yet a few inches nearer 
and spoke slowly and impressively. 

“Now look ’ere,” he said — “you’ve 
got a lot to say about liars, you ’ave. 
Wot would you say if I was to tell you 
somethin* about another man as you 
may ’ave ’eard of ? Another man wot 
’asn’t been mentioned yet? George 
Washington.” 

“*E’s a liar!” retorted the other 
promptly. 

“Ho! ’e is, is ’e?” bellowed Bill, 
stooping down and shaking his fore- 
finger under his adversary’s nose, which 
wrinkled with apprehension. “ Well, 
then, I tell you ’e ain’t. An* why? 
’Cos *6 ’s dead.” 

He spat again and turned on his heel. 

'{i ilc ^ 

“ A difficult chap to argue with,” I 
remarked to Bill a little later. 

“*Im?” said Bill lightly, “Oh, I 
don’t pay no ’eed to ’im. ’E ’s a liar I ” 


“ Surplus Women Problem .... Page 4 
Man With Eight Wives . .... ,, 5” 

. Consents Table, Daily Jpajpe7\ 

That ought to Settle it. 


THE LURE OF BRAZIL 

The article that follows forms part of 
a lively series which I have had in con- 
templation for some time, dealing with 
various distant parts of the globe. Too 
often the narrative of tourists is ruined, 
in my opinion, by mere personal recol- 
lections of a trivial kind which prevent 
the reader from getting a grip of the sub- 
ject as a whole. They neither elevate 
nor instruct. They merely amuse. 

“Ha! ha! ” cried the tripper to the 
Orient ; but- the mysterious East broods 
on. 

In dealing with the lure of Brazil 
I have spared no pains in order to con- 
vey information to the serious student 
and at the same time to present him 



with some notion of the country’s 
incommunicable magic, not to say un- 
translatable charm. 

And the illustrator has actually been 
to Brazil. 

Nothing perhaps strikes an English 
traveller so forcibly on his first arrival 
in Brazil as its sheer unlikeness to 
England. A short while ago he was in 
Kent or Hampshire, and now behold I 
— ^Brazil. No sooner has he set foot 
on the quay than he becomes aware 
that he is not only in a different con- 
tinent, but in a different hemisphere. 
England and all that England connotes 
has been left behind. It has gone, like 
a fabric of a dream. He is sundered 
from it by dividing leagues of ocean 
which, once navigated, cannot again be 
re-crossed until the date of his return. 

Instead — Brazil. 

Snatches of old memory arise. 


“Brazil, he murmurs to himself — 
Brazil, Brazil where the nuts come 
from. On the banks of the Amazon. 
Boiling down to Bio. Brazil.” 

And he sees instantly how true, and 
at the same time how misleading, how 
woefully inadequate, all these early im- 
pressions have been. 

He has not been prepared for the 
climate of Brazil, so much more exten- 
sive than our own, so rich in all the 
alien characteristics that depend upon 
exotic skies. 

He has not been prepared for the 
shape of Brazil, which is roughly tri- 
angular, as the following illustration 
shows : — 


A 



He has not been prepared for the 
immensity of Brazil, Only at the mo- 
ment of disembarking does he realise 
with a sudden start that he is stepping 
straight out of the steamer into an area 
of three million two hundred and nine- 
teen thousand, or it may even be three 
million two hundred and twenty thou- 
sand, square miles. 3,220,000. Only 
consider it. One may put the whole of 
European Bussia, Poland, Lithuania, 
Ozeoho-Slovakia, Germany and France 
into Brazil, and there will yet be room 
left over. One may go further. One 
may put the whole of Italy and Spain 
into her as well. What then ? There 
is still room. How are we to deal 
with this remaining space? It is a 
difficult question to answer. Some 
are for putting London or Lancashire 
or Shanghai into it, but even these 
will scarcely fill the gap. Others would 
leave it to the rolling tablelands, 
the lianas and the tiger-cats, to which 
it properly belongs. Suffice it to say 
that no rearrangement of geography 
can render Brazil other than terrifyingly 
vast or remove the sense of almost 
unspeakable spaciousness from the 
traveller’s mind. Upon the top of this 
impression follows almost immediately 
another. All this spaciousness is not 
merely chaotic. Brazil has significance. 
She has poise. 

And what is true of mere acreage is 
true also in a great measure of scenery 
and of animal life. There is more vege- 
tation in Brazil than in England, and 
more animal life, from the humblest and 
most irritating order of creation to the 
highest. Yet these also, in their own 
environment, seem less alien from the 
mighty scheme and purpose of Provi- 
dence than they would if we found 
them at home. Pew Britishers but 
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would experience a sense of alarm if, looks askance upon the treacherous and 
in walking down Piccadilly or Eegent the mean. 

Street or the Strand, they were to en- The language is Portuguese, with 
counter suddenly a capybara, a tapir, a dialectical varieties, including many 
man-eating iguana, or a sloth. Yet delightful oaths, and has been far too 
there are parts of Brazil where such freely discussed by Vasconcellos in 0 
an encounter would occasion nothing Dialecto Bra2iliero{0poi:t0i 1883) ior me 
but a mild annoyance, and even maybe to pursue the subject here ; nor shall I 
a gesture of contempt. Creatures of say all that I might about the pericarp, 
whose existence we in this country are in which are produced the seeds of the 
only aware through the medium ol Sapucaya or Monkey Pot Tree, 
cross-word puzzles are in 
Brazil too easy and familiar 
to be set for competitions at 
all. In the trackless jungle 
roam jaguars and even 
caguars, nor are wanting 
the ocelot, the lively puma, 
the inevitable manana and 
the disagreeable ounce. 

Statisticians have reckoned 
that, if the number of pumas 
in Brazil were fairly divided 
up amongst the ratepayers 
in the towns, instead of be- 
ing confined to the vegeta- 
tion, they would work out ^ 
at one to every square head. / 

Delightful to the voyager 
as are these symptoms of 
fera natura, he is pei'haps 
even more attracted by the 
gaiety of the import and ex- 
port trade, which is carried 
on in tropical exuberance as 
per invoice f.o.b., and by 
the vivacious features of 
tbeinhabitants, who number 
amongst them every variety 
of age, stature and sex. 

Your Brazilian is a man 
of moods. Courteous and 
affable, he takes you to his 
heart if be likes you, but 
preserves a more distant 
demeanour towards those 
of whom he disapproves. 

Irate when angry, he 
smiles whenever he is 

amused, andismovedrapidly . THE KETTLE, 

by indignation to scorn and Cabnival Time in Brazil. 

by sorrow to tears. Those 

^ . j n 1. TLEASANT SIGHT, YOU KNOW, SMITH.” 

who meet him are at nrst 

apt to regard him as a stranger, but, We leave fair Brazil with a sigh of 
after residing for a short time in the regret. The visit is over which has forged 
country, will discover in him an ac- so many unforgettable memories . . . 
quaintance or even, later on, a friend. The lianas recede astern . . . Gone 
See him at carnival time, share with are the rubber, mat6, cocoa, medicinal 
him the rough hospitality of his elevated plants, cabinet and dye woods, the first- 
plateaux, his largely alluvial swamps, named ranking third in importance as 
his mountains composedalmostentirely an article of export ... In our wake 
of gneiss and metamorphic schists. In lie the alligators, turtles, porpoises and 


every case you will find him the same- 
a Brazilian of Brazil. 


manatees. 


sound of the 


humming-bird comes faintly on the 


Brazil, to put it briefly, is a Strong trade-wind. 

Man*s country, kind to those who deal When shall we have time to explore 
faithfully with it, but revengeful towards the Amazon over again or track the 
those who work it ill. It returns shy La Plata to its secret source? 
hospitality to the open-hearted, but Who knows? One last farewell to 


bronzed faces and laughing eyes . . . 
We wave our coloured handkerchiefs. 
Good-bye, Brazil I Evoe. 

A FATAL WORD. 

The other day, when I was skimming 
through an early work of a well-known 
novelist, I repeatedly stumbled over 
the dreadful word, “ serviette.** Por a 
reason that will presently appear, I then 
took the trouble to search in 
one of bis later books, which 
I had read before, and there, 
as I was sure I should, I 
found the good word “ nap- 
kin.” I tried to conjecture 
at what stage of his develop- 
. meat the higher knowledge 
had come to him, and how. 
I fancied some kind friend 
breaking it to him — very 
gently, I hope — that really 
nice people say *‘Aapkin.” 
I imagined the poor fellow 
torn between a literary 
man's respect for the terms 
of correct usage and his fear 
of exposing the fact of his 
enlightenment. How truly 
Omar doesn*t say : — 

“Bethink thee, brother, while the 
ink is wet ; . 

It dries— and thou,hast written 
‘ serviette ’ ! 

And then , though * Napkin I 
Napkin ! ’ thou shalt cry, 

• The Awful Eeader marks thy sin 
withs^^r^/ 

The reasonfor my curiosity 
in this matter was that the 
novelist in question is in- 
clined to specialise in the 
nuances of social distinctions 
and the subordination of 
class-consciousness to sex. 
A favourite theme of his is 
that of the lady of rank who 
loves a handsome animal far 
beneath her in station. He 
has unconsciously provided 
me with an idea for the 
'RE NOT A psychological crisis of a ro- 
mance of that very type : — 
On the third day of the honeymoon 
Lady Clara and the foolish yeoman she 
has married in spite of the protests "of 
his mother — who would have preferred 
a respectable daughter-in-law — are 
sitting at table. The husband stoops 
to, pick up his napkin and lets fall the 
appalling word “ serviette.** In a flash 
Lady Clara realises that physical attrac- 
tion has led her into the terrible mis- 
take of an impossible marriage. Dor 
the rest of the meal she sits silent and 
abstracted, planning an immediate 
divorce. ... I shall certainly elabor- 
ate the theme. It should have a great 
success in the more refined suburbs. 
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THE ALMOST INCREDIBLE COOK. 

almost incredible, isn’t it?’' 
sbe said to me happily. 

“ It is indeed,” I agreed. 

<^Just like,** she mused, smiling a 
little, something you read about in a 
book or see in a play.” 

“Exactly,” I said, “exactly.” 

“ Only it *s perfectly true,” she added, 
fixing me with a seyere eye to see if I 
really believed it. 

“ Oh, I believe you,” I assured her, 
“ because it would be rude not to. Only 
when, in London, in the year of Grace 
nineteen hundred and twenty - seven, 
someone looks you straight in the eye 
and tells you they have had the same 
cook since Christmas, and now it *s 
summer-time ” 

“I quite understand,” she told me 
graciously; “I know it does sound in- 
credible; but still the most incredible 
things di> happen, don’t they ? Look at 
the income-tax — who would believe it if 
they hadn’t to pay it ? ” 

“ Personally,” I said, “ I don’t believe 
it even when I do pay it.” 

“And I suppose,” she went on, though 
more doubtfully, “someone does really 
win the Calcutta Sweepstake every 
year?” 

“People say so,” I admitted, “and 
they always put a photograph of the 
winner in the paper. But it has never 
sounded a likely story to me.” 

“Well, Tom’s never won it,.” she 
sighed ; “ though I remember one year 
he only just missed winning it by ever 
so little.” 

“ Did he, though ? ” I cried, quite ex- 
cited. “ How was that ? ” 

“The very same day,” she said im- 
pressively, “that he bought a ticket for 
the Calcutta Sweepstake he bought 
another ticket for a raffle, for a plum- 
cake at our church bazaar — and he mon 
that. It might just as easily have been 
the ticket for the sweepstake that turned 
out the winner, mightn’t it ? ” 

“Every bit,” I agreed. 

“That’s what I said at the time,” 
she cried, quite pleased. 

“ I hope,, at any rate,” I said, “ it was 
a nice plum-cake.” 

“I made it myself,” she explained, 
“ the only one I ever did make, but I 
thought I- would that time, because it 
was for such a good cause. You will 
never believe what happened, though? ” 

“ Tom ate it,” I suggested. 

“He was going to eat it,” she told 
me with a touch of dignity that became 
her well, “only that very night we had 
a burglary. I woke up, and there was 
Tom just slipping out of the room. He 
said there was a noise, and he was ever 
so brave and would go downstairs to 
see>,aiad I was going to come too, but he 


said No, it might be a mouse. So I got 
back into bed. And Tom took a golf- 
club, and he was just in time to see the 
last of the burglars. And what do you 
think was the only single thing they 
had had time to take? ” 

“Your cake.” 

“How ever did] you guess?” she 
asked, obviously disappointed. “ Tom 
made me come down then to look at the 
window and it was ever so wide open — 
they must have been very big burglars 
to have it open so wide as that.” 

“Well, it was a great pity,” I said. 
“Wasn’t it?” she agreed. “And 
Tom was ever so nice, and he asked me 
to promise never to make another cake 
for a raffle, because it would remind him 
! so of his disappointment.” 

“ Quite a natural feeling,” I assured 
her. “Besides,when a man spends prac- 
tically all his life winning things at 
church bazaars and his wife keeps the 
same cook all the time — well, if they 
had much more luck like that people 
would begin to talk. You know how it 
is at any really good club if a man ’s al- 
ways holding all four aces ? Nothing 
can be proved, perhaps, but people notice 
it. In the same way people would talk 
about you and Tom.” 

“Oh, they do already,” she con- 
fessed. ^'*They tell each other about 
their cooks, and they count up how 
many they ’ve had. that week, and then 
some one asks me, and I say as carelessly 
as I can, ‘ Oh, weVe had purs since 
Christmas. Ob, yes, she seems quite 
settled.’ I try,” she assured me earn- 
estly, “ to say it in an ordinary voice, 
but they all think I’m boasting, and 
it ’s not that at all.” 

“ Of course not,” I said. 

S‘ After ah,” she pointed out, “a 
cook ’s not a secret.” 

“ Not even,” I agreed, “ to the police- 
man on the beat.” 

“ And if we can keep a cook, and 
other people can’t,” she went on 
heatedly, “ why shouldn’t we ? ” 

“ It is,” I said emphatically, “ almost 
your duty. Is she a good cook ? ” 
“Well,” she explained, “such a lotj 
depends on what you call a good cook, i 
Tom has been reading a book by some- * 
body called Einstein, only not the man 
who did the thing, in Hyde Park, but 
another and much worse.” 

“ No,” I cried. “ Incredible ! ” 
“Yes,” she said. “ And Tom says he 
proves that what everything is depends 
on what something else isn’t, in relation 
to each other, if you see what I mean. 
And Tom says cook is like that.” 

“ I don’t know that I do quite follow,” 
I said cautiously, “but I don’t think it 
sounds promising; and, anyhow, can 
she cook a potato ? ” 

•“ She cannot,” she admitted frankly ; 


“but then everyone agrees only very 
extra good cooks can do that.” 

“Can she make an omelette ? ” 

“Well, anyhow, she can break a 
dozen new-laid eggs before sbe gets 
them as far as the kitchen table; and 
you can’t make omelettes without break- 
ing eggs, can you ? ” 

“ I don’t believe,” I cried, “ that your 
cook can cook at all.” 

“ That has nothing to do with it,” she 
said severely. “ It ’s not what you can 
do that counts, but wbat you are. To 
do is much leas than to be — all the new 
teaching says that. And I think it does 
her great credit, because before sbe 
was a cook and came to us she was a 
charwoman.” 

“And what,” I asked alittle curiously, 
“does Tom say— I mean, have you 
noticed if he always appears perfectly 
happy ? ” 

“ I have noticed,” she admitted, “ that 
he seems a little thoughtful at times ; 
business worries, most likely. And once 
he asked me if it wasn’t a little osten- 
tatious to keep the same cook so long, 
and oughtn’t we to get another ? As if 
one got rid of a cook these days ! But 
there, men don’t know what house- 
keeping is. And does he want me to 
be like everyone else and have to con- 
fess to a new cook every other day ? ” 

“He might think,” 1 mused, “that 
many different deaths are better than 
the same death each evening.” 

“Anyhow,” she said, “I won’t part 
with that woman, not if Tom has to keep 
on taking me out to dinner at the Gorge- 
ous every night for the rest of our 
lives.” . — E.E.P. 

THE PI-JAW. 

The Manor Housej Brinfield* 

My DEAR Eichard, — Thank you for 
your letter. It is good of you to wfrite 
to me jusfe before you return to school 
each term, and as an uncle I appre- 
ciate it, I enclose a postal order for 
a sovereign. 

I trust you will not think I am thrust- 
ing a “pi-jaw ” on you if I add a few 
words of advice. You are at a public 
school for which I have the greatest 
affection and respect, and I do not forget 
that this is the summer term. Your 
father is expending a considerable yearly 
sum on your education there, and it is 
up to you to see that this sacrifice on 
his part is not wasted. Eemember that 
this sum, were it spent selfishly on 
himself, would enable him to pay his 
subscription to two or three more golf 
clubs and to play for slightly higher 
stakes at bridge. He is smoking too 
at present — as I am acutely aware — a 
rather poor cigar, 

I want you therefore, Eichard, when 
jQU practise at the nets, to concerittmte. 
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t>est. This meant that Eother- 
FAIVl I LY FAC ES. |jq g^g]j Honeybubble for another 

The only card-games which it is worth week-end, which I don’t know that he 
while for a man of sense to waste his was so terribly keen on ; but he did it, 
time on are those which are not played and the evening concluded in a lethal 
with cards at all. The noisy bicker hush, like Europe just before the Great 
between the Portland Club and The War. 

Evening Standard leaves me frozen in a Well, we all met again last week-end, 
bored neutrality ; but the game which and after dinner on Saturday George 
I invented in the smoking-room of the sent us off to fetch our families. He 
ss. Goronado is worth playing. It is himself had a packet of photographs 
playedwith the signed wine-cards which the thickness of Who's Who. 
the steward returns to you on the last The game of “Family Faces ’’you have 


day of the voyage with the bill, 
bills having been paid, two play- " 
ers take their respective packs 
and deal the cards out one by one, 
as in “Beggar my Neighbour.” 

I Whenever the word “ Whisky” 
turns up each player cries 
“ Snap 1 ” and the one crying 
“ Snap ! ” first wins. But a rum 
punch is joker and takes the pool 


The i probably played. But you have never 


I played George, and George Mv i^niii f idm 

of course won. I had perhaps !' 

more voice, but he had more \ IHMl m 

whisky-cards. And an old gen- \ 'i'jVAp — J 

tleman sent up from G De<^ to ^ J 

ask if the community singing | A « 

would be continued long, be- I ll ,, \' 

causeifsohewouldliketojoinus. 1 1 1 

“ Family Faces” is just such [t /» 

a game. George and I often go ^ J 

down for the week-end to old ■' i/| 

Fothergill’s. On our last visit ..V \ 

we found Mr. Honeybubble - \V 

there as well. NowFothergill l| 

comes of a very old family and ^ — V Ijj 

likes totalk about it afterdinner. . || 

Normally George and I have not \l| 

the smallest objection to Fother- Ve- n 

gill’s ancestors. We sit snoozing \ 

comfortably over Fothergill’s 
excellent cigars and brandy, 

while Fothergill climbs happily u\ ^ 

higherandhigher up the family ^ 

tree. He generally stops at about xs, 

De Courcy Fothergill, who was Mother. “ If I *d said a thino like that at 
a Lord Chief Justice in the have been sent to bed.” 

reign of Queen Anne. But on Gosh I How that pates yoo l ” 

this occasion his ascent was frequently [ played it with George. Don’t. George, 
and foully interrupted by Honeybubble. I think, would cheat at a Charity Spell- 
who would keep buttmg in with his ing Bee. We sat down at the card- 
own detestable forbears in Lancashire, table, and George explained the rules 
Bothergill is not used to this sort of of the game, which are that each player 
thing, and the atmosphere became plays an ancestor or relation, and the 
uncomfortable and ev«i subsultry. plainest relation pays five shillings. 
So much so that George and I, roused which the handsomest receives. (Well, 

I before our time, began to have fond that is how George explained the rules.) 

' memories of our own ancestors, Honeybubble protested that the whole 
and George mentioned his great-uncle, thing was frivolous and not at all what 
who was first Bishop of TJmbobo, until he had expected; but Fothergill, who 
unhappily eaten by a cannibal. I then has always mad© a great point of the 
spoke of my grandfather the Admiral, fine looks of his ancestors, over-ruled 
and the end of it was that George sug- him, and the game began, 
gested that when we next met we should Fothergill played first; and he led 

all bring photographs or miniatures of his ace, the Lord Chief Justice in the 
cm respective families and see which reign of Queen Anne, A fine- looking 


Mother. “If I *d said a thing like that at 

AGE I SHOULD HAVE BEEN SENT TO BED.” 

Child. Gosh I How that dates you ! ” 


old fellow, though perhaps the tiniest 
bit dated by his whiskers. I played 
modestly my Admiral. Honeybubble 
with a tremendous air put down 
Joshua Honeybubble, J.P., and we all 
gazed at Joshua. 

“That is my great-great uncle,” he 
said, “ first Mayor of Bootle, founded 
the Bootle Fire Brigade, fought in the 
Crimean War, was a friend of Eichaud 

CoBDEN, Justice of the Peace ” 

“But that’s no good, old boy,” said 
George; “ he has a face like an onion.” 
Now I could not defend this utter- 
ance of George’s in a Court of 
Law, much less a Court of 

1 Chivalry. As a matter of fact 
the face of Joshua Honeybubble 
bore no resemblance whatever 
to an onion. It was quite a 
good face, and I thought my- 
self that it was a toss-up be- 
tween Joshua and the Lord 
Chief Justice for the best-looker. 
But the awful thing is that I 
do not really care what outrage 
a man does to Honeybubble. So 
I was silent. 

“ An o^iion ? ” said Honey- 
bubble indignantly, as if it would 
have been pardonable to liken 
Joshua to a potato or a mangold- 
wurzel. 

“ An onion,” said George — 
“ quite definitely an onion.” 

Honeybubble made an angry 
sound like the end of a soda- 
water bottle. 

“It’s your turn, George,” I 
said, to ease the tension, as it 
were. 

George then played an un- 
mistakable photograph of Miss 
Gladys Cooper. 

“ That is my mother,” he said 
simply. 

I opened my mouth, astound- 
ed (even I, who know George). 
YOUR j realised instantly that both 
Fothergill and Honeybubble 

were of that rare kind of men 

who would not know Miss Gladys 
Cooper if they saw her, and indeed 
they were both goggling reverently at 
George’s mother. I was just going to 
speak when George kicked me very 
viciously on the ankle. It then crossed 
my mind that, if George was disquali- 
fied for<a foul, I should very likely have 
to pay Honeybubble five shillings, and 
this, I thought, was more than Joshua 
was worth. So, basely, I confess, I was 
silent again. 

We then voted. • George’s remark 
about the onion must have prejudiced 
us against Joshua, for Joshua had to 
pay up and George’s mother won. 

“You to play, Honeybubble,” said 
George good-humouredly. 




Honeybubble then played an ancestor 
so appalling that I instantly played my 
good uncle James. 

My aunt Elizabeth,” said Honey- 
bubble. “ A great woman ; she gave all 
her life to the poor. Married three times, 
was presented to the Queen, founded 
the Primrose League — er ** 

“But, man, ” shrieked George, “she 's 
in bloomiers ! ” 

It was true. She was wearing bloom- 
ers and standing beside a bicycle. It 
was awful. 

“ I did not understand,” said Honey- 
bubble stiffly, “that this was to be a 
Beauty Competition.” 

“ Well, it is,” said George, and coolly 
played a rather inferior chorus-girl as 
she appears in Crinoline, 

“My grandmother,” he said, “ on her 
wedding-day.” . 

The others loved her, and I bided my 
time. 

The truth is that George finessed 
too much, for the rest of us voted for 
Eothergill’s father, a grand - looking 
fellow. Honeybubble paid, of course. 

At this point, by a stupid piece of 
clumsiness, I knocked George’s cards on 
to the floor. I helped him to pick them 
up, naturally, and was fortunate enough 
to secure the top dozen photographs in 
his pack, I put my ankles well over 
towards Eothergill’s, and the game 
proceeded. 


Proceeded ? It became a procession. 
In the next round I played George’s 
fiancee (for the time being), a lovely 
girl. 

“My step-mother,” I said, “as a 
bridesmaid,” 

George spluttered but said nothing, 
I won ; Honeybubble lost with an an- 
cestral alderman. 

I then played in quick succession 
Miss Heatheb Thatcher, June, Mr. 
Owen Nares, Miss Jean Forbes- 
Eobertson, Lopokova, Mr. Nicholas 
Hannen, Miss Angela Baddelby, 
Captain Eden, M.P., and the Duchess 
of York. George had brought a won- 
derful family, but his second eleven 
were no match for his first. I played 
one of my own relations now and then 
to let Fothergill win a trick with his 
lawyers and big-game hunters and make 
him happy. Honeybubble continued to 
play aldermen and bishops and noted 
philanthropists and aunts and uncles 
of unimpeachable virtue but unspeak- 
able appearance. He always paid ; it 
was monstrous. After a few tricks even 
George began to put in a good word for 
Honeybubble’s ancestors, but nothing 
could save them. I think in the end 
even Honeybubble voted against them. 

And then — I suppose I was tired by 
the constant strain of invention— I turned 
up Miss Edna Best, and I simply could 
not think what relation she was. I had 


played seven aunts, I knew, and almost 
as many sisters, but I could not remem- 
ber what other relatives I had exhibited. 

“ That is my mother,” I said feebly at 
last. “ Taken at the Boat-race.” 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” said Potber- 
gill suspiciously, and George kicked me 
again. 

“You’ve had one mother already, 
Sir,” said Honeybubble rather rudely. 

! “ Well, then,” I said, all harassed, 

“ that is my little daughter.” 

^ And then of course there were ques- 
tions, and then there were explanations, 
and then there were harsh words, and, 
what with one thing and another, that 
week-end was quite difficult. But I do 
not think that Honeybubble will say 
quite so much about his ancestors in 
future. ■ A. P, H. 

“A s:6ance in the bible. 

Sir a. C. Dozlb on Spibituausm.” 

Indian Newspaper Headlines, 
Watson : “ Accustomed as I was to my 
friend’s ingenious disguises, for a mo- 
ment I could scarcely believe my eyes.” 


“While gathering daffodils in a wood on the 
hillside above their village, six or seven wild 
red stags suddenly appeared and moved down 
upon the girls in a threatening manner.** 
Lancashire Paper, 

One should never disturb the wild red 
stag when he is gathering nosegays in 
the spring. 




TERMINOLOGICAL EXACTITUDE. 

[Sir Eobeet Armstbong-Joites, M.D., in a letter to The Tini’es of 
April i25th, condemns the naive credulity shown by the recent letters 
on wolf-children . After enumerating various kinds of abnormalities in 
children,, such as acromegaly, progeria and ateleiosis, “all due to 
some disequilibrium of internal secretions,” he sums up by saying: 
*^That such cases exist is well known to those who are familiar with 
our asylums to-day, but they are teratological specimens and not due 
to environmental changes,”] 

Fob weeks and weeks, witk anguish and distress, 

I Ve read the painful stories in the Press 
Describing the wolf-children of the East 
Degraded to the level of the beast, 

And, even when restored to normal ways, 

Eetaining to the end some lupine traits. 

As the result of this prolonged immersion 
In records of unnatural reversion 
Uncomfortable dreams disturbed my rest j 

And gloomly thoughts my waking hours depressed — ^ 

If, as it seemed, the lordly human race 
Might lapse into the brute and leave no trace. 

Thank Heaven t this dismal and despondent mood 
Has passed away and cannot be renewed ; 

The future 's' safe— I feel it in my bones 
Since I have read Sir Eobebt Armsteong-Jones, 
Whose monumental and convincing screed 
Eestores my confidence in the human toed, 

Eor here is science overthrowing fiction ‘ ' 

With fact invested in sonorous diction, 

IMarging our vocabulary, when 
Abnormal themes engage the tongue or pen. 


With terms Mesopotamian in their beauty 
Whose use is both a pleasure and a duty. 

Hail Teratology, celestial maid ! 

Too long regardless of thy potent aid 
Eash sciolists have let their fancies range 
Deluded by “ environmental change," 

Lured by an aetiology unsound 

On to a dubious and precarious ground. 

Too long, unversed in modern diagnosis, 

They failed to recognize ateleiosis^ 

Or acromegaly, and, still reliant 
On fable, talked of goblin, dwarf or giant. 

To-day the strangest mysteries of Nature 
Are solved by scientific nomenclature'; 

! The mighty polysyllable prevails 

Over the wizardry of travellers* tales ; 

And medicine, buttressed by the virtuosity 
Of its profuse magnificent verbosity, 

Demolishes all doubt (or amphibology) 

By its sesquipedalian terminology. 

“S.O.S, WITH Captaib’s Pants. 

^ A pair of the captain s pants hoisted on a boat-hook as a distress 
signal led to the rescue of the crew of the Liverpool steamer Beatty 
Boee by the Norwegian steamer Pan. 

The Beatty Bose (1119 tons) sprang a leak off the Casquets in very 
heavy weather, her steering gear broke down, and she became unman- 
ageable, while the sea made clean l^eaches over her .” — Scots Pa^er^ 

Why not ^SjV© used the clean breaches instead of the cap- 
tain’s pants ? 
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AT THE ACADEMY. 

Artist. “Have you seen my pobteait op your uncle?” 

Visitor. ** Ko ; aostd I *ve been all bound too. But then I ’m so black about 

LOOKING AT THE CATALOGUE.” 


THE BRIGHTER LEG MOVEMENT. 

A GOOD many women are said to be 
joining the B.L.M. or Brighter Leg 
Movement. It is felt that the keen in- 
terest formerly aroused by legs is sadly 
on the wane and that something must 
be done to revive it. Hitherto this has 
been achieved by the serial publication 
of fresh instalments, but the limit in 
this direction has nearly been reached 
and other means must be devised. Silk 
stockings of gossamer texture and shoes 
of coloured brocade and leather are now 
so common that they have ceased to 
attract any notice, while the display of 
anklets and of jewelled garters fails to 
produce any emotion distinguishable 
from a bored indifference even in such 
promising subjects as spinster aunts up 
from the country and delegates to con- 
ferences on Prayer Book revision . The 
matter is becoming urgent. If some- 
thing is not done soon the knee will be- 
come as dull a joint as the elbow. The 
members of the B.L.M. are out to avert 
this calamity. 

One of their ideas is to indicate their 
current interests and enthusiasms in 
the eligible advertising space between 
the ankle and the hem of the skirt, 
which, if the wearer happens to affect 
a slight return to the bashful styles of 
a few years ago, may be only two or 
three inches above the knee. The wife 
of a well-known best-selling novelist is 
having a list of his books on one leg, 
while the other is to be decorated with 
figures relating to his sales. A member 
of the more advanced set in Chelsea 
createdsomethingofasensationrecently 
at a studio party with a pair of stockings 
on which had been printed a consider- 
able portion of Mr. Joyce’s Ulysses. 

But the principal object, naturally, 
is not so much to instruct as to awaken 
public interest in the wearer, and one 
of the leaders of the movement is order- 
ing a dozen pairs of sports hose worked 
in a broken chain pattern, with the 
names of her four former husbands, in 
order not of priority but of merit. 

If this fashion spreads it will save a 
good deal of trouble. It will no longer 
be necessary to start several topics at 
a dinner-party before discovering what 
one’s partner wants to talk about. A 
glance at her legs through a magnifying- 
glass should suffice to show that she is 
addicted to crossword puzzles or the 
poetry of Miss Sitwell, and general 
inferences may be made in accordance. 
Those who choose to be symbolic must 
risk being misunderstood, but it should 
be obvious, for instance, that an inter- 
twined design of poison-bottles, gibbets 
and masks points to a weakness for 
detective stories and a willingness to 
discuss the latest thing in crime. It 


follows that perfectly blank hose, so 
lacking in allure to-day, will acquire a 
charm of their own. They will indicate 
an open mind and a readiness to listen 
to anything. 

In short, thanks to the B.L.M., legs 
may be reaching out to a new sphere 
and acquiring an importance hitherto 
denied them. Let us hope for the best. 


The Puff Callous. 

lias added to his fleet of burial 

coaches one of the latest Nash sedans adapted 
to the requirements of his business, to which 
we unite with him in hoping for much expan- 
sion during the present year.” 

New Zealand Paper. 


The Puff Cautious. 

» On this page will be found one of the most 
comprehensive guarantees I have ever read, 
* Guaranteed fadeless, throughout the world, 
as long as the colour lasts .” — Morning Paper. 

Brom a law report : — 

‘•He came across prisoner and his car in a 
slight fog, which was standing on its proper 
side of the road.’—DaiZy Po,per. 

Bog is often very partial. 

^Hr. , of Brandon, Norfolk, wrote — 

‘I have fed “S ” to practically all iny 

stock, including goats, and results are really 
marvellous. I am getting more eggs than in 
the spring flush. What about that? ” 

Advt, in’ Trade Paper. 
Well, words rather fail us. 
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1‘nstnictress. B-bto if you ’ 
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aoquikb some PBomciBNor in 


the musical critic 

The musical ^tic exists to ensure 
a.Uat musicians are humble of heart • 

In return for the noises he has fo 

His pen IS exceedingly tart 
To-wri Ja“ritique 

As of^ as not twenty minutes is ouit« 

As long as he feels L can stay! ^ 

A *^ble^ 0 write 

A dozen critiques in a day. 

® a symphony has a success 

Th« fnlf naagnifioent style 

°°® reads^n’the Press 
i.hat the critic considered it vile 

Th?t!f dragged. 

The Eondo SsTougf Ihe 

Th. ««i. «. S;Sl 3 'bte^ ***^' 

. 4.dfc S‘«3L*S,S,°ta.'™‘ ™”«' 


rpu .f? solemnly cursed 

nStti’A-f l”?®* *» 

Ttat tte whole hae been ind!a-»h«,rsed. 

T' world is disgraced • 

So effective his strictures have been 


, ^-W.O.A. for funds to raie a ifw S ? 
shall serve as a Club and EeorelHo?n*^f Building which 
ing girls of London. It is t! h^J ^ work- 

J»d. o( Tittei™ Oort 

quired for the buildin/ ii^ !;■ • ® ‘ £250,000 re- 

PO.OOO has already be£ rliseFlE!? * eQ<iowment, 

tore of big retail est4hshmfntf n„ -^ ^^,^“°°g^ P>^oprie- i 

Omtributions to this good tTnS^ ®^a“ge- 

Hon. Treasurer, Sir "^mniAM Prn»°” ^ aiidressed to 

_ H »d,..rte,.. ae, Sec,geS.te g^5;-/"f -i. 





THE NEW CHIYALEY. 

The Labotjb Damsel. “ ISN’T THAT BATHER AN UGLY-LOOKING DRAGON ? " 

Sib Cltnes. “ NOT AT ALL; IT’S QUITE A NICE DRAGON. ON THE BEST OF TERMS 
WITH ALL OUR KNIGHTHOOD.” 


[Mr. OtYNHS has engaged to oppose those clauses in the Trades Union Bill which deal with the present system of picketing.] 
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Q.t5i |A^ACM'r reaching the goods yard. Now the signalman on. another piece of coal ... we shall do it .. . 
tbotlNOt. Ur rAKLIAMcNT. in Oxford south box is tearing at his levers .. . I can see the platform ... one more pufi .. . 
Tuesday, April Some brown empty milk train is coming up on our hurrah, we ’re in ! ” 

faces and a sprinkling of summer suit- fAof ’on'^^othS Mr. Morrison asked the Primb Mp- 

mgs showod. that th6 Sous© had made piece of coal. ..now we are at the cemetery .. . ister if th© thr©© doomed Ministrios 


th© most of a sunny Eas- 
ter. Prospects of stormy 
debates to com© were tem- 
pered by the thought that 
a week of reporting on 
Ways and Means Eesolu- 
tions would permit calm 
to precede the tempest. 

Colonel Ashley, an- 
swering Mr. Morrison, 
mentioned the places to 
which the London Traffic 
Advisory Committee had 
advised the application of 
the roundabout system. 
Mr. Day asked if the Com- 
mittee had considered that 
“ particularly dangerous 
spot,” the Elephant and 
Castle. Colonel Ashley 
thought not, and promised 
to bring it before the Com- 
mittee's notice. Let us 






■Wi- 


THE CHIEF OF THE WOLF-OHILDBEN. 

11b., Thuetlb and his foster-parent, Mr. Lansbury. 


would continue to function 
during the present session. 
The Prime Minister was 
not to be drawn. Eking 
the day of execution in the 
presence of th© condemned 
is the sort of ruthless act 
that gentle Mr. Baldwin 
would be incapable of. 
The information would be 
given, he said, when the 
necessary legislation was 
introduced. Mr. Locker- 
Lamrson, inreply to Lieut.* 
Commander Kenwobthy, 
gave a full, free and frank 
survey of the state of 
affairs in China. His use 
of the word ‘'extremist” 
seemed to netfele Mr, 
Thurtle, who demanded 
to know what exactly he 
meant by it. This roused 


hope that, with the gallant mahout up, I the milk-train is puffing desperately . . . the I Mr. B. Peto, who wanted to know 


the Elephant will go quietly. which of the various Chinese National- 

Talkingofmahouts.Mr.SNOWDENSub- is caught in hL whiskeM! NSfw?are com- ^3*= backed by the 

sequentiynotedthattbeOHANCELLORhad, to the signal-box ... we are stopping . . . Eront Opposition Bench and which by 
as regards so important a matter as to- no, we’re going on . . , the milk-train is gain- the B^ck Opposition Bench. 
bacco,put up Mr. McNeill to speak for ing. , .no, we are. . .the stoker is just put ting Mr. MoRRisON thought there ought 

the Government. ^‘Well,” to be an inquiry into the 


the Government. ^‘Well,” 
said the Chancellor, “ he 's 
big enough, isn’t he ? ” 
Answering Mr. Day, who 
is all for progress, the Post- 
master-General said no 
application had been made 
for a licence to instal wire- 
less on trains. This seems a 
pity. The savage breasts of 
Liverpool Street’s eleven- 
a-side suburbanites could 
be soothed efu rotite by a 
lecture on the civilization 
of the Mayas or the strains 
of “Ain’t you Gonna 
Squeeze yo’ Honey ? ” Bet- 
ter still, the passenger — let 
us say on the G.W.E. — 
might be allowed to follow 
a running account of the trip, 
after the manner of a foot- 
ball match. 

1 “We are now passing Bidcot 
... no, we are stopping . . . now 
we’re off again. The stoker 
has just heaved on more coal. 
What’s that? There’s a coal 
train on the line outside Oxford 
station ... we ’re slowing down 
again ... we are coming to the 
cemetery . . . the driver is just 
betting the stoker a pint that we 
shall be held up outside the 
cemetery. We are going on , . . 
no ... yes . . , we have passed 
the gas works ... we are just 


pr- 




Here is Agrippa Baldwin, see, 

Picking his victims, one, two, three. 

He seizes Ashley, grasps Lane-Fox, 

Takes Samuel by his curly locks, 

Then dumps them in the melting-pot, 

Bemarking, “Now I *ve scrapped the lofc.’* 

After “ Stremoelpeter.^^ 


circumstances under which 
a Southern Railway con- 
tract had gone to Sweden 
for electrical plant. Th© 
Parliamentary Secretary 
TO THE Board OF Trade said 
the facts were substantially 
as had been stated in the 
Press and an inquiry would 
serve no useful purpose. 

This left the House in that 
position of active disagree- 
ment that it thoroughly en- 
joys, the Labour Members 
convinced that a high-price- 
fixing combine of British 
electrical manufacturers is 
responsible for the loss of 
the contract, supporters of 
the Government being 
equally convinced that the 
Swedish firm was able to 
make a lower tender as the 
result of lower wages and 
longer hours. 

The House proceeded to 
discuss the duties on tea, 
patent medicines, imported 
motor-tyres and wines. In 
connection with the last- 
named item, Mr. Snowden, 
who has never even fl.irted 
with the daughter of the 
vine, much less taken her 
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to spouse, asked the Chancellor to 
explain what he meant by “ degrees of 
proof spirit/’ Mr. Churchill explained 
that his aim had been to raise the duty 
most notably on the heavy wines. A 
great deal more alcoholicemphasis could 
be obtained, he said, from a given quan- 
tity of heavily-loaded port than from 
a properly diluted equal quantity of 
whisky. Mr. Snowden shuddered. 
When, a moment later, Mr. Churchill 
stated that, while he had not yet tasted 
sweets ” (British wine), he was prose- 
cuting his studies on the subject and 
hoped, by Committee stage, to give the 
House more authoritative information 
on the subject, Mr, Snowden’s 
shudder turned to a sigh of 
relief. There are times when it 
is a privilege not to be Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer. 

Wednesday, April 27tK — Are 
Members growing less inquisi- 
tive? Question time was con- 
cluded to-day at the unprece- 
dented hour of three minutes 
past three. The real explanation 
is that the twenty-eight Ques- 
tions on the list were hold- 
overs from the adjourned session. 
To-morrow the first of the new 
batch will have had the necessary 
two days to mature. 

It seems that the “voices 
across the sea” movement, at 
fifteen pounds a voice, is making 
progress. The P.M.G. said there 
had been 769 transatlantic calls, 
already enough to cover work- 
ing costs. 

The old motto, Qui nihil ex- 
pedant nunquam disappoint- 
abuntur still commends itself 
in certain quarters. Asked by 
Mr. Day if the Betting Tax 
yield for March had come up to 
his expectations, Mr. McNeill 
mildly replied that he had formed 
no expectations. Answering Sir 
I John Ganzoni, who wished to know 
I if the Government would leave the age 
^ at which the vote would be given under 
the new Franchise Bill to a free vote of 
the House, the Prime Minister mur- 
mured that it would be premature to 
reply. Mr. Garbo- Jones insisted that 
it would be a breach of faith to leave it 
to a free vote of the House, but the 
Prime Minister still thought it would 
be premature to reply. 

The House discussed tobacco and 
matches. The substance of the Opposi- 
tion argument was that the Tory Gov- 
ernment was once again heaping the 
tax burden on to the backs of the poor. 
Mr. McNeill, defending, said the Go- 
vernment had to have the money and, 
anyway, most of the additional tax was 
not to be passed on to the public. 


There was much dispute on this latter 
point. Mr. McNeill read out advertise- 
ments in which the large cigarette- 
makers claimed that their cigarettes 
would remain in all respects, including 
price, unchanged. The Opposition de- 
rided the idea that an advertisement- 
writer was a gentleman worthy of explicit 
belief, and quoted the chairman of a big 
firm of cigarette-manufactnrers to the 
effect that the extra duty would be 
passed on to the consumer as soon as 
possible. 

Mr. Snowden, who was in a singu- 
larly light-hearted vein, said the price 
of cigarettes in bulk had already 


Mb. Bonald McNeill and Mb. Ohuechill, 

been raised. He also produced from 
his case two cigarettes and invited 
the Chancellor to observe that 
the post-Budget specimen was one- 
eighth of an inch shorter than its pre- 
decessor. The Tobacco Duty, he said, 
had now reached such a height that the 
working-man took three puffs for him- 
self and seventeen for the Chancellor 
OP THE Exchequer. He twitted Mr. 
Churchill with having an “ obsession ” 
for taxing women, and drew a neat pic- 
ture of the enfranchised flapper turning 
and rending the part^ which had piled 
on the cost of £er silk stockings and 
cigarettes. 

A debate on Mine Accidents followed. 
Labour Members deplored the proposal 
to abolish the Ministry of Mines, and 
Colonel Lane-Fox found himself in the 


curious position of having vigorously to 
defend, as it were, his own sentence of 
departmental death. He did it with 
what, under the circumstances, must be 
considered a high-minded and self- 
sacrificing sincerity. 

Thursday, April 28th. — The Upper 
Chamber gave the Indian Navy Bill 
a Second Beading. Lord Haldane 
gave the Bill a much more unqualified 
approval than did his colleagues in the 
other place. India was an island, he 
said, for all practical purposes, and 
there might be cases like that of the 
Emden in the late war which would 
prevent our coming to her immediate 
assistance by sea. 

Straying somewhat from the 
matter in hand, he asked Lord 
Birkenhead to consider the 
question of locatingpermanently 
in India “some portion of the 
armed military forces of the 
Crown which we kept here at 
present in their entirety and had 
to pay for.” One can think of 
better ways of making the Army 
popular. 

In the House of Commons 
Sir W. Joynson-Hicks told Sir 
J. Power that he did not think 
a case had yet been made out 
for putting the traffic police into 
white overalls. He is right. If 
we di'ess Eobert up as an umpire 
he may think he is one. Far 
too many pedestrians are being 
given out “ leg before” as it is. | 
The House discussed vitrified 
pottery. Mr. Harris did more 
than discuss it; ho produced 
two plates, one vitrified and one 
earthenware, from his clothing 
and was with difficulty pre- 
vented from demonstrating that 
the vitrified plate would not 
break under certain conditions, 
while the other would. The 
President op the Board op 
Trade was only partially reassured 
when Mr. Harris said he was not going 
to throw the plates at him, and himself 
produced a couple of cups which, how- 
ever, he did not get into action until 
later, when he challenged Sir John Simon 
to guess right six times in ten which 
cup was bone china and which felspar. 

From China the House passed rapidly 
to the consideration of all the remain- 
ing Budget resolutions, the debate end- 
ing with a spirited defence by the 
Chancellor op the Exorequer of his 
raid on the Eoad Fund, in which he 
picturesquely described himself as not 
fighting over again the battle about 
Eoad Fund pledges which had been 
fought last year, but as “pursuing and 
collecting some of the baggage that had 
been left behind.” 
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OCCUPATION. 

** The glory of the garden,” says Mr. 
Eudyakd Kipling, “ occupiebh ail who 
come.” He also remarks that there 
isn’t a hand so white or a heart so sick 
but can find some needful job that *s 
crying to be done. Which is all true 
enough, I suppose, but he might have 
added that the white hand and the sick 
heart may have to wait ten years before 
they find the job best suited to them. 
And even then the finding of it may be 
purely a matter of chance, as in my own 
case. 

Some years ago I acquired a garden 
and decided to become a gardener. On 
a friend’s advice I bought a book of a 
most practical and helpful kind entitled 
To-day's Work in the Garden (or some- 
thing like that), in which every day of 
the year was given its appropriate task. 
Deciding to begin next Monday I turned 
up that date in the book and found this 
(as nearly as I can remember) : — 

“Sweep and brush avenues and 
pinch off the tops of oaks and elms 
to ensure lateral development. Cut 
out dead wood from shrubberies. Ee* 
turf bare patches on tennis-lawns and 
prepare new asparagus beds in readi- 
ness for the spring. . . ' 

That day’s work, I noticed,. occurred 
in what the book called one of the 
gardener’s “idle months,” and, as I 
cannot bear idleness — that kind of idle- 
ness — I threw the book away and de- 
cided to hire a one-day-a-week man for 
the rough work and let my wife look 
after the flowers. 

The arrangement worked splendidly 
for several years, except upon two occa- 
sions when my eagerness to find the job 
that was crying for me led me to inter- 
fere, with rather disastrous results. On 
the first of these occasions I was led 
astray by the sight of a hoe. It was 
propped against a rose-bush, and if 
ever a hoe could be said to be crying it 
was that one. I seized it and worked 
diligently for some twenty minutes, and 
then my wife joined me and gently led 
me back to the deck-chair, which, it 
seems, I should never have left. For 
a woman suddenly deprived of about 
twenty-five shillings’-worth of begonias 
she was admirably calm. Nevertheless 
she did say that it was nonsense of me 
to talk of begonias “lurking beneath 
the surface,” because begonias never 
“ lurk,” they just stay where they are 
put, and next time I needed exercise 
perhaps I would let her know and she 
would find me a corner where there was 
nothing of any value. Also she re- 
moved the hoe, which was really quite 
unnecessary as I had had all the hoeing 
I wanted for years. 


Not long afterwards it occurred to 
me that our man was not getting the 
direction he needed in the matter of 
vegetables. I found him rather difficult, 
but we got on well enough until one 
day I discovered a number of wooden 
pegs sticking out of the earth at the 
sides of the vegetable-plot and marked 
“Turnup.” On his next appearance I 
asked him, perhaps too severely, why 
he had sown turnips all over our garden 
when he must have known that we 
didn’t keep cattle, and he just went off 
home and didn’t appear again for weeks. 
My wife said that personally she rather 
agreed with me, but I must remember 


that many of these hired gardeners 
practically live on turnips during the 
winter and they have their feelings like 
everyone else. Also that he had done 
the same thing for the last three years 
and nothing had ever come up, which 
showed that our garden was absolutely 
turnip-proof, so why cause a lot of 
bother when nothing is gained by it? 

After this second frustration I gave 
up hope, and then, only a month ago 
and by the purest chance, my place in 
the garden was revealed to me. Our 
delphiniums have suffered cruelly this 
year from the attaeks of slugs, the new 
shoots being eaten away as soon as they 
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appeared above-ground. In despair we 
consulted a gardening paper, and there, 
among the replies to correspondents, 
we found the following : — 

“ F. T. B. (Tulse Hill). — To effectually 
cope with slugs on borders place 
skins of half-oranges, round side 
up, near new shoots, when same 
will collect underneath and can be 
removed at nightfall.** 

We put down half an orange as a 
test and the result was remarkable. 
As soon as darkness fell the slugs ap- 
proached from all points of the compass 
and gathered beneath the dome. Evi- 
dently they like being together,” or 
perhaps this is the slug equivalent of 
community-singing at the Albert Hall. 
(Not that it greatly matters.) 

My wife decided to make this a 
nightly practice, and of course I saw at 
once how I could help. You can*t go 
into a fruit-shop and buy the outsides 
of half-a-dozen oranges. You must buy 
them whole, and then some one must 
pull himself together and eat them. 
The slightest hesitancy at this point 
and the whole scheme is ruined. It is, 
in fact, a most responsible post, and it 
is also an arduous one. The plants to 
I be protected are many. The slugs 
moreover like new paint on their public 
buildings, and so the domes must be 
constantly renewed. 


I should like to tell you more about 
my work, but I have left it too long. 
I hear the delphiniums calling. 

Pass the oranges, please 1 

THE S.T.C.S. 

I CANNOT remember when I have been 
so pleased by the report of a new com- 
pany as by that of this Society of Tem- 
porary Canine Solace of which everyone 
is talking. When I first heard about it 
I thought that the idea was amusing, 
but I didn’t dream that it would be so 
popular. The original intention , it may 
be remembered, was to have depots 
only at Calais and Boulogne, but such 
has been its success that there will 
soon be one at Dieppe and one at Havre 
— in fact in each port at which English 
visitors to Prance disembark, 

Por the benefit of those who may still 
not have heard of the Society let me 
quote from the prospectus : — 

‘*The Society of Temporary Canine 
Solace was brought into being by the 
growth of the cult of the dog and the 
severe measures in force with regard 
to hydrophobia. Never has the affec- 
tion of man for the dog been so deep 
as‘it now is ; never have dogs been so 
carefully bred to the end of providing 
human beings with friends and de- 
votees. Prom the massive Alsatian 
to the minute Yorkshire terrier, every 


dog has its attached owner. Money 
is no object whatever; dogs are neces- 
sary to the happiness of modern life. 
At the same time, never have the regu- 
lations regarding quarantine been so 
strict as now, so that no dog enter- 
ing England from Prance can join its 
owner until it has been six months'in 
a veterinary establishment under sur- 
veillance. This means that the old 
and delightful fashion of taking one’s 
dog on one’s travels abroad has be- 
come a dead letter, greatly to the 
grief of those to whom canine com- 
panionship means so much. 

“ It was in order to mitigate grief 
and to do something to ensure the 
continuance of this companionship 
that the Society of Temporary Canine 
Solace was formed, its purpose being 
to provide travellers on the Continent 
with dogs of whatever breed they 
desire, to be their friends as long as 
they are on their travels. 

‘*Por this purpose kennels have 
been established at Calais and Bou- 
logne, stocked with dogs of every 
variety, which may be hired for any 
period at reasonable sums.” 

That is from the prospectus, and I 
confess that when I first read it I did 
not think it either good finance or very 
sound human nature. It did not seem 
to me likely that people with dogs in- 
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timately their own wonld be so facile as 
to let strangers take their place, at any 
rate so quickly. After a week’s absence 
perhaps they might begin to find that 
to be without a dog was unbearable; 
but not immediately after a Channel 
crossing. I, was, howeyer, wrong. The 
power of the dog is greater than I knew. 
The Company is paying ten per cent. ; 
new^ kennels will be opened ; arrange- 
ments are pending to allow a kennel- 
van to be added to the “ Golden Arrow ” 
to give passengers more time to select 
their dogs. And here are some of the 
letters from delighted clients, addressed 
to the S.T.O.S.’s secretary; — 

Dbae Sir, — I should be a churl if I 
did not write to thank you for the 
service which your Calais kennel has 
conferred. My 'wife’s nerves, seldom 
strong, completely broke down on the 
crossing from Dover, and had it not 
been for the sight of one of your pekes 
I am sure that she might' have had a 
serious collapse. As it is, tlie little 
creature has been her constant prop, 
and we shall now be as miserable not 
to be able to take him to England as 
we were to leave our Sealyham. 

I am, Yours, etc., 

J. Musteehousb 
(Lieut.-Ool.) 

Dear Sir, — The cocker spaniel with 
which you provided me at Boulogne is 
so fascinating that I dare not return 
home. I am, Yours, etc., 

JoEu Coward. 

Dear Sir, — have always said that 
if I could not have my own darling 
Flossums with me I would travel alone, 
but the little substitute that you found 
for me has quite won my heart, and I 
was grieved indeed to leave her at Calais. 

I am, Yours, etc., 

Tabitha Fond. 

Dear Sir, — I think you ought to 
know that when we left our home in 
Northamptonshire for a villa at Hydros 
we were broken-hearted not to be able 
to bring our pug with us. In fact, at 
one time we decided to give up the 
French trip altogether, solely on his 
account. You may judge then of our 
delight on finding at Boulogne his exact 
counterpart, whose merry ways, kindly 
thoughtfulness and sympathy have 
made our stay here one unbroken 
triumph. I am, etc., 

Amelia Flinders. 

Dear Sir,— Just a line to give you an 
idea of the good work that you are doing. 
When I left England it was with relief 
to get rid of the perpetual society of my 
Skye terrier. But after a week of Paris 
I found myself so lonely that I took a 
train to Boulogne and brought back 
with me from your kennels an animal of 



KEEPING UP THE ACADEMIC TRADITION. 

Student op Cobbespondencb College takes paet in the Annual Bag. 


the same breed, from whom I am never 
parted. 

I am, etc., Hilary Herm. 

Dear Sir, — ^Please have an Alsatian 
wolf-hound waiting for me at the Blue 
Train on Monday next. As I am going 
to Monte Carlo I should like a fierce one. 

I am, Yours, etc., 

Hugo Knapp. 

These letters tell their own story. 
One or two, which I suppress on ac- 
count of their sadness, record the un- 
happiness of the old English dogs when 
their masters or mistresses return with 
hearts lost to the new pets ; and this 
unhappiness is, I should say, the sole 
spot on the otherwise beneficently ra- 
diant sun represented by the S.T.C.S.’s 
activities. E, V. L. 

“ A duty of 285. per cwfc. is placed ou table- 
war of a translucent character.” 

Liverpool Paper, 

Meauing Disarmament debates ? 


On Thursday, May 5th, at 8 P.M., 
Momieur Beaucaire (the romantic ppera 
composed by ANDBi; Messager) will be 
presented by the Chiswick Operatic 
Society, at the New Scala Theatre, in aid 
of the funds of the Church House for 
Youth, which is to serve the London 
Division of the Church Lads* Brigade. 
Tickets may be obtained from the Box 
Office Manager, New Scala Theatre, 
Charlotte Street, Tottenham Court 
Eoad, W.l, and contributions should be 
addressed to the Hon. Treasurer, Church 
House for Youth Fund, St, Margaret’s 
Eeotory, Ironmonger Lane, Oheapside, 
B.0.2. This is the house that has 
already been secured. 


“ The monthly meeting of the Town 

Board to have been held on Monday evening 
lapsed for want of an acquarium.” 

. New Zealand Paper, 

There seems tp be something fishy about 
this Town Board. 
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AT THE PLAY, 

The Teansit of Venus ” 
(Ambassadoes). 

When Captain Bonald Fairfax 
fled from the advances of that 
rather over-ripe charmer, Cynthia 
Telford, to become A.D.C. to the 
High Commissioner at Kheri- 
van (a mandated territory Some- 
where in theNearEast), distance 
only lent further enchantment to 
the chase, and, chaperoned by an 
indifferent husband, Venus pur- 
sued her Adonis to his asylum. 
Bonald, to whom, embarrassed 
and reluctant, falls the duty of en- 
tertaining the visitors, arranges 
an excursion for them into the 
adjacent desert. Erom this beano 
Cynthia easily persuades her hus- 
band to excuse himself, and in 
these palpably improbable con- 
ditions Bonald and she are to 
pass the night alone in a tent. 
With a view to stabilising the 
position she burns her boats — 
and Bonald" s too — by leaving a 
note behind for her husband, tell- 
ing him that she does not propose 
to return. She also relieves him 
of a hundred pounds in bank- 
notes for elopement expenses. 

Greatly distressed by the dis- 
closure of this news, Bonald 
eludes her shameless ad- 
vances by sleeping out in 
the open, and subsequently 
arranges with his drago- 
man to getthemkidnapped 
by a local sheikh, offering 
the lady’s money asabribe, ^ 

The local sheikh obliges, jp\ 
and they are conducted by \ 

him to the headquarters of j^\Jj 
the Khan Aghaba, The ^ 

Khan, of whose handsome 
figureandlongthighs— she 
adores long thighs — Cyn- 
, . ihia had already expressed 
approval, declines to utilise 
his advantage. Eor not 
only is he anxious to pre- ^ 

serve an absolute correct!- ^ 

tude in bis relations with ^ 

the British Government, ^ 

but Cynthia" s rbature and m 

tenuous charms leave him K 

cold, his preference being B 

foryouthandfat. He there- | 

fore restores his captives | 

to their host. \ 

This denouement relieves 
the situation for the High 
Commissioner, but is deeply 
I resented by Cynthia's hus- 
band, whose satisfaction sir 

; at his wife’s disappearance Bo% 

receives a rude shock. Mat 




A PALLING STAB. 

Caytain JRonald Fairfax • . Mr. AECHiBAiiD Batiy, 
Cynthia Telford , ' , . , Miss Athene Sbtler. 


You might pardonably guess from occur off; the play is practically all 
this brief account of the plot that here talk— excellent talk for the most part, 
we have a drama of action. But you but just talk. And a good deal of it 
would be wrong. The exciting incidents consists of argumentative monologue. 

Either we Alexander Wesson, 

f head of an Anglo-American De- 
velopment Syndicate, urging up- 
on the Khan the desirability of a 
concession which would open out 
his country at no cost to himself, 
or it was the Khan, with an 
amazing command of the Eng- 
lish tongue, extolling the con- 
ditions of life in an undeveloped 
country, or passing unfavourable 
reflections, very painful to our 
self-esteem, on the Occidental 
female. There would have been 
no end to it if the High Commis- 
sioner had not constantly used 
his authority to put a period 
to the talk by a courteous but 

We were invited to interest 
ourselves mainly in the methods 
of that inveterate nympholept, 
Cynthia and the bravado 

with which she carried them off’. 
But there was a subtler interest 
to be found in the subordinate 
motive of Wesson's intrigues to 
A PALLING STAB. secure concessions^ from the 

lin JRonald Fairfax , . Mr. Aechibalu Batty. So long as this potentate 

kia Telford , - , . . Miss Athene Sbtler. behaved correctly the British 

Government could take no steps 
to modify his flat refusal, 
but, if an‘4ncident ’’should 
occur that was “favourable 
If ^ negotiation,” then the 

T ^ British Government might 

\ y find an excuse to intervene. 

ml incident seemed 

"/ occurred in this 

‘•I ^ fPy /\ 1/ J^a,tter of the kidnapping, 

W \ s 1 m iL^ I suspected that 

Ay ^ I money for the bribe 

S ri I Wesson's 

m 0 \ pocket. Certainly he 

H if ^ \ pains to conceal 

m \ \ w I m \ his delight at the incident. 

■ f I W/ j\ I w// \ I^oi the end we were left to 

MjjLJ whether the un- 

W ' \ 1 ^ 7 / JM exceptionable behaviour of 

i \ V I would spoil his 

H V \ whole concluded 

m y \ ^ perfunctory love- 

m W 4 I I I I pstssagebetweenthePoZi^f- 

W ^ I t I 1 I I Secretary SLud the High 

W/ % i % I Commissioner's daughter, 

w i I \ 1 whose behaviour on both 

mLj/l f f sides had hitherto been 

marked by an apparently 

^^tal absence of sexual 

emotion. 

A MESSAGE PBOM VENUS. Mr, Harwood’s dia- 

Ilarhham , . . . Mr. Allan Aynesworth, logue, for all its persistence, 

e Te ford . . \ , Mr. Nigel Playfair. was entertaining and often 

^ ‘ * • • • Mr. Nicholas Hannen. really witty. The best 


// 






A MESSAGE PBOM VENUS. 

Sir Evelyn Marhham , ' Mr. Allan Aynesworth, 

Hon. George Telford . , . , Mr. Nigel Playfair. 

Mark Dacre Mr. Nicholas Hannen, 

X 
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mot came from the Khan^ who observed it won on the first night will not prove pnlated with sufficient skill by Mr. 


Mask Lester {Guy Taberie, boon- 
companion of the poet), but I think a | 
little too heavy for the due balance of ’ 
the show. Mr. H. A. Saintsbury gave i 


The Vagabond King is a tale some way us a really clever and, in the arranged 
after Justin McCarthy’s If I loere circumstances, plausible portrait of the 


that easy communications corrupt too transitory. 0. S, Mark Lester {Guy Taberie, boon- 

good manners.” Great minds often ,,rn tt rr »» rxxr companion of the poet), but I think a 

think alike by inadvertence, otherwise Vauamnd Kino (Winter kittle too heavy for the due balance of 

we might conclude, in further proof of Garden). show. Mr. H. A. Saintsbury gave 

' his intelligence, that the Khan was a The Vagabond King is b, tale some us a really clever and, in the arranged 
reader of Mr. Punch, who had fore- after Justin McCarthy’s If I loere circumstances, plausible portrait of the 
stalled him with this pleasant wheeze. King, and a long way after the meagre King. Miss NorahBlaney was charm- 
Miss Athene Seylbr, with that de- records of that disreputable romantic, ing as Hugtiette, the faithful ardent 
lightful manner which might, in a less Francois Villon. Set to music by the little mistress of the poet, 
talented actress, seem to verge on man- Viennese Eudolph Priml, done into But the principals will forgive me if 
nerism, played the part of Gynthia for American by Messrs. W. H. Post and I say that the outstanding merit of 
all that it was worth, and a little more. Brian Hooker with lyrics (certainly the performance was the fire and swing 
If there was a limit to her scintillating not after Villon) by the same, staged of the chorus-singing. (There is by the 
transit it was no fault of hers. Even inanattractivelyflamboyantmannerby way a certain musical mystery to be 
in eclipse — only temporary, you may be Eiohabd Boleslavsky — it is a cheery, unravelled. The spirited ‘‘Song of the 
sure — her Venus remained unabashed, unlikely, cosmopolitan affair, a new art- Vagabonds,” which runs as a refrain 
Mr. Allan Aynesworth, who had form which might be fittingly labelled through the piece, has a theme which 


talented actress, seem to verge on man- Viennese Eudolph Eriml, done into 
nerism, played the part of Gynthia for American by Messrs. W. H. Post and 


less than his usual share of 
fun and more than his usual 
share of listening, made a 
very perfect High Gonimis- 
sioner. ksiiisToliticalSecre- 
tai-y, Mr. Nicholas Hannen, 
like the unobtrusive artist 
he is, was content to keep 
things going smoothly or 
just to sit out. 

Mr. Eaymond Massey’s 
Khan, a happy variation on 
the sheikh of romance, 
bore himself well in the 
part, not too flattering to 
British pride, of an Oriental 
with a fine contempt for 
the civilising virtues of ex- 
ploitation. As Gynthials 
complacent husband, Mr. 
Nigel Playfair, on holi- 
day from Hammersmith, 
brought a refreshing breath 
of the Far West to the Near 
East. The' passive coldness 
of the High Gommissioner's 
daughter, Patsey, who had 
no use for people who made 
sex look “ silly,” offered a 



THE HEEOINE AND THE VILLON. 

Katherine de Vaucelles Miss Winnie Melville. 

Fi'angois Villon Mr. Derek Oldham. 

Louis XL Mb, H. A. Saintsbury. 


closely resembles that of the 
spirited chorus, “ Swords 
and Sabres,” sung also at 
frequent intervals by the 
N aval gentlemen in Princess 
Gha^ming. What does Mr. 
Albert Szirmai say to Mr. 
Eudolf Friml about this ?) 

The producer, Mr. Bole- 
slavsky, who is of the rest- 
less school, with an eye for 
hot colour and a great idea 
of keeping everything mov- 
ing, attained a certain 
beauty in the first, the 
Tavern, scene, which was 
not, I think, achieved in the 
more pretentious scenes of 
the King’s garden and the 
square outside the cathe- 
dral; but the audience very 
properly hailed him a jolly 
good fellow in a burst of 
community song. T, 

“ Mr. What ’s his 
Name ? ” (Wyndham’s). 

Mr. Seymour Hicks, on 
whom the gods have be- 


healthy contrast to the torrid activities I romantic pantomime, and won the suf- 1 stowed the gift of perpetual youth. 


has taken the typically complicated 
and pleasantly abandoned farcical 


of Gynthia; but the contrast was per- frages of an enthusiastic house. has taken the typically complicated 

haps rather too strongly emphasized by We are told how Master Frangois and pleasantly abandoned farcical 
Miss Barbara Dillon, who need not Villon, poet, thief, lecher and toper, is comedy of M. Yves Mirande and 
have sacrificed so much of her natural changed in the twinkling of thebeauti- AndriSMouezy-Eon and incidentally re- 
charm by being quite so hard. ful eyes of the noble lady, Katherine de modelled for himself a part embroidered 

Finally, Mr. Archibald Batty, a little Vaucelles, to a great gentleman and with all those audacious jests, gags and 
handicapped from' the start by Bonald's soldier ; is made Marshal of France and delicately naughty innuendoes which he 
reputation as a Lothario, seized a good King for a day-and-night’s space; saves invents so easily (sometimes perhaps | 
chance with a story treating of two Paris from the traitor Philip of Bur- just a little too easily) and reproduces 
ladies whom he had taken (separately, gundy, with the aid of a rabble largely with such vivacity and such superb 
of course) to their homes in a taxi trained on the chief commodity of that technical skill. 

after the play, and illustrating the in- genial province, and at the very gallows Behold him as Leopold Trebel, the 
convenience of a complete absence of is rescued by the patriot Katherine and best shingler and waver in Paris, and 


rules for the direction of a man in pardoned by the sardonic Louis. evidently one of its most accomplished 

his diagnosis of a modern woman’s Miss Winnie Melville (Ka^&crmg) flirts, summoned to the house of 
morals. sings charmingly and acts in a manner Gorton on the fifth anniversary of the 

The Transit of Venus, as I have said, appropriate to the mood of the piece ; death, in a railway accident, of her first 
is too static for a play in which so Mr. Derek Oldham {Villon) makes a husband, Adolphe Noblet, inventor of 
much action is indicated ; but its dia- likeable, tuneful, spirited Villon, a little Noblet’s famous sauce. But, says 
logue and the excellence of its cast hampered by the interpolation of slabs Gorinne, the cook, as also Ghabon- 
make me hopeful that the success which of the broad pantomime humour mani- nais the painter and Baudin the auto- 
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suggestionistf, and finally Madanie Cor- 
toil herself, this is no other than oni 
Adolphe; while Marianne ^ the maid, anc 
Sylvaine^ the betrothed of Chabofinais 
evidently Imow him intimately as Leo- 
pcldi tonsorial artist and breaker Oj 
hearts, 

. Baudifi restores to him his lost per- 
sonality — it was another man on whose 
grave Juliette has been punctually lay- 
ing wreaths these five years — and the 
problem is to unravel the complexities 
woven by this awkward reappearance : 
the new husband of Juliette and the 
Gorton infant ; the new wife of Adolphe, 
alias Leopold, and four (twins, twice) 
beautiful boy Trebels ; the apparently 
well-founded expectations of Marianne 
and the fair Sylmine, 

The solution, if it is too serious for 
the fabric of the piece and unplausible 
in itself, yet gives Mr. Seymoub Hicks 
the chance to show that he is master 
of something more than easy jesting. 
Adolphe, the faithful soul, coming back 
to find his adored wife embarrassed 
rather than relieved by his return, begs 
Baudin to pretend to restore him to 
his Leopold personality, and we get a 
glimpse, quite finely indicated, of his 
gradual realisation of the tragic situa- 
tion, while he carries off the imposture, 
and defends his wounded heart with a 
gaiety which betrays him to none but 
his dull accomplice, Baudin. 

It is certainly pleasant to be thus 
reminded of the range of this most 
accomplished actor’s theatrical talent. 
The other players have necessarily to 
be content to serve as a foil, except that 
Mr.'C, W, SoMEESET, a player evidently 
trained, and soundly, in an old-fashioned 
school, was given scope to build up the 
character of Chabonnais, the elderly 
deceived lover, who drowned his chagrin 
in what appeared to.be port. Sober 
or mau^in-drunk, the odd little man 
was admirably conceived and presented. 
Miss Maeoabet Tarbb, as the hearty 
affectionate Gorinm {Adolphe's old 
faithful cook); Miss Frances Doble as 
the beautiful incorrect Sylmine ; Miss 
Bbnita Hume as ihepertMarianne, and 
Miss Madeline Seymour as the devoted 
Suzanne, TrebeVs fiercely - devoted 
spouse, kept the piece briskly moving. 
Mr. 0. M. Hallard (ilf. Gorton) had 
merely to play an obbligato of explosive 
noises ; Miss Mary Mereall {Juliette) 
to be impossibly and unconvincingly 
embarrassed (not her fault this; the 
character simply couldn’t stand up); 
and Mr, TristaiiEawson (Dr. Baudin) 
to^ potter about and make pseudo- 
scientific passes at appropriate intervals. 

A performance of which the parts were : 
.better than the whole. But I ask little . 
^better for an evening’s entertainment . 
|fehan to watch Mr. Seymour Hicks's ] 

incomparable resourcefulness of gesture 
his exactly calculated emphasis, his 
diverting facial expression and his mis- 
chievous appreciation of unseemly situ- 
ations, and am well content to leave my 
critical faculty in the cloakroom. T. 

INVITATION TO SENATOR BORAH. 

^ [It is now fairly well known that Lord Derbv 
is trying to induce Senator Borah, the 
fundamentalist statesman and orator, to visit 
England during the autumn with the object 
of mitigating his extreme Anglophobia. It is 
not so well laiown that the invitation is being 
sent in the following remarkable form.] 

White-winged as the swan or the goose 
is, 

Stretched taut as a living wire, 
Whose voice is the voice of mooses, 
Sunk deep in the heart of the mire ; 
Strong man from the open spaces, 
From a world that knows not bars, 
With the stripes about thee for braces, 
And belted with stars 1 

Of the foam of the sea is our mother ; 

Ob, come to us over the brine, 
Pale-faced, and thy spectacles, brother, 
Horn-rimmed, and touching no wine ; 
Light-footed the lady Aurora 

Shall lead thee to London, and thou 
Mayst bless her or curse her, 0 Borah, 
But come, anyhow ! 

We are drunken with shame and with 
sorrow ; 

We are faint with the fume of unrest ; 
Come over, 0 Borah, to-morrow, 

Come over and stay as our guest ! 

We are sons of the night and the forest, 
Sick-hearted and chattering shapes, 
Our fathers were what thou abhorrest, 
Our fathers were apes. 

But a wonderful thing is pity, 

And a lovelier thing than gold ; 

Be merciful, seeing our city 

Is rotten and we are so old ; 

Come, fleet with the flush of a promise 
To lift us in flames to the sky, 

But don’t be too hard on our Tommies 
Sent out to Shanghai. 

We shall feed thee on ices and peaches, 
And the rose shall be strewn in thy 
path, 

And a little respite from speeches 

Shall come to thee during thy bath ; 
White-soul of the white may-blossom,' 
Bell-mouthed and feeding on gum, 
With mercy, not hate, in thy bosom, 

0 Senator, come I Evoe. 

“ The following is the weather forecast for 
the next years : — 

London, England S.E., E., E. Mid,, and 
W. Mid., Ireland S.E. and S.W.— Cloudy; 
rain afc times ; visibility mainly moderate.** 
JProvimial Payer. 

A. long shot ; but, judging by experience, 
probably pretty accurate. 

THE REFUGE OF SPRING. 

{By our Traffic Expert.) 

Of all the suggestions for reducing 
the number of accidents to pedestrians 
consequent on the introduction of one- 
way traffic in our streets, none is more 
arresting in its simplicity than that 
propounded by Sir Francis Spring in a 
recent issue of The Times. Sir Francis’s 
claims to a hearing are incontestable. 
Apart from his distinguished career as 
an engineer and administrator in India, 
he is a motorist with well over a hun- 
dred and fifty thousand miles to his 
credit, with only one collision, and has 
recently nearly been run over when 
in London. 

His suggestion is as follows : ‘‘Wher- 
ever the proper authorities think 
them to be needed in the one-way 
streets, let crossings 20 ft. or 30 ft. wide 
be marked out by the now familiar 
white lines. Half-way across each such 
crossing let a refuge, by preference 
roofed and painted a bright * post-office 
red,* be erected.” 

On general grounds nothing could be 
better than this plan, which provides 
for the security of the pedestrian while 
adding to the number of “islands” 
which confer such a pleasing and archi- 
pelagic variety on the landscape of 
London. We are an “Island Eace,” 
and the scheme appeals at once to our 
humanity and to patriotic sentiment. 
But while the suggestion is to be wel- 
comed, its limitations cannot be over- 
looked* The sketch of these refuges is 
forbidding in its bleak and unfurnished 
equipment. Why should a roof be op- 
tional ? Why should they be constructed 
on the level of comfort of a waiting- 
room at a wayside railway-station? The 
harassed pedestrian needs more than a 
“ refuge ” where he can rest and collect 
his thoughts and regain his mental poise 
before completing his perilous transit. 
He should be provided with a seat, with 
facilities for obtaining light refreshment, 
with books of reference — including a 
cross-word dictionary — a wireless set 
and of course a telephone. But the 
amenities of the building should surpass 
those of a mere kiosk. It should have 
two or more storeys, and the upper 
floors might be profitably let as shops. 

On^ one point, moreover, I find my- 
self in acute divergence from Sir 
Francis Spring — his desire that the 
refuges should be painted a “bright 
post-office red.” To give them a ten- 
dencious political pigmentation would 
be, r think, a deplorable mistake at the 
present juncture. 

“UNIONIST LIVEBPOOIi. 

Reply to Eevoltihg M.P's.” 

Come, come. Newspaper SeadUws. 
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Keeper , “wasna yon a gban* sermon the mebnister gied us yesterday, Sir?” 

Fisher , “Too much about doctrine and dogma in it for me. Did you understand what he meant?” 

Keejoer , “ Weed, he was explainin’ that what he thocht right was doctrine, and what the ither yins thocht right 

WAS JUIST DOGMA.” ~ s 


I OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

There is more continuity about Continental fiction than 
is generally supposed, and, though much has been written 
about the epoch-making peculiarities of Herr Lion Fbucht- 
wanoer’s Jew Silss (Secker), this interesting historical 
novel, now very ably translated by Mr. and Mrs. Edwin 
Muir, strikes me as little more (and in some respects as 
much less) than a scion of the sturdy and fecund stock of 
Victor Hugo. As has been pointed out before, naturalism 
is a sort of deficiency disease of romanticism, and, though 
the romantic Hugo and the mainly naturalistic Fbucht- 
WANGER have easily discernible affinities, the great qualities 
of the former, his passion, his lyricism, even his technical 
effectiveness, are comparatively under-nourished in the 
latter. Like Hugo, Eeuchtwanger has little sense of 
humour, and, though an alert irony saves him from the 
master’s absurdities,^ it also acts as a non-conductor of 
sympathy between him and his readers. One enthusiasm, 
however, does communicate itself — an abstract fervour, 
never wholly or satisfactorily incarnated, for the religious 
essence of Judaism. To read Jew Siiss is to listen to r 
carillon of cracked bells. One bell alone is flawless, and 
you strain your ears for the single perfect note that in the 
book’s magnificent close tolls like a knell unaccompanied, 
For the rest, the story is the epic of every showy and 
cynical renegade, in particular of Josef Siiss Oppenheimer^ 
financial monitor and pandar to an eighteenth-century 
^G^mau princeling. Three communities, the Court, the 


Commons and the Jews, are depicted in their actions and 
reactions, with a dozen figures from the first and last 
classes in the limelight. Allowing for idiosyncracies of 
selection and perspective, the documentation of the book 
is signally convincing, and its characterisation, wh( -e 
expressed in attitude rather than analysis, in the 
traditions of the historical novel. 

Those of us who felt — I undoubtedly did myself — that 
Frances Trollope was by far the most engaging figure in 
Mr. Michael Sadlbir’s memoir of her son Anthony will 
welcome a reprint of that invincible woman’s first literary 
effort, Domestic Manners of the Americans (Eoutledge). 
This once notorious masterpiece — it excited in 1832 the 
interest and obloquy of two continents — was in its inception 
the most innocent of pot-boilers ; and there is abundant 
evidence that the bouillon that provoked such queasy re- 
actions on both sides of the Atlantic was carefully skimmed 
of malice and inaccuracy. It is of course Martha’s version 
of the American manage — a consciously superior Martha, 
too cumbered with much serving in a sordid Middle- West to 
see two sides of the question. From her first view of the 
mudbanks, gimt bulrushes and crocodiles of the Mississippi 
to her last bitter invective against American ‘‘equality” 
Mrs, Trollope’s comments are an advance echo of Martin 
Ohuzzlewit s. She too has her colonels and generals who 
pick their teeth with their clasp-knives, her “Eden City” 
populated by dupes and depopulated by ague. In Cincinnati 
itself (whither her husband had sent her as the pioneer 
of English commerce) prudery rendered it impossible to 
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mention a shirt ; plays were forbidden 
and cards unlawful. Yet ‘ ^ the republi- 
can indulgence for fancy religions ’’ was 
responsible for orgies so sensational 
that the coarsest comedy ever written 
would be a less detestable exhibition,” 
Although Mrs. Trollope’s methods are 
amusingly those of the modern publicist, 
and the success she met with was comi- 
cally of the same quality, her sole avowed 
object was to increase her countrymen’s 
satisfaction in the blessings of their own 
constitution. Her book well deserves 
its second lease of life, and more than 
fulfils the expectations aroused by Mr. 
Sadleir’s admirable introduction. 

Si 7 * Pomjpey and Madame Juno (Gape) 
Provides a nondescript collection 
Of tales of rather sketchy shape 
And rather lacking in direction ; 
They deal with varied human traits, 
Bizarre, pedestrian, distressing, 

And do it, on the whole,’ in ways 
That leave you in the throes of 
guessing. 

We find among them ultra-bold 
And ultra-dull and ultra-shy men. 
And folk who cavil at the old 
Conventionalities of Hymen ; 

They *re skilfully conceived, though 
some 

Are slightly difficult to swallow, 

And some strike notes of hum and drum 
Which ring at best a trifle hollow- 

But all on close acquaintance prove 
Somewhat unreal and elusive 
Because the tales in which they move 
Are not sufficiently conclusive ; 

And Martin Armstrong ought, I feel, 
To find his offspring situations 
Which give them chances to reveal 
That they are fiesh-and- blood crea- 
tions. 



71111 


A Man Beset (Gape) is Mr. John Car- Artist . ‘*Ratheb- 
RUTHBRs’ third novel, and admirers of Charlady . “Fancy 

Mr. Oarruthers’ work,” says his pub- ■- ^ ■ - 

Usher, “will not be disappointed.”. But disappointment de- 
pends upon expectation, and I expected much of an author 
whose second novel, Adam's Daughter^ was so much better 
than his first. Up to a point my expectations were realised. 
Andrew Cardonald, the son of a Scottish farmer, is admirably 
presented in the early chapters of the book as a morbidly 
introspective youth with a bad ancestry in the matter of 
sensuality and drink. So ill-balanced was he that his years 
of adolescence were a series of oscillations between lapses, 
real and imaginary, and long repentances. So far, good ; 
but then the young Andrew went to Glasgow to study for 
the ministry and there met Mrs. S%oan-Cameron,y7\th. results 
as unfortunate, I think, for Mr. Oarruthers’ admirers as for 
Andrew himself. Caught momentarily in the toils of a 
scheming woman twelve years his senior, Andrew felt bound 
in honour to offer her marriage. Not only that, but, being 
refused, he informed her that he would always regard him- 
self as married to her. Andrew was by no means a young 
innocent ; he knew far more of the “ world ” than most men 
of his years, and I refuse to believe that he could have acted 


aaiiH 


so preposterously. For me it was the turning-point of the 
book. From Glasgow Andrew went to Oxford, an event so 
little regarded by the author as to be dismissed in a single 
paragraph. After that came schoolmastering, a term of 
imprisonment following a drunken bout, and finally rehabili- 
tation under an assumed name in China, where he marries 
the daughter of a missionary. Perhaps I expected too much 
of Mr. Carruthers ; certainly I was disappointed. 

It is not the fault of Miss Adelaide Eden Phillpotts, 
talented daughter of a gifted sire, if the Ci:ech people whGm 
she depicts in Tomek the Sculptor {Thornton Butterworth) 
are an inconclusive and fatalistic race, at once obstinate and 
impulsive, and never getting anywhere ; but these qualities are 
difficult to mould into a satisfactory novel. Although Josef 
Tomek, born of a family rooted in the land, so far outshone 
his rather disagreeable relatives as to become a sculptor of 
some renown, he was so perpetually subject to caprice and 
so helplessly swayed by passion that he fell over himself, so 
I to speak,- at every turn* The story of Tomek is indeed’ the 
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story of the drifting of a Bohemian peasant lad into one consideration towards those who work with hin), I am in- 
gloomy entanglement after another. He failed to win the dined to emphasize this latter point, because the famous 
aristocratic maiden upon whom he set his youthful affec- detectives of fiction are apt to become provokingly con- 
tions ; he deserted his mistress, and he married another descending to their friends and subordinates. Bub Thorn- 
lady, upon which occasion it surprised him that he could dyke gives himself no airs, and that is at any rate partly the 
love two women with all bis heart at the same time,” as reason why I take delight to follow him in his amazing re- 
perhaps it may surprise the reader. Presented with the un- searches. Perhaps one or two of these stories, notably 
compromising realism associated with the Russian novelists ‘‘Gleanings from the Wreckage,” arc unnecessarily grue- 
is the half-Russian, half-Polish fanatic, some, but taken as a collection they offer good entertain- 

I who adds the touch of hopelessness which is apparently ment. And in one of them I was able to anticipate the 
inseparable from the Slav temperament, and to which the solution, an act of grace on the part of Mr. Freeman 
; English reader is apt to be antipathetic. Nevertheless which left me with an exalted (and quite unjustifiable) 
Miss Phillpotts* readers will recognise that she has what opinion of my own intelligence. I commend this flattering 
Tomek's master in the art of sculpture called “ the idea,” device to all writers of detective fiction. 


Tomeh's master in the art of sculpture called “ the idea,” 
and that her treatment of it manifests an ability which 
promises a higher accomplishment. 


promises a higher accomplishment. Miss Beatrice Grimshaw's island romance, The Wreck 

of the “ Bedwing ” (Hurst and Blackett), is marked by a 

Ohandu (Fisher Unwin) means opium, and is the title refreshing disregard of the usually accepted conventions of 
that Mr. Owen Rutter has chosen for his second novel South Sea fiction, a quality which manifests itself not only 
dealing, as the publisher says, with the East as it really in such features as local colour — for which Miss Grimshaw 


is. Whether this vision 
of the East is imaginary 
or real, it is at any rate 
veryreadable. The story 
begins with the ap- 
pointmentof one Simon 
Baird to the snug billet 
of Commissioner of the 
Opium Monopoly in 
Port Malaya, an ap- 
pointment that is re- 
ceived at the Club with 
a good deal of grous- 
ing from the older men 
who have been passed 
over. But Baird has 
a loyal and stalwart 
friend in the person of 
Jack Fenruddock, In- 
spector of Customs, 
commonly known as 
Penn^ who is excep- 
tionally skilful at flick- 
ing the ends of his 
cigarettes out of the 











Little Girl (catching sight of electrician at work). “Mummy, isk’t that 
GENTLEMAN RATHER OLD TO HAVE A PLAY-PEN?” 


■ is able to draw with 
admirable effect upon 
her own store of first- 
hand observation— but 
also in her excellently- 
contrived plot and, with 
one exception, the char- j 
acters concerned in 
its development. The 
exception— incidentally 
by far the least con- 
vincing figure in the 
whole ^ story — is the 
arch- villain of the piece, 
a personage for whom, 
despite his extremely 
unpleasing habits, I 
cannot help feeling a 
certain degree of sneak- 
ing sympathy. Any- 
one whose godfathers 
and godmothers have 
been so unfeeling as 
to label him with such 
a name as Herod can, 


wmaow and possesses a quiet voice and level eyebrows after all, hardly be blamed if he does his best, when the 
and a vain, fluffy little wife called Duloie. To Penn’s time comes, to live up to it. 

household comes out from home one Judith limhhroohe, 

rerently escaped from ' a drunken hushed. She was TJie Slip-Coach (Aenold) is my first introduction to Mr. 
tall, slender and completely graceful, “with the natural 0. E. Baines as a writer of sensational fiction, and I hail 
of moving water or of a drifting cloud.” Also she his promise to become a master of his craft. He contrives 
had ^eat ^ey eyes and thm bps, that seemed to Penn, a murder neatly, and the web of mvstery that he weaves 
that trained. obse^er, as if they showed weakness. It about it entangled me inextricably in its meshes. And I 
was his whim to study faces, and he was seldom wrong— was attracted by the man on whose shoulders fell the onus 
^cept perhaps m the unfortunate case of his Chinese boy, of defeating the criminals—a pleasant fellow with a mind i 
Wang , who had been planted m his house for the express and methods of his own. But as the plot developed I found 
^rpose of assisting the opium-smngglers of the colony, that Mr. Baines had overcrowded his stage with villains- 

himself, out to dope his readers with 

an addict, and on the strength of this he presumes and draughts of coincidence so potent that 1 suspected him of 
is cast out Then Jwhth is dnven to SiTnm, who helps wearing his tongue in his cheek. Having stated my com- 
ber unwittingly at first, and later discovers her secret and plaint and suspicion, I will add that as soon as Mr. Baines 

®’^"® t-® ^ I Wovose to seek in it an knodySe 

the Bast is lather hke this — sometimes. for the cares of this world. ^ 

Dr. Thorndyke maintains his form in the book of short ' 

stories which Mr, R. Austin Freeman has called The Magic Notes on Spring Cleaning. 

Gasket (Hoddeb and Stoughton). Here the celebrated “Sir,— I n a district like this, in which feudalism still reigns, 

I sleuth has nine problems to solve, and he not only solves chairman trying to whitewash 

■ them but maintains in the proces^ his attitude of lenient ^ hernng 
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^ tive Party he doesn’t like ? 

Now that it is officially reported that 

kippers are often dyed, we shall carefully A manufacturer has announced the 

examine our salmon in future for traces invention of an indestructible collar. 


of lipstick. 


trust that our legislators are 
not going off their feed. • 

;!< ' 

* 

Discussing British . Parlia- 
mentary procedure, Mr. V. J. 
Patel, the Speaker of the 
Indian Legislative Council, 
said that in India they had no 
Jack Jones. Well, they can’t 
I have ours, as we want to keep 
him as a pet. 

Mr. Jack Jones, by the way, 
is the Member for Silvertown, 
not Silvertongue, 

* 

Mr. G. B. Shaw declares that 
he needs the prayers of all the 
Churches. It is hoped that 
the date of Shaw Sunday will 
shortly be agreed upon. 

>!« sli 
* 

Although a Daily Mail 
reader has complained of being 
awakened early in the morning 
by cuckoos, it is not thought 
that a campaign of extermin- 
ation will be waged against 
a bird that has been so use- 
ful to the Press. 

^ * 

* 

Mr. Justice Swift com- 








Maid. **Bur I thought you was quite comfy here?” 
CooJc. “I AM. But I think there ’s some curse on th] 


Mr Justice Swift com- Cooh, “I am. But I think there's some curse on the 
mentk in the courts last week W I’ve backed sikce I came ’ebe ’as 

on the risks run by spectators l! 

on golf-courses, A very good safeguard [ crates was wrongfully accused, and 


is to stuff cotton- wool in the ears. 


suggests an investigation. It is satis- 


A man is reported to have spent a attaches to Scotland Yard. 


thousand pounds in one night in a New 
York night-club. Many Americans start 


in a small way like that and then workup, awarded £6,750 damages because his 

wife was enticed away by her parents. Now that a letter has appeared in 
Mr. Bingley, the Marylebone magis- When Greek joins Greek it costs a good Th$ Times advocating that the height of 
trate, has pointed out that the husband deal to separate them. the stumps should be raised, the cricket 

is the head of the house. So now you ‘ season may be said to be in full swing, 

know why so many women were smiling Mr. Stacey Aumonier says he would 

last week, rather be a cricketer who scored cen- Mount Lassen, which has been in 

turies than the author of a best-seller, eruption, is described as the only vol- 
The film-star who has ^married a Naturally. The former gets ever so cano in the United States. It may be 
handsome prince is believed to have much more per thousand words. rememberedthat a Chicago millionaire’s 

been influenced by the movies. offer to purchase Vesuvius for removal 

“ Is the Wembley stadium to be used to bis lake-side estate was not enter- 
During the debate on the Trade Union for nothing except one football match tained. 



CHARIVARIA Bill in the House of Commons, Mr. T. a year?” asks a writer. We suppose 

' Griffiths is reported to have said the there ’s no possibility of holding the 

Mr. Churchill, at the Academy Conservatives were “ wasters, thieves, final of the Chinese war there. 
Banquet, remarked on the good fortune robbers, rotters, liars and blackguards.” 

of artists in having their daily work Do we understand that the Honourable A portable school for two hundred 
associated with graceful forms. Surely Member for Pontypool is hinting that children is to be built at Eomford. 

he wasn’t referring to Schedule D. there is something about the Conserva- Many small boys bitterly complain that 


the thing will probably follow them 
about. 

The wives of the New South Wales 


is not known what laundry workers will Eugby team that is to visit this country 
say about this unwarrantable reflection next winter will not be allowed to 


Pewermealswere served in the House upon their capability and determination, accompany them. But we suppose 
of Commons* refreshment -rooms last there's nothing to prevent the ladies 

year than during the previous year. We An American lawyer states that So- from forming a team of their own to 
trust that our legislators are ~ tour the London drapery stores 

not going off their feed. - il 1 1 and meet English shoppers in 

^ * I I I ® more or less friendly scrums. 


There is stated to have been 
a great increase in the news- 
paper-reading habit since the 
War. The War gets blamed 
for everything. 

A record for the Divorce 
Court was created the other 
day when cases were disposed 
of at the rate of six minutes 
apiece, and it is thought that a 
speeding-up of wedding cere- 
monies will be necessary to 
keep pace. 

* 

A large number of motorists | 
took part in the pursuit of an 
escaped monkey in Kent. U n- 
til motor-cars are better able 
to climb, however, it is not 
likely that the ordinary type of 
pedestrian will be superseded. 

5l« 

At Geneva a violin contest 
has been held in the dark. 
Violinists of the old school 
believe in not drawing bow 
till they can see the whites of 
their opponents’ eyes. 


The fire that destroyed two railway- 
vans full of newspapers, among which 


factory to know that no blame whatever were numbers of copies of The Daily 


taches to Scotland Yard. Herald, is ascribed to some inflammatory 

matter in the body of our red contem- 
A gentleman from Athens was recently porary, ^ 
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UBOUR’S SELF-DENYING ORDINANCE. 

[It is reported that, by way of repartee to 
the Trade Unions Bill, members of the Labour 
Party are to conspire to take a six-months’ 
vow of abstinence from alcohol and tobacco, 
with the idea of reducing the revenue derived 
from these luxuries.] 

If 6Yer — and I see no such 

Intention lurking in my soul — 

I should forbid myself to touch 
Tobacco and the flowing bowl, 

I would not take this vow of pain 

For Labour's reasons (oh, how odd 
it is 

That they should thus en bloc abstain 
For six full moons from these com- 
modities !) ; — 

Not to annoy my natural foes 

Such abstinence would I embrace ; 

I 'd never mutilate my nose 

To spite another party's face ; 

Let others choose this way to slake 

A lust for furthering silly quarrels, 

I *d do it for my health's pure sake 

Or to ameliorate my morals. 

Some satisfaction, I confess, 

Might incidentally accrue 

Out. of the thought of paying less 
Tribute to Winston's revenue ; 

■ But, if he found the ^urce run dry 
From which the penalties of sin come, 
This slump would soon be balanced by 
A heavier raid upon my income. 

Meanwhile his best self might be moved 
(Waiving his coffer's loss of cash) 
With joy to see me so improved 

In point of general tone and dash ; 
Oi% at his worst,, if he espied 

A, purpose open to suspicion, 

His ribald laughter would deride 

The pangs of home-made Prohibition. 

. AS. 

PERSEUis THE PEDOMETER. 

( [Note. — T he author denies all knowledge of 
any pedometer on the market bearing this 
name,' which is his own brilliant invention.] 

WhenT first saw Perseus in a shop 
, window he ]^ad with him a ticket which 
said, ” Do you want to know how far 
you walk in a day ? ” . I didn't in the 
least want to be told anything so fatigu- 
ing as that, but, having just had a very 
good lunch at someone else's expense, I 
felt genial and matey towards all the 
world. So I went into the shop, just to 
ask the man how it was all done, and to 
bring a little happiness into his life by 
showing him that people were thinking 
of him. 

The shopman seemed quite pleased 
at my purely academical interest in the 
subject and explainedall about Perseus. 

I forgot most of it as soon as he 'd 
finished, with the exception of the fact 
that you apparently put Perseus in your 
pocket or hung him on the turn-up of 

your trousers, and at the end of the day 
he told you how many miles you had 
walked. I thanked the man very much 
and again made it quite clear that I 
hadn’t come to buy Perseus, only to 
learn about him. The man bowed, ex- 
pressed a complete understanding of my 
motives and sold Perseus to me. 

I went out and walked up and down 
Bond Street for over an hour to give 
Perseus a trial trip. My walking, how- 
ever, had but little effect on him. He 
scoffed at it, and made it a bare quarfcer- 
of-a-mile. Call that a walk ? " he said, 
as clearly as I have ever heard a pedo- 
meter speak. “ I call that a turn round 
the backyard.” 

I took him back and explained to the 
man that Perseus had probably come 
from some nomadic tribe and had ideas 
on walking that were rather above me. 
The man merely laughed. He told me 
I hadn't adjusted Perseus to my pace. 
Perseus worked by means of a little 
device in his inside which clicked every 
time one took a step, and so he had to 
be set in tune with his owner. One 
had to walk a measured mile, it seemed, 
at one's ordinary pace and adjust Per- 
seus till he made it a mile too. Heaven 
knows whose pace Perseus had previ- 
ously been set to, a lady of the hobble- 
skirt period, I should think. 

Setting Perseus was a long business. 
In the first place there are very few 
measured miles in London, and cer- 
tainly none that one is able to do at a 
steady pace throughout. One meets 
friends and gets tied up with shop- 
window-gazing parties or caught in the 
traffic and so on. Once it came on to 
rain and I took a taxi, about which 
Perseus was frightfully scornful. 

Eventually I took a train out to 
where I was told by a friend who has 
been in the country that there are mile- 
stones. I selected two nice ones and 
started training Perseus up to bis job 
by walking back and forth at a -regular 
pace between them and adjusting him 
fco ‘‘Fast” or “ Slow,” each time accord- 
ing to his reading. My results were as 
follows : — 

First mile . . Perseus reads 400 yards. 

' Note. — JSohUe-skirt influence still sti'ong. 

Second mile . Perseus reads If miles. 
Note . — The adjusting lever is ap;gar- 
ently moi'e ^powerful than I thozight 

Third mile . , Perseus reads | mile. ) 

Fourth mile . Perseus reads miles, j 
Note . — A good bracket now established. 

Fifth mile . . Perseus reads 1 mile. 

Note , — Unprintable, 

because at this point I discovered that 

I had been using not tioo milestones 
hut one milestone and one county bound- 
ary-stone*, the second milestone being 
a good three hundred yards further on 
round the corner. The above therefore 
should be termed false miles and, while 

useful from the point of view of healthy 
exercise, general interest and practice 
in adjusting Perseus, are of no practical 
value whatever. My next readings were 
as under : — 

First true mile . Perseus reads 1 J miles. 

Note . — False mile reading. 

Second true mile Perseus reads 1 J miles. 
Note . — Stupid error in working adjust- 
ing lever ewing to fatigue. 

Third true mile . Reading incredible and un- 
reliable owing to a combin- 
ation of the lunch-hour and 
the Chequers Inn, which 
happened to lie between my 
two milestones. 

Fourth tiue mile Perseus reads miles. 

Note . — Effect of lunch ? 

' Fifth true mile . Perseus reads 1 mile. 

Note. — Triumph ! 

After Perseus' day in the country I 
did not use him for a good while. I 
seemed somehow to have lost my taste 
for walking. At the end of a week, how- 
ever, Perseus was regarding me so cyni- 
cally from my dressing-table that I had 
to do something, and so 1 started to 
wear him regularly. 

I w’^ore him regularly for twelve days, 
and he told me exactly how many miles 

I had done each day. I kept a record 
of it, and it was very interesting. I 
found, though, that mileage varied so 
much that I had to keep a I'emarks 
column as well. Here is my record 

Day. Mileage^' Bemarks. 

Tuesday . Normal. 

Wednesday Rain. 

Thursday . IpJ Dance at Duchess Rooms. 
Friday . . 19| Do. do. (with Charleston). 

Saturday . ^ Country walk. ■ ' 

Sunday . | Sunday. 

Monday . 25 Search foi; friend in War 

Office. 

Tuesday . 0 Forgot to wear him. 

Wednesday 37 Unaccountable. ' 

Thursday . • 42 High mileage discovered to be 
due to bad cold. Eyery time 

I sneeze or blow my nose I 
find Perseus makes over 200 
■ yards out of it. 

Friday . * . 67.J Cold worse. 

Saturday ' . 52 Spent day in bed, but cold 
still bad. 

This last entry shookme so much that 

I felt I could not cope with Perseus any 
longer. After ail, if one can lie in bed 
and yet do.fifty-two miles, the founda- 
tions of one's whole life are being struck 
at. So I have given Perseus away. 
.On the occasion of the next London- 
Brighton walk he is to be Consolation 
Prize for the last man in. A. A. 

Popular wAmu&ements in Scotland. 
“’Lochondis.the left wing of Portabello, and 
until its transplanted population can rise above 
the parish pump it will go on helping the 
Socialists to shout for the moon.” 

- < Scotch Paper, 

“Wanted, Gobbler, at once. — Fox,, 

Farm.” — AM. in East Anglian Paper,. 

The gobbler : “ Thank you, Mr. Fox, but 
in vain is the net spread in the sight of 
any bird.” 
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LITTLE TALKS, 

; The Lectube, 

“ Welii, Dad, whafe is ife, Mum said 
you wanted m^, I suppose I ’m in for 
another lecture,. — is that it? — you're 
lookinglike a lownotecmthe saxophone, 
darling, that*s a sere sign, well, out 
with it, Dad, aadhenaatey about it, do, 
I '11 sit on your knee, then you can give 
it me between the eyes, can't you, 
darling,, well, what’s the Great War 
about? Tommy's party, I suppose, I 
thought them might be words about 
that, but don't you turn on the Modern 
Girl, Dad, because I shall just dissolve 
into a swamp of girlish tears, and you 
know what a sight I am crying, don't 
you, that record's a dud, anyhow, 
the Modern Girl, my dear, it 's mildewed, 
the Modern Girl indeed, how dare 
you sit there and lecture me about 
the Modern Girl? I know one thing, 
if Mum hadn't been a Modern Girl 
you 'd never have married her, would 
you, old rip? There wasn't much 
Jane Austen about you two, I know 
you, you and your shrubberies and 
masks and things, I call it indecent, 
so don't say another word about that, 


will you, darling, because I couldn't 
boar it, what's all the agitato about 
this party, anyhow, I know I came 
home with ‘ now the rosy dawn 
appearing,' but what 's the matter 
with the dawn, ' darling, I always 
thou^t the dawn was absolutely It 
with an mtelkctual like you, Dad, the 
only two bits of poitry I know are 
all about the mouldy dawn, didn't you 
and Mum get up and see the dawn, Dad, 
well, we sib up and see it, that 's the 
only difference, but it 's the old story, 
if a man sees the dawn it 's poitry, and 
if a woman sees it it’s the Modern Girl, 
bub if you *d ever seen Ludgate Hill at 
dawn you 'd have stayed up yourself, 
darling — so that 's enough of that. 

“ As for the party, well of course we 
went to the Colts and Tillies, where 
else is there to go to, and how was I to 
know it would be raided, who in the 
world would think of raiding such a club, 
my dear, it 's like the British Museum, 
they simply talk of nothing but the 
Drama, and not so much as a cup of 
cocoa after eleven o'clock, well, then 
the raid began, and really' it was quite 
a relief, because my head was simply 
splitting with Ibsen and Shaw and all i 


those perfectly contagious people in 
Ozecko-Slo-what-is-it, of course half 
the policemen had been there for hours, 
behaving' too disgustingly, and if you 
call that English 1 don’t, I mean, 
crawling into a perfectly^ highbrow club 
in sheep's clothing and dickies and every- 
thing, and ordering vodka after hours, 
just goading people into sin, that 's all 
it is, and, if you ask me, they ought 
to be prosecuted, so don’t you stand 
up for them, darling, or I shall just cut 
you out of my life. 

‘‘And it's not true that Tommy 
knocked the Inspector down, all he 
did was to make a gesture of abso- 
lute loathing, and the man fell down — 
simply a gesture, darling, that was all, 
and I know what I'm talking about, 
because at the time I was blowing a 
squeaker at the beetle and saw every- 
thing— the beetle, dear, the detective, you 
know, yes, I just wanted to make that 
clear before you say any more, well, then 
the toads took our names and addresses, 
but you "don't suppose I gave them your 
address, really, darling, you don’t trust 
me at; all, I just said, ‘Megan Lloyd 
George, Wales,’ and after tbab I had 
the man crawling, po^iiiYAj genuflected, 
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so yoti needn’t worry about that, need 
you, darling, I mean, whmever I have 
the smallest trouble with the police I 
always tell everyone ‘ Father’s a judge 
of the High Court, and you keep 
his name out of the papers,’ so that was 
all right. 

Well, that was really all — only of 
course Toots was rather tiresome — 
Toots, darling, Toots Fortescue, because 
he would insist on being arrested, and 
it took the whole of Scotland Yard to 
prevent him, a great pity he wasn’t 
arrested, I thought, because he totally 
devastated the rest of the night, you 
see. After that we were so utterly 
saturated with everything that we sim- 
ply had to take an airing in Tommy’s 
bus, and of coarse Toots icould bring all 
the balloons and all the streamers and 
simply snowed them over Fleet Street 
at about sixty miles an hour, which was 
too much on a Sunday morning, as I told 
Tommy — wasn’t I right, darling? — so 
I daresay, if you were to go down Fleet 
Street, now, you’d find the Daily Tele- 
graph simply inundated with' ball<MDns 
and streamers, and Hermione sang 
* Brown Girl, I love you ’ all the way 
up Ludgate Hill, well, that sort of 
thing takes all the pleasure out of 
a party, don’t you think, Dad, though 
I must say St. Paul’s looks utterly 
captivating when there are no foul 
City men about, not that I got much 
pleasure out of the party, I shouldn’t 
have gone only I look a bad knock — 
yesterday — a knock, darling — ^perhaps 
you don’t know about that, no, I 
haven’t told anyone, well, Harry 
Freemantle has picked another doe — 
he’s clicked elsewhere, he’s connected, 

0 Lord, darling, he’s engaged, he’s 
plighted — now do you get me ? No, 
it’s all right. Dad, there’s nothing 
in it, my own fault, I expect, but still 

1 had sort of, well, expectations, so 
to speak, silly of me, I ’m not squeal- 
ing, but you do see, don’t you, how I 
simply liad to go out and detonate 
somewhere after that, if only to show 
I didn’t care two hoots, and, after all, 
it ’s much better than exploding in the 
home, isn’t it, darling ? 

So you see, darling, that *s why I got 
Tommy to throw a party, and there you 
are, Tommy ’s a lamb, don’t think 1 ’m 
blaming you, Dad, but perhaps, if you’d 
known that, you wouldn’t have dragged 
me up here andleclured me on a Sunday 
morning, I ’m late for church as it is, 
and I’ve nothing for the plate, have 
you a sixpence, darling, I never have 
a sou, and that reminds me — every- 
body agrees that my allowance is ab- 
solutely penmious, darling, I daresay 
you ’ve noticed I haven’t a fragment 
of anything to wear, and what I have 
got is centuries old, all my hats ought 


to be in a mausoleum, really, darling, I 
might be a spinster or married or some- 
thing, don’t think 1 mind for myself, 
Dad, I ’d just as soon go about like A 
Present from Surbiton, but it ’s you 
I ’m thinking of. I do hate not doing 
ou credit, see, darling, you being a 
udge and all that, and of course, if I 
hadn’t looked like the very first Ford, 
perhaps Harry Freemantle — no, never 
mind that, but, if you could manage the 
flimsiest little extra, say another fifty 

pounds, darling Well, that’s too 

flower-like of you, Dad, there’s a kiss 
for you, and perhaps a tiny cheque on 


account, do you think. Dad, you ’re an 
archangel, there’s another, well, now 
you’re not to say another word or 
I know I shall miss some simply ^ttZ- 
verising sermon, good-bye, darling, be 
good, oh, you’ll have the cheque 
ready, won’t you, because if it ’s at all 
possible we ’ve promised to bail Toots 
out some time to-day, 0 gosh, I for- 
got to tell you Toots was arrested after 
all, you ’re not shocked, are you, dar- 
ling, because deep down we’ve all 
got hearts of precious gold, and as 
for me, I ’m a perfect pansy of a girl 1 
Ta-ta!” , A.P.H 
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THE NEWEST VINTAGE; 

Ob, Good Wine Needs no Push. 
It has fallen to me to write the pre- 
liminary puff for ZifeuilUton, and I feel 
I cannot do better than to take a leaf 
out of Lord Beaveebeook’s sprightly 
little brochure which drew attention 
in advance to Miss Ethel M. Dell's 
serial in The Evening Standard, 

ili ^ s!: 

Beginning by a bold use of some of 
Lord Beaveebeook’s asterisks, I will 
proceed like him to make it quite clear 
(in case you didn't know) that a serial 
is actually a real novel published per- 
sistently in parts day after day, week 
after week, in a newspaper until in the 
end it comes to a finish. 

s!! i.'; 

The Editor of The Evening Burgee told 
me that he had given the largest price 
ever paid for a serial. The author is 
a consummate artist, Miss Gertrude 
Splurge, and the price is five thousand 
pounds. That is to say, if we regard 
the punctuation as free, this plriee works 
out at about a shilling a word. The 
point I am trying to make, of course, is 
not that Miss Splurge saw my editor 
coming, but that, when The Evening 
Burgee provides a treat fordts readers, 
it does so ‘^regardless.*’ . Besides, Miss 
Splurge will probably get double this 
amount from some American editor, for, 
I repeat, she is a consumnaate artist. 
Inone way and another her total receipt 
should be ten shillings a word, an in- 
teresting payment which overwhelms 
any delicacy about discussing a lady's 
income in public. 

Before commencing publicity opera- 
tion I read Miss Splurge's work per- 
sons^. It made an indelible impression 
upm and the steady flow of her 
gciiem sentences aroused indescribable 
emotions. I see no reason why she 
should hot he compared with Wilkie 
Collins, except that his word-value 
was the mere equivalent of the rate for 
inland telegrams. I think that every- 
body ought to read Miss Splurge’s novel 
in The Evening Burgee^ and I can truth- 
fully recommend it as a clean wholesome 
story which no modern girl need fear to 
place in the hands of her father. 

NO FLOWERS, BY REQUEST. 

Bu 

GEETRunn Splurge. 

Meggy Cusgmve^ at eighteen, realises that 
the future is uncertain, and that only by 
great circumspection can she go straight 
on. 

Sir James Cusgrave, her father, has won 
great renown in India in the Permanent- 
Way Department. But laurels are baubles 
to him. He works to forget, for he has 
an inward sorrow and his heart; is an 
aching void. 


Ned EattricTc at forty-five is as full of 
energy as when he was “ The Shield ’* in 
The Sure and Certain Shield. His face 
is now more like granite than ever, his 
hair has almost disappeared, his arm com- 
pletely so. 

Joel Mundliam — Joel the Ba ladin — used to 
help Meggy with her algebra in an earlier 
novel. 

An Ocean op Teoubles. 

The great ship was beginning to move. 
There was a throb of unseen power 
under Meggy's feet. They were casting 
ofi:‘ the last gangway. 


No Flowers, By Bequest, is prefaced 
by this dedication : 

I dedicate this booh as a token of my 
gratitude to those who are about to 
read it. 


There was a lightning- embrace from 
Ned. 

“You're off, darling,” he said— •“ you 're 
off now. Good-bye.” 

As the ship moved away the distance 
from the shore widened. The gulf be- 
came a sheet of water. The figures on 
the quay grew smaller to Meggy. 


Excluding translations, the sales of 
Miss Gertrude Splurge’s books in 
her original English versions amount to 
9,112,007 copies. 


At last, blinded by tears and feeling 
dizzy, Meggy drew back from the rail. 
Someone standing close to her touched 
her arm. It was Willie Douglas, the 
kindly Willie Douglas, who had been 
there all the time. 


MILESTGNBS TO PORTUNB. 

Gertrude Splurge, whose sales 
are m the region of 10,000,000 copies, 
published her first best-SeHer, The }Sure 
emd Certain S%ield, in 190S. Since 
then she has done it again every year, 
and her sensations could best be appre- 
ciated by anyone who hofi drawn the 
winning ticket in the Calcutta Sweep 
for several years in succession. 


“I see you have been waving them 
good-bye,” he said gaily. 

She took his protecting arm without 
a word. She liked the look of him and 
his round boyish face. 


OLD FAYOXJRITES. 

Pleasurable anticipation will be 
heightened by the knowledge that many 
of the characters in this absorbing story 
have brightened the pages of Gertrude 
Splurge’s earlier works. 

Meggy Ousgrave herself was the little 
girl with thedollin TheWkirligigofFate, 
She ran away from home in The Courage 
of Despair, was thrashed by her step- 
mother in Fetters, by her aunt in the 
sequel, The Perfect Gentle Knight, and 
dog-whipped by a nodding acquaintance 


in Evey'y Little Heljis. She is now 
eighteen in this new serial, and appears 
as a heroine for the first time. 

Joel Mundham, whose dumb and un- 
noticed passion burned in Pui{i^n^ 

Sacrifice, proposed too late in ’Twixt 
Cup and Lip, and was cut out by his 
brother Hilary in the next book but 
three, The Perfect Gentle Knight. But 
Meggy’A** Never mind, Joel the Pala- 
din,” in this last book may hint at 
luckier romance in store for him now. 

Alice Maynard hitherto has sat para- 
lysed in Miss Splurge’s books, “watch- 
ing life go by.” She is cured now, aiid 
immensely active in this, new serial. 

Ned HattriokjWith a face like granite, 
was “The Shield” in The Siire and 
Certain Shield. He has figured in the 
greatest of Miss Splurge’s triumphs, 
and appeared without a break in all her 
works from 1910-19 inclusive. He is 
the doyen of her characters, and his re- 
appearance will be acclaimed by her 
habitual readers as an augury that 
Miss Splurge is about to surpass her- 
self again. 


After a somewhat protracted search, 
Meggy and Willie came across Mrs. 
Willie on the promenade-deck. It was 
foreign to Meggy’s frank nature to dis- 
trust anyone, but she felt intuitively that 
Mrs. Willie did not like her. She would 
have liked the floor to open and swallow 
her up. Such escape, however, was out 
of the question. That being so, she tact- 
fully disguised her suspicions. 


This m ag'nipicent stort will appear 
IN Tee, Evening BvRCfEE, and go on 
appearing till it stops. • 


Note. — The Evenmg Burgee is not to 
be confused with Punch. — Ed. of the 
latter. 1-.- 


A SONG OF JOY. 

With smiles too ecstatic to number 
My radiant features are spread ; 

I hum as I wake from my slumber, 

I sing as I 'm going to bed ; 

To show how delightful my lot is 
I 'd jodel some jocund refrain 
Were 1 certain my frail epiglottis 
Would weather the strain. 

From the start of the day to the finish 
My jubilant pathway 1 take 
With a joy that no cold can diminish, 
No cosmic upheaval could shake ; 
And even on days when the damp posts 
A screen 'twixt the sun and the earth 
I swing on convenient lamp-posts 
To register ‘mirth. 

It isn't my fortune’s expansion 
(If anything that 's on the ebb), 

But I found a desirable mansion 
And moved in the middle of Feb., 
And I won by this fortunate flitting 
A boon that I hadn't foreseen : 

This springtide my Joan is omitting 
Her usual clean. 
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imagined himself getting into a train the cold calm of despair. “Caroline 
A LITTLE RUBBISH ON THE LINL finding Laura there, only of course and Lancelot were characters in the 

“In my new novel, called Dank in Yellow Fever Ludovic wasn’t called book that Laura was reading when 
ould ” began Antony, LudovicbutLancelofc, and Laura wasn’t Ludovic got into the train. The point 


Mould ” began Anton 3 ^ 

“ Must it be called that ? ” I in- called Laura, but Caroline.” to remember is that^ they were 

quired. “Why?” I said. exactly the same thing as Laun 

“In my rather strikingly named “Fool!” said Antony. “Lancelot Ludovic, Can^t you see howron 

new noYelt Dank Mould ” went on was the name Ludovic gave himself that is?” 

Antony. ; in the autobiographical novel he had I meditated for a while. 

“ Which I am sorry to say I haven’t written, and Caroline was the name he “ And did she ? ” I said at last, 

had time to read.” gave Laura.” ^ “ Did who ? ” 

*« ^which you will certainly read “ And what were they all doing at “Did Laura?” 

as soon as it is published, and be un- Beading Junction? ” I said.^ “ Do what ? ” 

able to set down until you have turned “Oh,doletmegoonl ’’hecried. “With “ Look up when what ’s-his- 

the final page, owing to the curious bated breath Ludovic watched Laura thing-um-abobbed/’ 


to remember is that they were doing 
exactly the same thing as Laura and 
Lancelot Ludovic. Can^t you see how romantic 


Did who ? ” 

Did Laura ? ” 

Do what ? ” 

Look up when what ’s-his-name 


fascination which it exercises over the comingto the very place in “Of course. And then it was like 

mind,” said Antony, “a very beautiful at which Caroline had looked up and Tristram and Iseult, you see. Both of 


incident occurs. The hero, Ludovic, 
writing autobiographically, encounters 


the heroine, Laura, after many years, I asked. 


in a train. They have become es- 1 “ Oh, a book, I suppose,” said Antony. I 

tranged, accusing each 

other of infidelity. ^ ^ - 

Ludovic meanwhilehas ^ 

written a novelin which ' 

story of his life and the ^ :l V; 

remorse,^ a^id ^^t ^is tMs 

Ludovic's book.^ Laura 

“ A Great Western Tearful Wife (to caim of disaster), “ You T-T-ronn me you b 
train,” he said impa- ^ b-b-boat.” 

tipntW ^ Husband, “Welu, so I do. Fob htsta^tce, this shak 

Bp or down ? 

“Down, if you want to know.” “■ Wait a minute, Antony,” 1 cried!. 

“Egress?” “That’s three books already. Let’s 

“ Yes.” try to straighten the thing out. The 

“First-class? ” down train is at Beading Junction, on 

“ Oh, yes.” the main line. All is ready for de- 

“ Where did he get in ? ” parture. The guard is about to blow 

“Beading Junction.” his whistle and wave his flag. Hurry- 

“I know!” I said, “He slipped a ing up the platform at the last moment 
poisoned petit-beurre into her vanity- come Ludovic, Lancelot and Caroline, 


seen Lancelot ” them were older, saddened by the years. 

“ What did Caroline look up from ? ” Their faces were blanched and hollow. 
I asked. Both of them had changed.” 

“ Oh, a book, I suppose,” said Antony. “ Where ? ” I said. 

: “ Changed in appear- 

ance, you puma; but 
yet their love had not 

yig' shook, YellowFever. 

{to caim of disaster), “You t-t-tqldme you knew all about “ What does that 
„ 1 ^ , matter? ” said Antony. 

tL keL” :» The point I want you 

! to see is ” 

“■Wait a minute, Antony,” 1 cried!. I “ Steady again,’* I cried. “IVe just 
“That’s three books already. Let’s thought of something else. Didn’t you 
try to straighten the thing out. The say that Caroline looked up from a 
down train is at Beading Junction, on book, just as Laura had done ? ” 


Tearful Wife (to cause of disaster), “You t-t-tqldme you knew all about 

A B-B-BOAT.” 

Husband, “Well, so I do. Fob instance, this shakp edge we "be 

SITTING ON is CALLED THE KEEL.” 


the main line. All is ready for de- 
parture. The guard is about to blow 
his whistle and wave his flag. Hurry- 


“Idid.” 

“What book?” 

“ Any old book.” 

“ What point did sire look up at ? ” 

“ Oh, I don’t know.” 

Of course somebody may have given 


bag,” with their little landing library ” Of course somebody may have given 

Antony sighed. “ No, no, you unspeakable owl I Only her a bat over the bead in getting down 

“Ludovic watched her pale beauty Ludovic comes hurrying along the plat- his golf-clubs,” I said thoughtfully, “ or 
as she sat turning the pages,” he con- form. Lancelot and Caroline were in the guard may have come in to ask for 
tinned, “and never looking up, so Ludovic’s novel.” tickets. But I ’m inclined to doubt it. 

engrossed was she in her book ” “ And not in a train at all ? ” I think v^hat happened was this. Just 

“Whose book? ” I sai<J. “ Yes, but quite a different train.” as Laura looked up to see Ludovic in 

“Her book*” “ What train ? ’* Dank Mmldj in the same way that 

I “ I thought you said it was Ludovic’s “ A Great Western train.” Caroline looked up to see Lancelot in 

book,” I said. “ Why do you say now “ At what station ? ” Yellow Fever, so the herdn© of the 

that it was Laura *s boo'k all the time ? ” “ Oh, Beading, Beading* But a differ- book Caroline was reading was really 

“Ludovic "wrote it, you imbecile, ent tiain, at a different time.” Caroline "under another name, it 

Yellow Fever it was called. Now in “ Then they couldn’t have met each was written by Lancelot calling him- 

Yelloto Fever almost exactly the same other,” I cried triumphantly. self something else. And preci^ly the 

situation was envisaged. Ludovic had “ My poor idiot,” said Antony with same situation had been envisaged in 


engrossed was she in her book ” 

I “Whose book? ” I sai<J. 

“Her book*” 

“ I thought you said it was Ludovic’s 
book,” I said. “ Why do you say now 
that it was Laura*s book all the time ? ” 


I -think "what happened was this. Just 
as Laura looked up to see Ludovic in 
'Dank Mould, in the same way that 
Caroline looked up to see Lanckot in 
Yellow Fever, so the herein© of the 
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that book, whatever its title was, as 
ia Yelloio Fever, The facb is, Antony, 
old boy, you've been cribbing.” 

Ho looked murderously at me. * 
What on earth do you mean ? ” he 
bellowed. 

“ You cribbed the plot of Dank Mould 
from Ludovic's book. Yellow Fever, and 
Ludovic cribbed the plot of Yelloio Fever 
from Lancelot's book.” 

**How could 1 crib anything from 
Yelloio Fever when I invented it ? ” he 
tensed. 

Ah, but you didn't invent Lancelot’s 
book. I invented that.” 


Antony took up a heavy putter that 
stood in the corner of the room. 

I shall expose you to the Society 
of Authors,” I said, getting to the other 
side of the table. “You go hanging 
round Reading Junction looking for 
seared souls with novels in their 
hands ” 

“ Will you shut up or not ? ” he hissed 
between clenched teeth. 

“ Tell me one thing more. Did dear 
Ludovic marry Laura in the end ? ” 

“He didn't. She wasted away almost 
immediately and, died.” 

“ Where ? In the train ? ” 


“ No, no. At home.” 

“Was there an inquest ? ” 

“No.” 

“And what happened to Caroline? 
Did she die too? ” 

“ I daresay.” 

“ Who killed her ? Lancelot ? ” 

“No.” 

“I believe he did,” I said. “And 
left the body in the cloak-room at Swin- 
don. You ought to get Yellow Fever 
out of the library and read it carefully 
again.” 

Antony threw the heavy putter on 
the floor and groaned aloud. Evob. 







THE SPOTTERS. 

It has long been recognised that one 
of the most amusing of the subsidiary 
pleasures of foreign travel is conjecturing 
the nauonality of the other people in 
hotels and restaurants — the people, I 
mean, who are too far away for their 
voices to be heard. But there is no 
need to lose your temper over it. 

It used, I may say, to be much easier 
to be right than it now is. There was 
a time*when Frenchmen, Americans, 
Germans and Italians were Frenchmen, 
Americans,- Germans and Italians. A 
Frenchman took short steps^ walked 
fast and wore his son’s bowler. An 
American had large round spectacles 
with horn rims and wore a boater with 
a dinner-jacket. A German wore a 
baggy coat, highly- magnifying glasses 
and smoked a drop pipe*’ An Italian 
. perched a black felt hat with a wide 
' brim on a cushion of curls. But now 
everything is changed, and you will be 
wise to guess American first time, partly 
because Americans now travel more 
than any other people and are to be 
found everywhere on the Continent, and 
5 p^tly because America is so largely a : 


nation of very recent foreigners. Why, 
there is no Italian left who is half so 
near the ancient type of that race as 
Oharlik OHAPLijE^ ; no German so Teu- 
tonic as the American upholders of 
Charlie’s great industry. 

Certain bearded Frenchmen of mature 
years are not likely ever to be influenced 
from abroad, but the internationalisation 
of sport and of male garments has com- 
pletely changed the youths of -^France, 
who now can supply tennis open cham- 
pions, who the other day beat England 
at Eugby and who are adding cricket to 
their repertory. Meanwhile the Prince- 
OE Wales and Prince George, we read, 
have by their example completely revo- 
lutionised the costume of young Spain. 
But clothes are not all. Clothes do 
not affect the face. The most critical 
and tragic moment for the confident 
nationality-spotter arrived when tor- 
< toise-shell and horn-rimmed spectacles 
: became generally fashionable. For quite 
a number of years he had been having 
I it all his own way.. Seeing these articles 
I on BQ matter what shaped nose and be- 
j neath no matter what form of hat, he 
i would say with confidence, That 's an 
American.” But to-day, when these j 


spectacles are every were, concealing the 
most tell-tale part of the countenance, 
there is trouble ahead. The whole game 
is fraught with peril, Even honey- 
mboners are in danger of quarrelling 
over it. 

“That man in the corner, darling, 
just lighting a cigar — what is he ? ” 

“ With the pretty girl ? ” 

“ Do you think her pretty ? Look at 
her mouth.” 

“ Well, sha’s not my style, of course, 
but I thought there was something 
rather attractive about her.” 

“ How odd men are! I shall never 
I understand them. But never mind. 

, What is he, any way ? ” 

“ I 've been wandering. Judging by 
ihis spectacles, American. But then 
his clothes aren’t American; they’re 
not skimped enough. He ’snot French; 
he never makes any gestures. He's 
too fair for a Spaniard. Very likely 
he’s a Scandinavian.” 

“ Oh, no, surely not.” 

“ Why not,,pray ? ” 

“ Why, his eyes are dark. They ’re 
;’as dark as yours, darling.” 

I “Indeed? You ’re very observant** I 
I hadn’t noticed them.” 
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“ How funny! Why,- 1 always look 
at men’s eyes first. Then their hands. 
He has good sensitive bamds. Talk 
about him some more; darling. Mightn’t 
he be a Eussian ? Eussians are every- 
where now.” 

“Of course he might, be^anything, 
except a decent Englishman. Some kind 
of Dago, anyway. Let ’s go into the 
lounge and try for The Times,” 

The man in question turned out to 
be a Cambridge don, but that is neither 
here nor there. 

In the general fusing of idiosyn- 
cracy the English are losing definition 
too. Once when abroad how sure we 
could be that our countrymen were about 
us I I remember a provincial legal 
luminary’s story of himself and lais 
party in one of the galleries at Ver- 
sailes. As they passed down the florid 
apartment they saw advancing upon 
them from the far end a party similar 
in number and also bent upon tearing 
the secret from the sumptuousness of 
the Sun-Eing. 

“ Look,” said my friend, “ here comes 
the British tripper with a vengeance, 
and his compatriots with him. I ask 
you — did you ever see such tweeds and 


such a cap?” (this was in the days 
when an Englishman always went to 
the Continent in a cap). “ Axry in Parry | 
if I ever saw one.” 

And behold the end of the room was 
all mirror, and it was himself and his 
friends that were reflected in it. - - - 

‘E.V. L. 

THE MAGIC OF MOZART 

[The fiftieth performance of Mozabt’s 
Gosi fan Tutte; or^ Tlie School for Lovers, 
was held at the Court Theatre on Edday, 
May 6th ] 

Hebe ’s to an opera’s fiftieth night ! 

Here ’s to its welcome longevity 1 
Here’s to the company merry and 
bright 

Linked in beneficent levity I 
Let the prig snort; here’s to the sport 
Burnished by Love and Mozabt at the 
Court!” 

Here’s to the ladies whose volatile 
ways 

(No one to-day carries on so ! ) 

I Tangled them up in the amorous maze 
! Woven by sly Don Alfonso ! 

Let the world wag, Love’s lucky bag 
Proves an excuse for a classical 
*'rag.” 


Here’s to Daponte, who, though his 
renown 

Mainly was built on audacity, 
Thanks to the Eeverend Mabmadukb 
Browne * “ 

Gains a Gilbertian vivacity ! 

Let the long run, gaily begun, 

End as it started in innocent fun. 

Here’s to the cast, who, enjoying their 
fling, 

Spread the infection of jollity. 
Lending each word the appropriate 
sting 

Needed to point its frivolity .! 

Let the rule stand, singers, though 
grand, 

Oug&, if they mumble their words, lo 
be banned. 

Here’s to the melody, purest of gold, 

Eich in enchanting disguises, 

More than a hundred-and-thirty years 
old, 

Fresh in its lovely surprises ! 

Jazz shall depart; Time with his 
dart 

Never shall puncture the fame of 
Mozart. 

* The author of the English version of 
! Daponte^s libretto used at the Court Theatre. 
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unriPM ll^/lo his paw and slapped out the slogan, and, how United Oil stands, shares way 

THE FORTY HOODLUiVIS. bless me, that cute lil door opened wide down, and I gotta nice block. Seehere, 
{An Ext7'act frovi the Middle West and in he marched. He gave the stock the scrip. I wanta scare them bears 
Classics.) a once-over and said, “ Waal, this has and I gotta idee. Likewise I got forty 

Wat down in Shiraz (Persh.) were Marshal Field whipped blocks ! Say, bapel oil down at the central deepo. I 
located the two Baba brothers, wearing what a range they carry ! Put it there, ship them forty barrel onto your siding, 
the first names of Cassim and Ali. Mister Chief Hoodlum, I gotta hand it lorry them back to Central and re-ship 
Cassim was a downtown business-man, fco you.” And! he packed up samples of to you. I reckon to work through that 
handling dry goods and a kinda general a few lines in hia grip and was proceed- programme twice a day, and I garntee 
store ; he was a mean crabbed little ing to beat it when bump he came onto them bears gets to know eighty barrel 
runt, shy at skinning his wad. But Ali the door. oil leaving Central daily under my tabs. 


and in he marched. He gave the stock the scrip. I wanta scare them bears 
a once-over and said, “ Waal, this has and I gotta idee. Likewise I got forty 


barrel oil down at the central deepo. 


was one he-man, believe me, some cock- 
tail-mixer and a regular guy ; only work 


didn’t suit him any. 

loaf around, doing nix. particular kind of cereal, so he tried It is," said Ali. 

One day Ali was. hoboing along a them all over, saying, “Open, Hominy ! ” “Fifty-fifty?” 
forest trail when he hit against a cavern “ Open, Sweet-eom ! " and that kinda “ You betcma life.” 
closed with a frame-door, a hoodoo door guff. Nothing doing. So he went on And before gloaming the stranger 
with nary a bolt or latch — no handle to “Open, Horse!” and “Open, Shape- opened up a barrel to show Ali the high 
either. Ali stood right there, tickling nuts ! ” and “ Open, Most Eoasties ! ” grade of oil be was_handling. 
his think-box over that Later on Morgey 

crazy door. Then he — — Anna, All’s hired girl, 

heard foot-noises of ji \ came up to Ali. “Say, 

quite a bunch. There a |; m boss, who's that cheap 

were plug-uglies in that i W' sport?” 

section, so he faded out j a ? \ 'J ^ '' Claims he 's Oil 

behind a hickory bush. | / ji| /'/Cv ill I * ^ King.” 

Soon the party swung * / i [L IB “Nix on that. He’s 

up, forty of them, all [i \ ^ a four-flusher.” 

toughs, sure thing, and 1 ^ C ) / (wP mV// “Ain’t he got forty 

each toting along a sack ^ I ViR barrel oil on my siding?" 

of boodle, except the Wlu I i “ Poor fish, you gulp 

chief, who hiked light. i ! /^||m M 1 Ibis say-so.” 

When the chief of the lAllii l\* ll Wadja mean ? ” 

hoodlums came to the |1 ft) YS /rill i ^‘Listen, boss. Tour * 

door he just raised ij f/Wl ill JL iO — siding carries one barrel 

a hand and . spieled, oil and thirty-nine 

bless me, that cute lil \/ “Gee!” 

in they marched, the ^ up that^il S ponr°it 

whole outfit, sacks and of distinguished hut orthodox Artist. “ What oer eabth are you in other barrels ? ” 

all. By-and-by out noma, Oyeil?” “ Yep, by heck ! ” 

they trailed empty- Distinguished hut orthodox Artist “ Well, ip I ’ve got to dine with the “ Mavbe it M! ornmn 
handed into the wings. Extbemb Leit ik Chelsea I don’t inibna to look too FEABruLLr Eight, ^ J. ^ 

m, j BO I ’m unkemping MY BEARD.” tuem nooamms Style. 

Iben Ah upped and L “Attaboy.” 

faced the door and raised hia mifet and and all the advertised breakfast foods So Morgey Anna pickled "the lot ac- 
said, “Open, Sesame!” and, bless me, he could recall. Not a punch in the cording to. skedule. 
that eute lil door opened wide and in lot. That door simply wasn’t listening. When the stranger called again 
he marched. It was a cavern, yessir. So right there he had to camp till the Morgey Anna said, “ Aw, step in, bo,” 
loaded to the flies with bullion and hoodlums came back and caught him and lead-piped him on the mat. Then 
pe^Is and cases of hootch. “ Waal,” and deaded him and hung up his dis- Ali separated the United scrip fW the 
said Ah, “there s something coining to sected corp outside, like our hicks does stranger’s pocket-book, and he wrote a 
me when I brmg a freight-car along.”, with wolverines. testimonial for United Oil, claiming 

^ he took some sampl^ of each brand In a while Ali came out with a truck that, besides gloom- and chill-chasing 
m his pocket and beat it. ^ and saw them bits of Cassim hanging it was the real Peruvian doughnuts for 

He WOTt through to Cassim s office around. “Say,” he let loose, “I hada concealed yeggmen. And, my, how them 
and put him wise. hunch Cassim was a real go-getter ; he shares rose! ^ 

“pep your trap shut,” said Cassim, sure went got this time. Hebetterkept Then All said, “ Say, Morgey Anna 
and go easy on that hootch sample, to peddling oranges and not go playing how about marrying my son ? ” 

just Where is this ware- Big Bupess.” « Put it there,’’ re|lied Morgey Anna, 

house? And Ah gave him the good So Ah shipped the whole consign- “He’s a poor simp%ut I gotto busi- 

at °®ss head.” E. P.W. 


le door. oil leaving Central daily under my tabs. 

He raised his fin and orated, “Open, ' Up slioofe United, the sky the limit. We 
— ” and then the bonehead mutt for^ lay back and clip coupons for the rest 


Ali would just got the word. He disremembered the ; of our lil lives. Is it a deal ? ” 
particular kind of cereal, so he tried “ It is,” said Ali. 


0 


t-A 


Af'^/ 






One day Ali was. hoboing along a them all over, saying, “Open^ Hominy ! ” 
forest trail when he hit against a cavern “Open, Sweet-eom!” and that kinda 
closed with a frame-door, a hoodoo door guff. Nothing doing. So he went on 
with nary a bolt or latch — no handle to “Open, Horse!” and “Open, Shape- 
either. Ali stood right there, tickling nuts ! ” and “ Open, Most Eoasties ! ” 
his think-box over that 
crazy door. Then he 

heard foot-noises of || \ i i 

quite a bunch. There I a | ; mr^ 

were plug-uglies in that I! i W 

section, so he faded out | ) ifS < \ 'J ^ 

behind a hickoiy bush. ! I fc ! 

Soon the party swung ^ f' ^ i i|l|l^l/ J ^ ^ 

each toting along a sack ^ K X\ ' 

of boodle, except the ')!j^^|y(l I &■-/{£ WW 

1 f®|ll f I 

hoodlums came to the I ife) TS /yI|| I ^ jL 

door he just raised |l |1 

a hand and . spieled, 11 \ Is I 

“ Open, Sesame 1 ” and, ,j 
bless me, that ^ cute lil 

whole outfit, sacks and Wip of distinguished hut orthodox Artist. What on i 
all. By-and-by out doing, Cyril?” 

they trailed empty- Distinguished hut orthodox Artist “ Well, ip I ’ve got tc 
handed into the wines Extreme Lept in Chelsea I don’t intend, to look too pe, 
Then Ali upped 1 so Tm unkemping my beard.” 

faced the dcM>r and raised hia mitt and | and all the advertised breakfast foods I 


Wife of distinguished hut orthodox Artist. “ What on earth are you 
DOING, Cyril?” 

Distinguished hut orthodox Artist “ Well, ip I ’ve got to dine with the 
Extreme Lept in Chelsea I don’t intend, to look too fearfully Bight, 
BO I ’m unkemping my beard.” 


just Where is this ware- Big Busmess.” « Put it there,’’ re|lied Morgey Anna, 

house? And Ah gave him the good So Ah shipped the whole consign- “He’s a poor simp%ut I gotto busi- 

Afi 0 .. AT °ess head.” E. P.W. 

Fifty-fifty? said All. ^ ,the stuff at cut rates to the Depart- 

“You beteha life,” said Cassim. ment Sales. Then he moved into a big j. « i. v . > 

So Cassim hit the trail for the cavern, house with a forro-eoncrete garage and of Winchester was 

oarryincr n crnn^ ciVo^q TT^ T«i t ana divided in two, and the new dioceses of Guild- 

ATi ^ ^ good si^d grip. He found a Colonial porch. ford and Portsmouth came into being.” 

All s pointers pretty accurate and soon Week or two later in came a stranger. Daily. Pamr. 

hft riAAlpid ITfl ri/M’ TTrx Ct T. -I J l i ‘tt 1 . 1 J". •. V.. 


he heeled up before the door. He lifted | “ Listen,” said the stranger ; “you know I Very sensational. Sounds like Exodus. 





.OE IN THE BALLROOM—:. 


OLO-PASHIONED PEOPLE MAY REGRET OR EVEiST THOSE OP A LOZEH 

THE MORE MAIDENLY FASHIONS OP YEARS AGO. 

TO-DAY—, 





THE STORY OF HO AND HI. 

Thebm comes on occasion a time of despair 
When something sinks into the brain 

By some means or other and, when it ’0? got there, 
Declines to he fished np again. 

To take an example, a short time ago 
A story attracted my eye 

Which had something to do with a Chinaman, Ho, 
And his friend and compatriot, Hi, ^ - 

It Qaijge, I could swear, in a paper (or hook) 

And seenred at the moment (no donbt) 

Deserving perhaps of a casual look, 

But nothing to bother about ; 

But somehow of late I ' ve been aching to know, 
Though goodness alone could say why,, 

Some accurate facts. in the matter of Ho, 

And reliable data on Hi, 

I have an idea — I can't he exact — 

They met with a tragical doom ; 

I think they were scragged, which of course, as a fact, 
Is what one might safely assume ; 

This opens a truth, if it really were so, 

On which one- at last could rely, 

That this would be highly distasteful to Ho, 

And gravely unwelcome to Hi. 

They may have been persons of lofty degree — 

Say, mandarins maybe or not ; 

Their time, I imagine, was something b.o., 

And that doesn’t^ tell us a lot ; 


While if in their lives they were pure as the snow 
Or fellows of rufiSanly dye 
Eemains an insoluble problem of Ho 
And a sleepless conundrum of Hi. 

My mental condition is all of a jig ; 

My gills are as yellow as theirs ; - 
I jump at a sound ; but I shake like a twig 
To think of what happened upstairs 
Last night, when I woko-to a. shuddety glow. 

Through which I was pained to descry 
An inscrutable visage that said, ** I am Ho,'' 

And another that breathed, ^^This is Hi." 

- Dum-Du]m. 

How to Advertise. 

“ May God give long life to Hakim Saheb so that the rich and the 
poor’ of such popular town like Bombay may constantly benefit by his 
extremely eificaoious medicines,”— Paper. 

There was a ‘maiden’ Police Court at Aberdeen yesterday — the 
first for over three years. The custom of presenting the Magistrate 
with a pair of white gloves to mark the occasion was discontinued in 
Aberdeen several years ago .” — Glasgotu Paper. 

Please note that this reference to economy in Aberdeen 
comes from a Scottish paper and not from Punch. 

From an obituary notice : — 

“Friends and relatives did all they could to effect a cure, but the 
impartial foot of death stepped into the little family, and snatched 
its head with a relentless hand .” — West African Paper. 

We suspect this to have emanated from the same brilliant 
writer who reported the death of his wife as follows: — 
‘‘Honoured Sir, the hand that rocked: the eradlohas kicked 
the bucket."" 
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MISS CANBERRA “COMES OUT.” 

[With Mr. Panoh’s compliments to Australia on the inauguration of her new Capital by the Duke and Duchess of Yobk.] 





Mat 11, 1927.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 521 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. 

Monday, May 2nd . — The House of 
Commons presented this afternoon what 
the reporters call a scene of animation, 
with the Labour Party supplying the 
animus. But to say that there were 
ugly scenes ” would be to exaggerate. 
The only Member whose feelings seemed 
thoroughlylaceratedwasMr.GniFFiTHS, 
who dashed from the House shouting, 
^‘You wasters! you blackguards! you 
rotters 1 you thieves 1 ” 

The keynote of the Socialist attitude 
was a sort of jocular ferocity, both 
jocularity and ferocity being a trifle 
forced. IJ nder the psychological stimu- 
lus of mass emotionalism even the 
genteel Lieut.- Commander Kenwortht 
became the gamin and shouted an 
offensive question at the Attornet- 
Geneeae. Sir Douglas Hog g congrat- 
ulated the honourable and gallant gen- 
tleman on his sally and a faint blush 
of contrition mantled to the nearly 
noble cheek. 

Considering the vehemence with 
which the Socialists had assailed the 
Bill outside the House the commence- 
ment of the Second Reading in the 
House passed off, as the Society 
editresses say, comparatively smoothly. 
It is true there passed off with it Mr. 
Jack Jones, but this has occurred before 
at the Speaker’s invitation. 

An uneventful Question time was oc- 
cupied almost entirely with foreign 
affairs. There were a number of Ques- 



ENTER THE LION OE SCOTLAND. 
Ms. John Bughan. 


• tions about China, one of which might 
well have precipitated a scene. Lieut.- 
Colonel HEAnLAM had explained that 
British war vessels in the Yangtze had 


received orders to retmm any fire directed 
against them by the Chinese. Is the 
Minister aware,” asked Mr. Looker, 
“ that the return of the fire has not had 



“PICKWICKIAN AMIABILITY.” 
Sir DougIiAs Hogo. 


the slightest effect ? ” A dozen stalwart 
champions of British gunnery sprang to 
their feet eager to deal with the Navy's 
traducer, but the Speaker hastily called 
the next question. 

Sir Douglas Hogg moved the Second 
Reading of the Trade Disputes Bill. 
Through a hurricane of provocative 
jabber hurled at him from the Socialist 
benches he remained a picture of bene- 
volent determination. Ploughing un- 
hurriedly and just a little stodgily 
through the matter in hand, he confined 
himself to explaining the Bill and 
attempted no dialectics or special plead- 
ing, About every third sentence or so 
Members opposite would commence to 
sputter like firecrackers, whereupon Sir 
Douglas, with an expression of Pick- 
wickian amiability, would wait until 
the row subsided and then continue. 

The diflSculttask was the Speaker's. 
He could not and apparently never will 
be able to explain to the Labour Mem- 
bers that they cannot on a point of 
order object to something in an oppo- 
nent's speech with which they disagree. 

Mr. Oltnes moved the rejection of 
the Bill in a speeoh that had very little 
sting in it, Mr. Harney was more 
vehement. Sir Henry Slesser made 
a legal speech, in which he more or less 
committed himself to the view that a 
general strike is not illegal and declared 
that the Bill ‘‘reduced the workman to 
a legal position of statutory servitude.” 

Captain Macmillan gave the Bill 
the blessing of the progressive Conserva- 


tives. Then Mr. Spencer, the Member 
for Broxtowe, but better known as the 
leader of the seceding Notts miners, 
spoke for the Bill. He delivered his 
attack from the far end of the Liberal 
benches, which was perhaps just as 
well, because when in the course of his 
speech he referred to “ his friends above 
the Gangway ” an indignant voice from 
that neighbourhood cried, “What 
friends? You have no friends here.” 
He was still speaking when the House 
adjourned. 

Tuesday, May 3rd . — Sublimely un- 
disturbed by that other 

“ . . . place where meteorF; shoot, clouds 
farm, 

Lightnings are loosened, 

Stars come and go,” 

the House of Lords bends its decorous 
energies to the devastating problem of 
superfluous rooks and rabbits. With 
a few kind words for the rook, but 
none for the little bunny that hops in 
the lane, the Rabbits and Rooks Bill 
was read a second time and referred to 
a Select Committee. 

Stylists aweary of painting the lily 
and gilding refined gold can now sub- 
stitute for these outworn metaphors 
that of colouring the equally refined 
kipper. It was Mr. Tom Johnston 
who wrung from the President of the 
Board of Trade the admission that 
his attention had been called to a ease 
where a box of dyed kippers had been 



A BIG HIT. 

Notts Professional Punishes the 
Bowling. 

Mr. G. a, Spencer. 

sold to a Colchester fishmonger for 
2s, 4c?. and retailed by him for 12s. 10c?. 
What denizen of the deep is so humble 
that it pays to palm it off as kipper 
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was not revealed, but the Minister 
admitted that the difference between 
penny plain and nearly sixpence coloured 
suggested something approaching fraud. 

Mr. John Buchan took his seat as 
Member for the Scottish Universities. 
His mien as he negotiated the thirty- 
nine steps between theBar and the Table 
lacked something of the heroic cast that 
might be looked for in the father of so 
many heroes and adventurers. 

The event of the day’s continued de- 
bate on the Trade Disputes Bill was the 
speech of Mr, Spencer, commenced on 
the previous evening and resumed this 
afternoon. It was one of the most im- 
pressive speeches that has been heard 
in the House for many a year. With 
much eloquence and deep sincerity 
Mr. Spencer marshalled the facts .of 
his own case in support of the Bill and 
urged the necessity of strengthening 
trade unionism by entirely dissociating 
it from politics. He warned the Liberal 
Party that they would not win a single 
vote by betraying their fundamental 
principle of individual liberty, 

‘‘Uncle” Arthur Henderson said 
the purpose of the Bill was to “punish ” 
the trade unions. Under it a compli- 
cated organisation like the Transport 
Workers Union would never be able 
to know whether it was acting legally 
or not. Sir L. Worthington Evans 
then took up the defence of the Bill 
for the Government, meeting with 
a good deal of interruption. Sir Bobert 
Horne got a better hearing. He in- 
sisted that the illegality of a general 
strike should be made clear, if for no 
other reason, on the Shakespearean 
principle that often 

"... the sight of means to do ill 
deeds 

Makes ill deeds done,’* 

Mr, Eose, the Labour Mem- 
ber for Aberdeen, N., opposed 
the Bill as “utterly uncon- 
structive and useless,” but also 
found the attitude of his own 
party “based on crude denun- 
ciation and nothing else.” The 
object of the Bill was partisan 
and political, but it was absurd 
to say that it would push the 
trade unions into the arms of 
Communism. This was the 
best speech against the Bill to 
date. 

Wednesday, May 4th, — Keep- 
ing Lord Parmoor informed 
about the League of Nations is 
one of Lord Balfour’s best ac- 
complishments. There is a sort 
of ritual about the thing. Lord 
' Parmoor moves for papers, asks 
a few questions and offers a few 
crifcicisms. Lord Balfour an- 
swers the questions and wipes 


- ^ 




the floor with the criticisms. Lord not cope with such a state of things as 
Parmoor then thanks the noble Lord, prevailed in China, he insisted that, j 
expresses himself completely satis- in dealing with vast and unorganised | 
fled and withdraws his motion for populations with no governments, we 
papers. To-day, Lord Balfour found had yet to discover a bet ter method than 
the task of obliterating Lord Parmoor “ the old and barbarous method of 
so easy that he was positively flippant, using one’s force to defend oneself ^ 

against wrong.” . i 

In the Commons Mr. Pethick-Law- 
/ RENCE asked the Prime Minister if he 

r would make arrangements to enable 

^ -^1^ Members to witness the total eclipse 

sun on June 29th. The Prime 
/ Jjljljw Minister said, that the question of the 

relative importance of matters celestial 
‘ ^ and terrestrial must be settled through 

^he usual channels, ' 

third instalment of the Trade 
Disputes Bill debate was also the best, 
m presumably on .the sound theatrical 

principle thaij you must always have 
Ai/iiK 1 ^ strong Third Act. Sir John Simon 

<3elivered the speech of the evening. 

Prime Minister in 

III Wkf I pi-'oof of t h e contention that to be guided 

expediency was not necessarily to 
/ ?' 7 'i II from a low motive. He did not, how- 

* IIIKIIiDmL Q'ver, attack the Bill on the ground of 

' expediency, .but. argued .that, while 

' the responsibility of introducing it was 

the Government’s,' the .task of the 
Sir Jojs 27 Simon, “Undoubtedly my ope- House should be to shape dt so that it 
J cl lays down the law clearly on the 

^ ’ four main points it is intended to cover. 

Eeferring to the Economic Conference, The Prime Minister devoted himself 
he confided to their scandalized Lord- mainly to explaining the circumstances 
ships that he did not know which he which had made it necessary to bring 
disliked most, being called a Free-trader in the Bill. A reference to certain trade 
or being called a Protectionist. He unions being controlled by members 






ifi, 

Sir JojsN Simon. “ Undoubtedly my opp- 

SPBINO, BUT NOT QUITE SO LIKE HIS PATHBB 
AS I COULD WISH.*’ 

Eeferring to the Economic Conference, 


regarded both as terms of abuse. 


of the Minority Movement stung the 


testing that the League of Nations could 1 Labour back beaches to another exhi- 

bition of heroic frenzy, in the 
course of which Mr. Beckett 
was suspended. As he was un- 
derstood to have previously 
expressed the view that a sus- 
pension a day was the best way 
keeping a Second Beading 
^ away, his disappearance was 
philosophically by his 
Front Bench, whom, en^assant, 
vM be was heard to apostrophise 

l\\^ (dj/ collectively as “traitors.” 

T Mr. Tom Shaw assailed the 
sturdy ferocity, confin- 
ing himself chiefly to arguments 
supporting his contention that 
it had “ been deliberately cooked 
^ to find work for lawyers.” (The 

^c ni uamV * obvious answer was that it had 

jj ^ been lawyered to find unem- 

ployment for Cook.) He asked 
K 1 if, in the case of the mineowners 

111 making “ savage reductions ” in 

I |[||[k wages, it would be illegal for the 

1 ^ * railway- men to refuse to carry 

THE BETUEH OP THE MIO-RANT blackleg coal, and dramatically 

(Hieundo Londiniensis.) * though to waiD 

for an answer. There was no 


THE BETUEH OP THE MIOBANT 
(Hieundo Londiniensis.) 
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THE MEETING OF EXTREMES. 


“ That htxlh man wearing an aspidistra at the next table seems to be popular, but he looks rather ordinary.*’ 
“Don’t you know who he is? He’s the very latest success. He’s the founder of the Hahds-off-the-Albert 
Memorial League.” 


answer forthcoming, but the spectacle 
of a Labour Member superfluously re- 
suming his seat was impressive.* 

Thursday, May 5th, — The Prime 
MiNiSTiJR did not see bis way to accede 
to Mr. Clynes’s request that a further 
day, Monday, should be given to de- 
bating the Second Eeading.of the Trade 
disputes BilL The, wisdom of his de- 
cision was proved by subsequent events. 
The “pep’' had by this time gone out 
of the debate. Mr. Snowden set about 
the task, none too congenial, of locking 
horns with Sir John Simon. His long 
speech was quite the best mad© against 
the Bill, and the ,neYt best was that of 
Mr. Lloyd George, who addressed 
himself solely but with great effect to 
the question of the expediency of the 
Bill and the results it would, in his 
opinion, be likely, to have. Mr. J. H. 
Thomas fired the last big gunfor Labour, 
and Sir Thomas Inskip for the Bill. 
As the division drew neai; there w^as 
something of an anti- climax, at least as 
far as noise was concerned, and just 
before 11 o’clock the , Closure was 
moved.. The Second Beading of the 
Bill was thereupon carried by 215 votes. 

“ Commercial Traveller and wife (q.uiet) re- 
quire Unfurnished Mat .” — Local Paget', 

But .when she read the above advertise- 
ment did she stay quiet ? 


WIRELESS V. THE PRESS. 

I had a wireless-set installed 
To keep me up to date, 

And for a fortnight sat enthralled 
From four o’clock till late ; 

It sang me songs, it told me news 
Of every latest craze ; 

It gave me very highbrow views 
On operas and plays ; 

It had a very varied store 
Of knowledge to impart, 

It told rhe Hobbs’s latest score, 

It lectured me on Art ; 

It gave me facts about the stars 
And literary-tips, 

It told me full particulars 
About the next, eclipse ; 

And, when the General Strike broke 
out, 

It took the greatest pains 
To tell me everything about 
Arrangements for the trains. 

One day an expert came to stay, 

A learned midshipmite, 

Who viewed my wireless with dismay 
And said he ’d put it right j 
It seemed he ’d only got to move 
Some little handle round 
And it would instantly improve 
The volume of the sound. 

He moved the handle, but, alack I 
It made so loud a boom 


That as he could not turn it back 
We had tp leave the room. 

When he’d improved the wretched 
thing 

For something like a week. 

It wouldn’^t play or talk or sing, 

But only howl and shriek. 

The expert left us yesterday ; 

With infinite delight 
I had the wireless put away 
Securely out of sight ; 

And after I had dinedT spread. 

My daily paper wide 
And snugly till I went to bed 
Buried myself inside. 

I skipped the many notes and views 
On things which left me cold 
And concentrated on the news 
I wanted to be told. 

Though wireless is a wondrous art. 
The paper has my vote ; 

I like my news served d la carts 
Bather than tabU d'hdte, G. B. 


“ On Jan. 25, 1759, in a humble clay cottage 
on the hanks of Bonnie Doon, Scotland, a 
happy mother cradled in her heart and arms a 
little piece of immorality — a tiny baby destined 
to become one of the greatest of all poets. 
And ‘ they ca’d him Eobin.’ ” 

American Pajger^ 

This of course is ih© doctrine of ‘‘ori- 
ginal sin^” Ourselves w© incline to the 
“ trailing clouds of glory ” idea. 







PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVABL 


[May 11, 1927. 


The sombre gloom ; the stray “crump ” nothing sufficient to pay for the suffer- 
AT THE PLAY. ^ith its toll of dead; the alert fore- ing and for the lies and hates manu- 

“The White Chateau” (St. Martin’s), boding company-commander; there- factured by men with tongue and pen 
Messrs. Eeandean have done us a peated instructions, man by man, to the safe behind the lines, 
signal service in transferring Captain platoon; the tense waiting, second by The scene between v^n M-lthe and 
Eeginaed Berkeley’s White Chateau counted second, for the zero hour and B-tlmi-nn H-lho-g did not impress me. 
from the intellectual village of Uamp- the crack of doom ; barrage and counter The latter had unlikely things to say, 
stead to thoughtless Central London, barrage ; the grim scramble over the and, touching the Staff Office routine, 
No former man-at-arms or stay-at- top; the falling figures — I don’t think I "Nvas interested to hear the comment 
Lome, and no woman old or young any one of the audience so much as drew of a youngish soldier near me : Old 
can fail to be deeply moved by this a breath for those last twenty seconds. Bungo didn’t do it a bit like that I ” 
sincerely felt, fair-minded, emotional As an emotional thrill, unspoilt by any But on balance here is a live pamphlet 
but unhysterical presentation of a touch of false heroics,! don’t think any- with the most genuinely exciting and 
tragic theme which it is not well for us thing has been better done on the stage moving paragraphs, 
to forget. And we do forget, less than or could be better done. Of a long cast honourable mention 

we appear to, no doubt, but much more Thereafteris essentially and inevitably must be made of Mr. Henry Oscar’s 
— ^ ^ — j declaiming admirably 


-than is fitting if we are -not to 
see the bad business play itself 
again to an even worse end in (/ 
the lifetimes of our children. 

The author arranges his six 
scenes about this ^ 

an historic house in Flanders, vj 

rebuilt again and again after ^ 

the successive wars of the cen- 
turies. All is peace. An Arch- 
duke has been murdered. But 
what of it? The Balkans are 
like that. And the pleasantly 
pompous old aristocrat, Van 
Eysen, pooh-poohs the rumours 
of war between the great nations 
which the scaremongers of the 
Press are busy reporting. The — 
words are scarcely out of his 
mouth when an advance patrol 
of the invaders rides ipito his ^ 
park; the house is comman- 
deered, and the son of the house, 
who has killed a trooper in de- 
fending his sister against insult, 
is condemned by court-martial 
and shot. 

In thesecond scene the Chateau ^ 

\ is the headquarters of the enemy ^ 
commander, who, on the news 
of the great check to the furious ' 
advance of his armies, dictates 
hisnewdispositions and explains 

the doctrine of war to a Chancel- 

lor babbling about the political neces 


^ the author’s not very poetical 
(but soundly arguedl) verses; of 

^ ■" billeting officer and the same 

- player’s company -commander; 

' /'/ ' < of Mr. Ivor Barnard’s cheerily 

^ ghoulish private; of Mr. H. E. 

Charles van Eyse7i\ 
" of Mr. Douglas Jefferies’ C up- 

Wade’s German Deputy -Chief 

- vert’s Sergeant-Major ; of Miss 

Norah Eobinson’s Diane — an 
all too perfunctory tribute, I am 
— very conscious, to much ex- 

for work in this field, has' skil- 

fully used the developments in 

^ material and engineering 

methods of construction to pro- 

—IT : ^ well - planned, roomy, 

. 7 , . \.xTr comfortable, well- ventilated, 

Ihtpiurecked Mar%ner. “Wot is it, Bill. A sail?” 

Ditto. MOSQUITO.” tactfully decorated house of en- 

tertamment. I understand that it 

anti-climax. Beene Y. : a young officer I was originally destined for a film-palace; 






First Shipwrec7€ed Mariner, “ Wot is it, Bill. 
Second Ditto. “No — blinkin’ mosquito.” 


A SAIL ? ” 


sity of a great and successful battle with in hospital on the site of the White but the excellent planning of the seat- 
light casualties. Chfbteau; a nurse who is no other than ing to give uninteiTupted view of the 

In the third scene the Cbtoau is half the daughter of the house, Diane van stage seems to suggest that the archi- 
in ruins, the British first line within Eysen ; the engagement of these two. teeb had in mind the possibility of its 
machine-gun range of it; the regi- Their rebuilding (Scene VI.) of the use for this ancient three-dimensioned 
mental humourist helps to pass the Oh^feeau, and the dream of Diane, in art. 

waiting hours ; a comfortable colonel which a spirit in workman’s blouse says Mr. Gilbert Miller and his associ- 
grants special leave to a charming sub- the things Captain Berkeley wants to ates are to be congratulated not only on 
altern, who, peeping over the parapet say about war. their courage and enterprise but on the 

to locate a machine-gun nest, takes a But all had been said, and well said, discretion with which they have chosen 
sniper’s bullet through the brain. The in the first four scenes. Yet there are precisely the right type of show for the 
heavies demolish before our eyes the few (the author may wish to remind us) new house. Lady Duels is a quite 
remaining walls of the Ch§.teau, leaving happy as well as unhappy endings even brilliant aff'air, if judged by the canon 
but a single gaunt arch standing; and to war. And there are fine qualities, of fitness for environment. As musical 
(Scene IV.) the same trench is ordered, he is fair-minded enough to say, born comedies go, it is outstanding for a 
just before dawn, for the attack. This of its agony; high comradeship, the quite intelligible and plausible plot, for 
scene was thec/z.^^*a3W'y?*i2 of an admira- levelling of classes, incredible courage, balance of design and for genuine hu- 
ble production by Mr, Eaymond Massey, self-forgetfulness and self-control; but mour ; and it is quite adequate from the 
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musical point of view. But the chief There was also a team of a picked ten training to a fine point could have made 
triumph is that it is pre-eminently a of the Tiller Girls— all adequate but possible. (Incidentally I am thereby 
dancinff co'medv* f.ViAPiA fAn 


4. - ^ j — u4_Lo — culi uuu jjuasiuio. i^JLuuiucjunjaiiy ± am uneieoy 

dancing comedy, these ten outstanding — who danced straightway converted to the flappers"' 

The attractive “souvenir” presented vote.) 

by the management claims wonderful May I beg Mr. Gilbert Miller 

acoustic properties for the building. I who will grow rich out of this adven- 

do not think this claim can be entirely f jjgg ture, to devote his weU-gotten gains to 

substantiated. Mr. Leslie Henson, it / ^ establishing this house as a home of 

IS true, not only presents a supremely dancing comedy, as an arena 

comic and admirably contrived exterior ^^®se graceful athletes, our 

but has a precision of enunciation / % jo^ng countrywomen, may develop the 

which carries every jest of his-and / / |/// / J \ talent which, on hints given by Eussians 

the mostof them were more than ordi- / A\ \l i \ Scandinavians. Americans and other 

narily diverting-to every corner of the / V/ persons of foreign birth, they have so 

immense house. ]^t Mr. Laddie Cliff % W/ % I notably developed. One has only to 

and Mr. Cyril Eitchard and Miss | / ^/ | think of a chorus at the Empire twenty 

1 HTLLis Monkm^ are not so easy to 1% I . years ago and less to realise what has 

hear; though Mr. :^TCHARD dances with been accomplished. Queer too, yet not 

such an admirable grace, Mr. Laddui /- WJJ go reflection, how the trained 

Cliff with so grotesque a gaiety and / | skill, the health, the spirit, the candour 

resoureoMness (he is also an exceUent \W M of these modern sylphs alters the whole 

mime), Miss Phyllis Monkman with / \\| J tone of this chorus business. No sen- 

such technical skiU and spirit, that the \\1 M sible Bishop should miss this show 

eyeisconsoledforwhattheear may miss. I m And no “mean sensual man.” An 

I^propose to return to this important entirely satisfactory and heartening 

business of dancing. Let me meanwhile affair. T ^ 

indicate the light-hearted theme of . - — 

to take place at Bresby 

Wyndham Blengh (Mr. Henson), Bift House Entland fiai-e H W «« 'VV.-.-.J 

in New York. Enter a large Mormon 'f^VndUam Blmigh . . Mr. Leslie Henson, ^he Priends^of thrSor?^TiSrSs 
from Salt Lake City with (naturaUy) with a precision and spirit beyond , (£2 2s.) can be obtained from the Hon. 
chorus of lesser Mormons to announce a praise, and a technical accomplishment Sec., 42, Ebury Street. ’ S. W 1 Bunds 
7 w»r^C^ Tt™’^^°t t^k^*^^ Wyitd.- which only clever coacWng and physical beingTirgently-needed; it is hoped that 

the six widows of the deceased 

uncle. Charming midmette S a cTn ^ 

(MissMonekan), stranded and - 

oE£x&diBtzxiQ 2 uxthjeniremene%ir Z 

and billed to pla/ in Salt Lake ^ 

City; reluctance of Wyndham ^SSShlk The Bitter Cry of the 

to carry out terms of will ; pref- m Music-hall Artist. 

erence for midineite ; resolve of / \ ^ \ \ ^ (^b|L Broadcasting circles the 

the two partners that their I . 7 k microj)ho 7 ieisnowfa 77 iiUarhj 

-friend shall do the right thing I \\ \\\ \ knoion as ^Hhe Mike”) 

Sja;‘°.S‘th*frigridn^li V^A\ WJ L-SJ^'^Iolkwhop^Uth. 

brain can make a tolerable shot \ ^ WWirW^^^^I those who tramp and 

at the rest, which does not any- ¥ 7/7 trudge and “ hike ” 

way much matter. What does Denounce the motor if they 

matteristhe charm, pace, gaiety u ^ 

and wholesoineness of it ail. / M PIKSii/ 1 // ||n Let rivers burst each dam and 

And to return to dancing. I || Wmlm | ji 1 ' II dyke 

Sf/ w ® / I mllllm- And let We be a general 

wore but the hors . d miivres. I | Wjm || I /ft strike ^ 

• There were the six widows [ | Mm | Ij ( Iwf "'fl I care not if I can but spike 

•^iss Jose Melville, Miss LI Hi | |jl V \ \ V The guns of this infernal 

Kathleen Amami, Miss Vera WlUl \ 1 \ 1 ” Mike ” 

Bryer, Miss Peggy Beaty, — \ J \ j - 

Miss Beryl Harrison and \rm^ Jm \(^ \ I -kt fr n • ^ 4 . m 

Miss Madge Elliott), who 1 {mm \ 1 \ rp,„, Jf-Z. Cricket Team. 

all danced most charmingly, \ > /EitM /111 ^ laud of 

in particular Miss JfADGB f ^ JmL Ti, *^0 Maori, 

Elliott, a beautiful, exquis- These cricketers captained by 

itely-made, long-limbed athlete ihneinetr. tt i. 

' EMcSD'^^d^an'^id' Se hIJS LIKELY EECEUIT FOR SALT LAKE CITY. With the'^bat ^nd tS Lu. 

iutoanecstasyof appreciation. “ 


(4-fneirierr. 

A LIKELY EECEUIT FOE SALT LAKE CITY. 
Esra Pettyjohn {a Mormon Elder) Mr. John Kirby. 

Jane Juste . Miss Phyllis Monkman 


those who are unable to take 
tickets will be kind enough to 
send a contribution. 

FOR THE HATE OF ‘'MIKE.” 

The Bitter Cry of the 
Music-hall Artist. 

[In Broadcasting circles the 
microphone is 7 iow familiarly 
knoion as “ the Mike”) 

Let vulgar folk who push the 
bike, 

With those who tramp and 
trudge and “ hike,” 
Denounce the motor if they 
like; 

Let rivers burst each dam and 
dyke. 

And let there be a general 
strike — 

I care not if I can but; spike 
The gUDS of this infernal 
“ Mike.” 

The H.Z. Cricket Team. 
They come from the land of 
the Maori, 

These cricketers captained by 
Laori ; 

Here "s luck to them all 
With the bat and the ball, 
Be the summertime sultry or 
shaori. 
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A JUNGLE EPISODE. | 

The account \vhich recently appeared 
in the daily Press of a whale that jumped 
over the moon is a cool yarn of the sea, 
and by way of contrast it should not 
be forgotten that strange things happen 
at the other extreme — in the heart of 
the baking jungle. While that yarnmay 
be doubted, mine cannot, for it contains 
an unmistakable description of the exact 
spot, whifch will be recognised by those 
who know; 

Try to imagine a really shimmering 
heat, with the thermometer boiling 
steadily in a bucket of ice brought two 
hundred miles from the coast to a soli- 
tary tent in the heart of the Bhlinkin 
jungle. Inside the tent sat McGranifce 
of Aberdeen. 

Suddenly nothing happened, but im- 
mediately afterwards a native rushed 
into the tent shouting “ Tiger I Tiger 1 
In’ his excitement he fell over the ice- 
bucket and the thermometer smashed 
on the hard mud floor. The heat, being 
thus released from all restraint, rose 
from Fahrenheit to Centigrade and then 
jammed hopelessly. 

At that moment the tiger bounded 
into the tent, seized the native by -the 


cummerbund and disappeared with him 
into the jungle. 

“Hoots! toots! This winna do at 
a* the nicht the morn ava,’^ cried 
McGranite, and, pausing only to snatch 
up a machete, he started off after the 
tiger. • For hours he hacked his way 
through the jungle until he reached the 
brute's lair. Let me describe the spot 
as promised, for it was a wonderful one. 
Everywhere was an incredible wealth 
of tropical blossom. Here wrere poison- 
ous orchids with antidotes of castor-oil 
plant growing up their stems, and over 
there, '"a little to the left, were, bright 
outcrops of spotted meesel, gophered 
among thejhab-jhab or spear-grass all in 
the latest shades, while angry voodoos 
haunted the intervening chasms, cactus- 
clotted, fungus-fluted, yet daintily fes- 
tooned with long loving tendrils of 
nettle. Swamps, dotted with brilliant 
bilgeweed, sparkled deliriously amid the 
kaleidoscopic panorama. It was a 
rotten show. 

A blood-curdling growl sent the 
timid gorillas headlong into their warm 
cocoons. McGranite regretted bitterly 
that some time previously, in stepping 
over a fritter of newly-fangled vipers, 
he had 'dropped the machete into a 


pool that looked as if something had 
interfered permanently with its good- 
nature. He had thus nothing left but 
a large monkey-wrench which he habit- 
ually carried in his hip-pocket. Seiz- 
ing it in his huge right hand he ad- 
vanced without security for once. 

5[: si: Sp 

A few weeks later McGranite was^ 
back at the coast, accompanied by the 
native “boy,** who followed him with 
such dog -like devotion that, when 
McGranite met his employer, the latter 
inquired the reason for the native’s 
attachment, which McGranite was 
obliged to explain modestly. 

“And how did you dispose of the 
tiger with only your monkey-wi'ench ? ” 
inquired his ahief. 

“Aweel,” answered McGranite, “yon 's 
a graund wrench. * I jmt screwed off the 
tiger's miV* Then he added, “But 
mind ye this, I 'm a marine engineer, 
not a jungle-tracker, an’, if ye canna 
keep to the kind o’ story I 'm used to, 
ye must put up wi’ queer happenings.” 


The gathering thea broke into songs of a 
patriotic nature, ‘ Rude Britannia being 
given full voice..” — O'l^ersecLS 
It sounds rather red. 
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METROPOLITAN LIVES. 

I. — Elizabeth Smith. 
Elizabeth Smith 

Was brought up with 

Such delicate care 

And is grown so fair 

That the world is put 

Underneath her foot, 

And she writes her name 

Without any shame 

At the bottom of puffs 

Of toilet stuffs, 

Which is always a lucrative 
game. 

II. — Abimelech Bann. 
Abimeleeh Bann 

Is a Labour man 

With a swivel eye 

Who shouts, “ You lie /’* 

And without any doubt 

He would get thrown out 

Of Parliament 

On account of this hint 

If the Speaker knew 

Whom he said it to. 

But he doesn't, because of the 
squint. 

III. — Sennacherib Oooe. 
Sennacherib Cook 

Has written a book 

Which is worse by far 

Than most books are, 

Being fairly ripe 

In the way of tripe 

And extremely warm ; 

If he keeps this form 

And cuts the drink 

His publishers think 
- He will take the Town by storm. 

IV. — Ahitophel Pops. 
Abitophel Pops 

Owns all the shops 

For a hundred miles 

Containing styles 

In gentleman’s wear : 

He has marvellous fiai}\ 

So the Town is dressed 

From east to west 

In a thousand grades 

Of distinctive shades. 

All stamped with Ahitophel’s 
crest. 

V. — Melpomene Carr, 
Melpomene Carr 

Is a movie star 

On account of her face. 

Which is often the case. 

They say she can act, 

Which is not a fact. 

But it worries me less 

Than her soulfulness 

And her hints on meals 

Which she writes in reels 

For the Morning and Evening 
Press. 

VI— Abraham Coaese. 

Abraham Coarse 

Possesses a horse 

Of elegant breed 

And enormous speed 

Which is easily held ; 

But it once rebelled, 

Having quite forgot 

That the odds were hot, 

And managed to snitch 

The Cesare witch, 

So that Abraham lost a lot. 

VII. — Methuselah Binn. 

Methuselah Binn 

Kept cutting in 

On the Great North Eoad ; 

He was quite a toad. 

I can call to mind 

How he came behind 

And the speed that he went 

Before the event, 

But I did not see 

How he hit the tree 
(He is buried at Catford, Kent). 

VIII. — Eosemary Bowers. 

Eosemary Bowers 

Likes birds and flowers 

And guns and dogs 

And walking through bogs ; 

She is simply sweet 

From her head to her feet ,* 

She feels no itch 

For the stage or sicli, 

Nor the carryings-on " 

Of our Babylon — 

But Eosemary Bqwers is rich. 

Evoe. 

THE NEW POODLE. 

{By our Kennel Expert.) 

The introduction of the Keeshonds 
or Dutch Barge dogs at the Ladies' 
Kennel Association at Olympia last 
week reminds us that other novel and 
interesting canine varieties are likely to 
imperil the popularity of the Alsatian 
and Pekingese. 

I met the famous explorer, Mrs. 
Mariquita Grump, at dinner a few 
nights ago, on her return from a pro- 
tracted sojourn in the interior of New 
Guinea. Mrs. Crump, who is a very 
beautiful woman and connected, through 
her husband, with the famous Peruvian 
millionaire who cornered the sago mar- 
ket in 1891 and was subsequently killed 
in a duel with a Bolivian filibuster, 
adopts the Papuan coiffure and cuisine, 
both extremely seductive and salubrious. 
But what chiefly interested me during 
dinner was the appearance and behavi- 
our of the dog she had brought back 
with her from the Solomon Islands, a 
perfect specimen of the Pin-eyed Poly- 
nesian poodle, probably the most re- 
markable quadruped at present existing 

on this planet. The cantilever forma- 
tion of its hind-legs arrests attention at 
once ; but its physical peculiarities do 
not end here, its eyes, with the stigma 
of the corolla occupying the mouth of 
the Eustachian tube, give the animal an 
utterly unprecedented expression. The 
muzzle is bulbiform, the tongue of a 
bright saffron colour, and the skull has 
been pronounced by Sir Arthur Keith 
to present the strangest synthesis of 
types — Nordic, Jurassic, Goliardic and 
Panotropic— ever recorded in the annals 
of craniology. Its coat, which grows 
with astonishing rapidity, requires to 
be clipped and shampoodled once a 
fortnight. 

The French poodle, as is well known, 
is or used to be employed to search and 
dig for truffles ; the Polynesian variety 
is amphibious and is employed by the 
Solomon Islanders to dive for pearls, 
hdclie de oner, copra, carborundum and 
other subaqueous 'and succedaneous 
comestibles. The intelligence of the 
animal is only equalled by that of the 
elephant. Mis. Crump has trained her 
pet to count up to four, to answer the 
•bell and to sing duets with her, to the 
accompaniment of the cherimoya or 
Papuan nose-flute, in a rich and fruity 
baritone. Its table manners are perfect, 
it bears no animosity to postmen or 
cats and is a safe playmate for children. 

On the whole the introduction of 
this unique creature, provided it can 
accommodate itself to'the vagaries of 
our climate, is to be welcomed as one 
of the most sensational events of 1927. 
Writing in 1839, Pbaed, in ** The Belle 
of the Season,” remarks, **Her poodle 
dog was quite adored.” It is pleasant 
to think that after eighty-eight years 
the idolatry of this breed is in a fair 
way to be renewed, thanks to the 
indomitable enterprise of Mrs. Mari- 
quita Crump, 

The Entente Cordiale. 

From the Catalogue of the Paris 
Salon (1927) 

Femme iiue lisaiit . . . Uncovered reading 
woman. 

L’heure de Toffice . . . Offices hour. 

Le canot aux vivres . . Ship’s goat with 
subsists. 

Jeunes veaiix Young veals. 

Pour 5 heurcs 3<"or 5 clocks. 

La baigneuse The bath-keeper, 

Nu couch4 dans uii Lying down nudity 
paysage. in a landscape.” 

The Eight Hon. C. F. G. Master- 
man, writing for the Sunday Press : — 

could endorse the old Latin saying, 
Hominibus wijgossihile est : Deo possihile omnis 
est (To man it is impossible : to God all things 
are possible).” 

No wonder Mr. Masterman dislikes the 
Public Schools. 



TAYLOR. 

because there ^s none more apt at training horses 
To do a sprint or stay the stiffest courses^ 
fiAnd none has earned a fairer name than he has 
For a dean stable (so unliJ{e z/tugeas); 

When in the Qreat Stages he shall pass the posty 
Soft lie the Turf above his honoured ghost. 


MR. PUNCH’S PERSONALITIES. ^XLIL 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI 


[May 11, 1927. 



JPoliceman , “Hi! What you doing? Get back, you ” 

I7)c?iw. - “ SoKRY, Sir. We didn’t notice you ’ad yodr ’and aht.” 


" r-7- 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

It is delightful iu these days of pompous bookmaking to 
find a modest volume packed tight with the fruit of a genuine 
literary enthusiasm, and such a volume is Francis Thompson 
(Faber and Gwyeb), by Mr. E. L. M^sgroz. I am not sure 
that 1 wholly approve of its highly original plan ; I will not 
say that I followed every twist and double of its writer’s in- 
terest witli equal relish ; but, taken as a whole, I am deeply 
his debtor for a book which, having been lived before it was 
written, imposes its experience with an almost magic efiScacy 
on the mind of the reader. Eightly discerning in Thomp- 
son the confluence of many great traditions both philo- 
sophical and assthetic, Mr. Misgroz, being first and foremost 
a Thompson enthusiast, has approached these traditions by 
way of Thompson. He puts up, so to speak; at Thompson, 
and trains or tramps it to Patmore, Shelley, Crashaw,* 
Donne, the Spanish mystics, mediaeval chivalry, St. Augus- 
tine, Meleager, Arab love-poetry and the remotest Chris- 
tian and Pagan origins. There is of course no imperative 
limit to the completeness of these explorations, save the self- 
imposed necessity of getting back to Thompson for the night; 
but this naturally leaves the explorer less time for a thorouc^h 
reconnaissance as the goals become remoter. Accordingfy 
while Mr. Megroz’ study of Thompson himself, his life Ld 
! circumstances, poetry and prose, seems to me admirably pro- 
portioned and finished, his handling of far more impressive 
figures than Thompson is bound to be partial and cursory, 
liven so, he never writes an uninfluential page; and his 


happiness in such aspects of his theme as the mystical poet’s 
use of nature, and the kinship of the mystic and the child, is 
sufficient justification, if justification is needed, for the 
eclecticism of his method. 

I note that snappy ” is one of the epithets bestowed on 
Miss Elswyth Thane’s first novel by a press-notice quoted 
on the jacket of her second ; and, though I did not hit on 
the adjective myself in reviewing Eiders of the Wind, I can 
heartily endorse it in the case ef Echo Answers (Murray). 
Echo Answers is extremely snappy; yet, though the circle 
of a pre-War Eoyal Academician and his old-world daughter 
would seem to demand mellower treatment, 1 do not sup- 
pose the discrepancy will worrjr any reader who has man- 
aged to get fairly under way with the fortunes of Timothy 
Cole, the lovely Maida and the \oye\y Maida* st'vro swains, Cyl 
and Stuaj't, ^ Cole is described as England’s most popular 
portrait artist, despite the fact that his likenesses were 
often cruelly Zife.” Maida, who is given to black velvet, 
Cavalier collars and ingenuousness, is a sort of feminine 
Lord Faxmtleroy, Cyl, though »born to a Tudor gem in 
Surrey and a town house in Eaton Square,” is devoted to 
belles lettres and Maida, ^ Stuart, a painter of no particular 
expectations or distinction, is beloved by Maida herself. 
Unluckily an exquisite harpy, Lady Evelyn Lorme, before 
she married Lonne for his money, had loved Stuart for him- 
self, and had retained through a chequered spell of matri- 
mony a locket which, sent as a token, would recall her 
oripnal flame to her side. Cyl, refused by Maida, is heroi- 
cally endeavouring to bring about his ladylove’s happiness 
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with Stuart, when Lonne dies, the 
locket returns and Stuart is reclaimed 
by his boyhood's enchantress. The 
uneasy reactions of their engagement 
are as plausibly indicated as anything 
in the book ; but it is difficult to take 
much inLerest in a tangle whose denoue- 
ment is a foregone conclusion. 

Clara Barron (from Jonathan Cape) 

Is the tale of aperson in feminine shape, 
But in most things else, apart from 
that, 

A curious mixture of flint and cat. 

As a tiny girl she contrives to see 
That her father 's not all that he claims 
to be ^ 

And later, when she 's had time to grow, 
She pretty effectively tells him so. 

Then cutting completely adrift she 
departs 

Erom Canada (where the story starts) 
And lands in New York with a definite 
view 

Of moulding this rotten old world anew. 

She doesn’^t progress very far with the 
game, 

But here the author I think 's to blame, 
Eor Haevey 0*Higgins, whenever she 
tries, 

Keeps flooding the action with hows 
and whys. 


Young Men in Love (Hutchinson) is ■ • 
by Mr. Michael Aelbn and that 

leaves very little to be said about it. ‘ • 

Yo-u know that if there are young men Lady. “I *ye not bnen youb pictuee. Wheee does n hang ? ” 

in love there must be y 9 ung women in Very 7nodest Artist. “ Well, you pass it just as you comb in.” 

love, and if there is to ble a story at all -TTsrrT-rr i T:.-: ^ — - — 

they must all love the wrong people. You know too, the was carrying precisely its scheduled two-hundred-and-fifty 
author being who he is, that everything must happen pounds weight the animal decided that this was the last 
within a crowded square mile, where life is mostly cocktails straw and promptly sat down, as did the forty-nine other 
and bath-salts and where the women don't believe in hell but camels of the Admiral's caravan. Such, a yarn is woJ^thy 
always have' the name of it on their pretty red lips. So of one in wjaom may actually be descried that fabulous 
much you gather from the title-page. .But you cannot monster the veritable horse-marine, or even, to .round 
know, and it is for me to tell you, that Mr. Aelen’s young off the title, the flying horse-marine. In Land, Sea and 
folk are not now so nobly born as they used to be ; once Air (Longmans) he tells of a career of successes in all three 
Mayfair by birth, they are now Mayfair only by arrival. “ elements " that is surely unparalleled for versatility. 
This is certainly an improvement. They have all the gaiety Whether he has been winning races as a gentleman-jockey— 
and glitter of the charming people ” we knew, with the a hundred- and-one firsts on two-hundred-and-eighty-six 
added advantage that when their lack of manners repels us mounts — or putting his ship^t the head of the Fleet in games 
we realise that the blame is neither theirs nor Mr. Arlen's ; and gunnery, or becoming a leading air-pilot at an age when 
it is now on grandfather, I also record with much pleasure most persons are content to study aeronautics from the 
that the author has purged his English of the mannerisms ground level, he has always shown a most cheerful capacity 
which once disfigured it ; there is nothing in this book for for getting things done. He has ridden, sailed or flown the ! 
the parodists But along with the mannerisms there has wide world over, has cqmmanded the Greek Navy, has 
gone unfortunately a certain ultiiacate reticence about hunted U-boats in the Adriatic, and wherever he has gone 
things, a practice known to our fathers as “drawing the he has met and made friends with all manner of good fellows 
line somewhere." Mr. Aelen did once draw the line some- whose names he is perhaps just a little top fond of immortal- 
where; he now draws it almost nowhere. But there is ising in print. He has even, before I914,.exehanged frivolous 
every excuse for him. In the bath-salts school of fiction telegrams with the Ex- Kaiser. Through all his varied 
competition is keen and reticence is a terrible handicap. experiences he has retained an innocent capacity for believ-. 

ing what he is told — a gift very proper to a horse-marine. 

Admiral Mark Kerr asks us to believe— and of course His book contains some of the best yams going, acc^m- 
we do beKeye — that when, once upon a time, he handed up paniod, if the truth must be whispered, by some definitely 
a packet of cigarettes to the driver of a loaded camel which second-best verses. 
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Hardy Stopford and Bridget Haydon both suffered from 
the same complex, which, after alternately drawing them 
together and pushing them apart, was dissolved by indul- 
gence in passion. According to the Freudian doctrine, 
which evidently inspired Mr. Patrick MiLLEa in writing 
The Beep End (Cape), complexes are like that. In the pre- 
Freudian and, as some people obstinately continue to believe, 
the more mbral era, the theme of Mr. Miller’s work would 
have been described as theusual mutual attraction of the sexes, 
which, at first unwillingly subjected to the voice of conscience, 
ultimately defied that monitor. Mr. Miller gives it to be 
understood that, by the mysterious inversion now fashion- 
able, the surrender to impulse was not the defeat but the 
triumph of virtue. Bridget Haydon had but the one trouble. 
Her luckless lover had two ; for, besides his preoccupation 
with Bridget, Hardy Stopford was possessed by an inferiority 
complex which compelled him to knuckle under to the bully- 
ing of a disagreeable old gentleman who pompously inter- 
fered with Stopford' s antiquarian researches in the East. 
Here again it is only the ternainology which is novel. 
Lack of self-confidence 
is not a rare failing; 
and in plain terms 
Hardy Stopf(yrd was a 
weakling. His incor- 
rigible vacillations and 
confused mental pro- 
cesses are delineated 
in detail with a skill 
which, if I may say so, 
is worthy of a better 
subject. 

The Entertainment 
(Hutchinson) offered 
by Miss E. M. Dela- 
field’s sixteen short 
stories, collected under 
that title, is varied 
enough, but all of it 
good. If none of these 
side-dishes is quite as 
cleverly thought - out 
or original in flavour as 
some of her more important confections have been, none has 
been spoiled by that dash of bitterness with which she has 
sometimes seemed too lavish. The stories come some-’ 
where between the magazine and the high-brow varieties ; 
and Miss Delafxeld’s quick eye for character stands her 
in , good stead, particularly in such a story as Holiday 
Group,” in which a clergyman, his wife and children spend 
a fortnight at the seaside, convinced that they must be en- 
joying themselves and deriving any amount of benefit, when 
they are really tasting the dregs of weariness and discom- 
fort. . And Never They Twain Shall Meet,” which 
turns on the difference between the aristocratic Italian view 
of love and its English equivalent, is in an entirely different 
vein, but a good vivid piece of work ; and so is “ Eeparation,” 
in which a girl who has told a lie takes it back as a penance 
before a boarding-house drawing-room full of staring visitors. 
Finally, I may say that I found myself eager for the 
next story and the next, in spite of all that an attack of flu 
could do to make me captious. Since the flu patient is notori- 
ously hard to please, I mention the fact as a tribute to Miss 
Delafield’s good entertainment. 



Injtired Cricketer. “ What does the paper say about my accident ? ” 
Friend [reading]. ‘“Dobbs, who was badly missed by Smith (the 

LATTER HAD TWO TEETH KNOCKED OUT) WENT ON TO SCORE TWO HUNDRED RUNS.’ ” 


Mr. Hugh de Selincourt essays in Young *Un 
(Methuen) an autobiographical record of bis childhood and 
of his boyhood till the last days of his preparatory school- 


time, the point of view and the idiom chosen being that of 
a boy of fourteen or so. It is ingenious enough, though 
thoughts and phrases of a later stage of development 
inevitably betray him on occasion. This naive record of 
very ordinary happenings, the little joys and miseries which 
seem so big, of generous and meaner deeds (apparent frank- 
ness about these last being qualified by suitably veiled ex- 
cuses), of the friends, heroes (not forgetting the heroines), 
pets and enemies of a sensitive boy, may serve to remind 
the adult reader of his own mild adventures. I doubt not 
it would infuriate any ordinary human boy — for whom I 
hope it was not intended. “ I do hope 1 shall enjoy things. 
People who can’t enjoy things are such dead rotters” — 
that is the keynote of this ingenuous prelude. 

The majority of the nine stories in The Saving Clause 
(Hoddee and Stoughton) are from the mould tbat has 
gained so much popularity for ‘‘Sapper.” “ Cynthia Del- 
morton’s Mistake” and “Eout of the Oliver Samuelsons” 
are, for instance, stamped indelibly with a bound-to-please 

j. guarantee. For myself 
I rejoice to find symp- 
toms in this collection 
that “ Sapper ” is in- 
clined to break this 
mould and be more am- 
bitious. “ The Impas- 
sive Footman,” by far 
the longest tale in the 
book, is evidence of 
this. The subject that 
it deals wuth — a man, 
supposed to be a malade 
imaginaire, who is 
found to be suffering 
from virulent cancer — 
is not too pleasant, but 
the author’s treatment 
of it shows distinct 
signs of qualities greater 
than mere dexterity. In 
spite of some jars his 
latest volume makes 
me think of “ Sapper ” 
as he was when I thanked the powers that be for him. 

Mr. Peter Blundell’s Morals for Matilda (Lane) is 
another of those sprightly and, be it added, appropriately 
spicy amphibian comedies of the Far East which have 
established for their author something of a reputation as 
a sort of Malayan W. W. Jacobs, with the waterfront of 
Singapore for his Wapping Wall, the waters of the Malacca 
Strait for those of Gravesend Beach and Lower Pool, and 
Chinese coasting steamers in place of Thames barges. The 
story in this case turns upon the arrival in Singapore of a 
young and attractive Dutch lady who, in accordance with 
Dutch custom, has been married by wireless to an unpleasant 
and bibulous compatriot who already has a dusky wife and 
several dusky children on his tobacco plantation ; and the 
havoc wrought by her charms upon the hearts of the owner, 
captain’and chief engineer of that preposterous vessel, the 
Sea Jay, during the passage from Singapore to Borneo, 
affords the author ample scope for the exercise of his rather 
boisterous humour, as well as for one or two situations of 
the kind sometimes described as French. 

“■Wish Wynne Eetubns to the Legitimate ^tagb on Saturday 
AFTER Fourteen Years in Edgar Wallace’s New Play.” 

Newspaper Headline. 

Fourteen years is a very long run for a new play. 
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The “ Heebie-Jeebies,*’ according to usual), 
an evening paper, is a dance, not a *’ It is pointed out that the portrait of 

complaint. But that ’s what thfey said It’s all very well to engage one of a young Society lady represents her 

about the Charleston at first. these new servants who can drive a car, as having red hair, whereas it is really 

but what if she goes to crank it up and golden. The discrepancy is ascribed 
A woman has been telling a magis- then explains that'the engine came off to the artist’s over-anxiety to put some 
trate that her husband was very good in her hand? ^ ^ gii^ger into his work. 


one would welcome at a picnic to take asked him which is the best kind of 
the place of the tin-opener (mislaid as fountain-pen to use. 


to her, but he hadn't had a bath for a 
year. He is evidently a white man — The reason why night-clubs are losing It is believed that the Electricity 

but not very. theirpopularity (if they are) is that people Commissioners, in' their scheme for 

* ' are going to bed so late that it ’s yester- Scotlajnd, have in view the possibility 

“ Henry Eord has made the cheap day’s bedtime wheii these places open, of harnessing the haggis, 
motor-car what it is to-day,” declai'es a 

contemporary. It seems hardly fair to At West London a man who was Continued reports of Spanish suc- 
lay all the blame on one man. ' prosecuted for offering his poetry from cesses in Morocco seem to indicate that 

door to door without a pedlar’s certifi- Spain is getting the upper hand in the 
“ Soon,” remarks a Nature writer, cate was discharged with a caution. It peace. ^ 

“nuts will be showering lavishly on is hoped that the publicity given to this 

the ground.” Does this mean that the case will correct the popular impression Women Candidates to contest every 
cheap American aero- 1 7"^ j constituency in Eng- 














pluoUeomtog? 

paper there are five jL- 

million illiterates in 

have thought they bad j j| j 
more song-writers than , I 

^at in "the United 

reported to have engin- 

eered a publicity stunt \ 

which was not taken 

up by the newspapers. / .V. 'w ' • TCT 

A case of casting pearls ' '■ ^ , / m 

before swine, as she ^ ^ 

. device it Ahsent-^ninded Maid (an ex-waitress). “Wot do we rush ’em fc 

18 claimed that stage 

scenery will be revolutionised. Amongst that in order to sell verses only a poetic 
other new features the heroine can slam licence is necessary, 
the door when going out in a temper 

and the walls will remain unmoved. The cannon-ball service of Tilden 


Women Candidates to contest every 
“ constituency in Eng- 

land are advertised for. 

i Still, that won’t dispose 

II of all the surplus two 
v millions. ^ * 





- m 


Absent-mhided Maid (a?i ex-wait7^ess). “Wot do we rush ’em for eggs here ? ’ 


A Swedish agricultur- 
al worker has confessed 
to four hundred burgla- 
ries. He will have to be 
more careful in the fu- 
ture or that sort of thing 
will become a habit. 

Out of 7,902 girl tele- 
phone operators, ac- 
cording to The Tele- 
graph and Telephone 
Journal, 350 get mar- 
ried every year. We 
can only hope that this 
is the right number. 


Ornithologists report that the night- 
ingale is singing on a slightly shorter 
wave-length this year. 


and the walls will remain unmoved. The cannon-ball service of Tilden 

*,j-* and Hunter is reported to have startled Weather- experts are not yet quite 

Old gramophone records are being Germany. It is believed, however, that certain whether we have just had our 
collected for charity. It 's a very the Fatherland has large reserves of summer or whether it was some warm 
charitable idea, ^ tennis-fodder. weather left over from last year. 


The Press report the case of a man 
with a mania for stealing milk. This 
is your true cat-burglar. 

❖ 

Eighty-three girls in a nut-food factory 
have gone on strike, but Hampstead is 
bearing up bravely. 

:!e 

Among the presents at a recent wed- 
ding was an ostrich. The happy couple 
propose to feed it with surplus toast- 
racks. ^ 

sje 

A contemporary reminds us that the 
wood-wasp does not sting, but can bore 
through metal. This is the sort of wasp 


The Channel is reported to be swarm- 
ing with dog-fish, and prospective swim- 
mers anticipate that the annoyance of 
having these creatures yapping at their 
heels will be worse. than ever. ■ 

* s}« 

A gossip- writer has been informed 
that the sallow complexions of the in- 
habitants of the village of Harlech is 
due to the fact that they never eat 
vegetables. An “Eat More Leeks” 

campaign is indicated, 

* * 

♦ 

In a Sunday paper Hobbs invites 
boys to write to him for advice. We 
wonder how many youngsters have 


weather left over from last year. ! 

A Yorkshire musician has invented a 
silencer which when placed on a saxo- 
phone makes it sound like a distant 
echo. This appears to be a move in the 
right direction. ^ 

jit 

It is remarked that ordinary conver- 
sation is much more interesting than it 
Used to be. Naturally. Look at all 
the new diseases doctors invent, 

5}« 

s|e 

A correspondent writing to an even- 
ing paper complains that the ink-wells 
in his local post-office are full of mud. 
Well, what did he expect to find in 
them? Ink? 




534 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [May 18, 1927. 


THE MORAL OF “MORNING." 

[Mrs. Dod Procter’s Academy picture, “Morning,” has been 
purchased for the nation by The Daily Mail* See cartoon on the 
opposite page.] 

0 WHEN, without* the slightest warning, 

On issuing from the land of ITod, 

She heard The Mail announce her name 
As having leaped to sudden fame, 

It must have been a lovely morning 
For Mrs. Pkoctes (Don). 

1 don’t suppose she deemed that journal 
To be an expert judge of Art ; 

Father she felt that in her work 
Some lesson had been found to lurk, 

Some verity, divine, eternal, 

That hit the common heart. 

And she was right ; it adumbrated 
A truth as old as patural sin : 

This woman who declines to stir 
At daylight’s„call, we have in her 

That moral weakness indicated 
Which makes the whole world kin. 

I too have known these matin dramas ; 

And, though (I hope) I 'm not so fat, 

Nor have the same bucolic air, 

Nor yet her taste in slumber- wear 

(My preference being for pyjamas), 

I often feel like that. 

To lethargy I lie a martyr 
Like her — it is the same with both,; — 

Deaf to the sounds of life that drum 
Upon my torpid tympanum ; 

All that is best in me I barter 
For one more hour of sloth. 

Ah ! what a sermon for a nation 
Whose bed will soon become her bier, 

Except she slacks a little less ! 

Well may the Associated Press 

Pronounce this oil, with acclamation, 

The Picture of the Year, 

So, for the teaching here intended. 

This call to Duty's early rounds, 

* I say (and thank The Mail whose zeal 
Purchased it for the public weal), 

It ’s amply worth the sum expended, 

Namely, £300, 0. S. 

THE PAVEMENT ACADEMY. 

The opening of the Spring Exhibition of the Pavement 
Academy is always an interesting event to artists and the 
general public alike, and, as it almost exactly synchronises 
with the Burlington House exhibition, enables us to com- 
pare the different angles and standpoints from which the 
eternal art problem may be attacked. * I 

In this preliminary review it is impossible to give more 
than a general impression of the whole^ hut it may be said 
that the standard of work is commendably high and, we 
think, will bear comparison with that of any previous year. 
Most of the old academicians are exhibiting, though we 
notice with regret the absence of the work of Mr. Len 
Gregowski. He is at present resting for a short period at 
Pentonville, where, as we are given to understand,, his un- 
doubted gifts are being utilised for the decoration, in fresco, 
of one of the spacious galleries. 


It is difficult to name a definite Picture of the Year, though 
we noticed a large crowd assembled in front of “Evening” 
and heard appreciative comments on it. It is by Jud 
Dyson, and is in Gallery IV, (corner of Aldwych and Kings- 
way), and depicts a tired workman lying on the pavement 
outside a block of tenement buildings, while his wife (doubt- 
less) is leaning out of an upper window and calling to him. 
The light from an adjacent street-lamp shines full on his 
face, and there. is a directness and certainty about the 
draughtsmanship which is very invigorating. This picture, 
we hear, has been purchased by The Evening Herald as a 
gift to the nation, though a slight difficulty has arisen with 
the L.0.0, in connection with the removal of the paving- 
stone on which it is painted. 

The landscapes and seascapes are somewhat disappoint- 
ing. There is a curious similarity of subject — ^we counted 
no fewer than seven “ Stormy Skies” and six “ Launching 
of the Lifeboats”; but Jim Murkin, Gallery II. (top of 
Tottenham Court Eoad), has a pleasing purple-and-green 
composition entitled Harvest-Time,” and Lake Sponce, 
Gallery VIIL (junction of Edgware and Harrow Roads), 
shows an interesting study of ‘‘Hampstead Heath by 
Moonlight,” dominated by the moon, the Heath itself being 
suggested rather than expressed by a wide expanse of 
muddy-grey. Bill Roper, Gallery VI. (Putney Bridge), 
reveals a distinct leaning towards the primitives with his 
studied neglect of a middle distance. 

There are some admirable sfcill-life pictures, many of them 
exhibited by the Pavement Artists' Hiring-Out Society, Lim- 
ited, and therefore unattributable to any individual; but 
Ernie Vance,, Gallery I. (Cambridge Circus), has repeated his 
success of last year with his “ Wish I May Get ’^Im,” in 
which a sirloin of beef, somewhat underdone, balances pre- 
cariously on a small plate and is accompanied by a tankard 
of stout with the creamiest of frofch on it. The striking 
realism of the appeal is enhanced by the two (real) copper 
coins deposited on the edge of the picture. ’ The same arfcist 
shows some flowers in a vase with the explanatory title 
“ Orisanfemums ” under it. 

There is no portrait of Mr. A. J. Cook this year, but the 
Navy is represented as usual by Admirals Beatty and Jel- 
LicoE, the Army by “An Cld Contemptible” (portrait of 
the artist), and politics by Mr. Baldwin and Comrade 
Mosley, the latter in a rather badiy-fitting morning-coat. 

Finally, for those who care for such things, Dick Cross 
has in Gallery VII. (Leicester ^uare) an obvious problem 
picture with the title, “The Flapper’s Vote,” ,Here is 
shown a young girl with a voting-card facing three figures, 
patently intended to represent Mr. Baldwin, Mr. Lloyd 
Geoeoe and Mr. Ramsay MacDonald. All three are 
stretching out eager hands, and the. question is : To whom 
will she give it? The wink in the girl’s eye and the 
artificial silk of the flesh-coloured stockings are cleverly 
painted, but, though a bright sun is shining from a 
cloudless sky, it is casting no shadows. We suggest that 
this is modernism run riot. 


“The Professional Touch. 

One cannot begrudge admiration for fine tecbnique in any art. 
Hobbs at the wieket, Corot at the piano, aa Andrea del Sarfco, all 
these things that typify power perfectly applied to an assured end 
thrill the m^nd .” — Morning JPajger, 

Cld Andeea was best at the ocarina, we think. 

Mr. , of Road, Blackpool, was impressed by th^ hand- 

out filigree work, and found that the maker was Stafford Fecit, 
of Nottinghamshire, who died in 1720.— 

A member of a very hard-working family now, alas, nearly 
extinct. 
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SOME OTHER MORNING. 

{With aoknowledgvients to Mrs. Dob Pbooteb's "Morning" in the B.A.) 

London. “I KNOW I OUGHT TO GET UP AND DO THE BRIDGES.” [Doesn’t.] 
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“IiONGBSO: DEIVE OF MY LIFE TO-LAT, OLD BOY. 

‘Good, She *s ehnning bettee theh?‘’ 


Deo YE HEAELY TWO HUNDBED YAEDS.’‘ 


THE CHILDREN'S PARADISE. 

[Mr. H. W. Household, tlae Education Sscretary for Gloncester- 
sliire, addressing the Parents’ National Educational Conference at 
Giren^ster on May 10th, severely criticised the faulty training and 
ternDly wrong * ideals of teachers who talked too much and sought 
children’s minds on the model of their own. The result was 
th^ the child was lost in the class, and the bright child wasted time 
whUe the slower ones were making good. But in two-hundred-and- 
seventy out of four-hundred-and-twenty-two schools in Gloucestershire 
where the ‘‘ Charlotte Mason” methods and Parents’ Union pro- 
gramme had been adopted, the child was the unit and not the class • 
was treated as one having rights, and not everlastingly lectured to 
explained to and questioned, became a great lover of books and 
school progress as has never been seen in any type of 

0 happy Gloucestershire, where men are sane, 

Where plums are plentiful and cheese is double, 
And where, undeviatingly humane. 

Enlightened teachers now have ceased to tronble 
Their charges, or convert the ripening grain 
Into a wilderness of straw and stubble 
By overtaxing delicate digestions 
With endless and unnecessary questions ! 

0 happy county, foremost in the van 
Of culture, where two-thirds of all its schools 
Are now conducted on the kindly plan 
Laid down by Charlotte Mason in her rules, 

And no pedantic or repressive ban 
The infant’s self-expression cheeks or cools, 


But the long-needed change has come to pass 
Which makes the child the unit, not the class— 

Where teachers, though originally taught 
Wrongly, in schools and colleges, to aim 
At suffocating independent thought 
In pupils, treating them as all the same, 

Have now at last been gradually brought 
To recognise the individual’s claim, 

Abandon arid text-books, black-board chalking, 
And cease as far as possible from talking I 

‘*The roots of learning,” quoth an ancient sage, 
“Are bitter, but the fruits thereof are sweet.” 
In our alert emancipated age 
These ancient saws, outworn and obsolete, 

The earnest educationist enrage ; 

We strike such fetters from our children’s feet ; 
gaming is turned to joy and school to play 
By the wise teachers of a happier day. 

Alas t as to these “ Household ” words I hark 
How deeply I deplore my stunted youth 
When the old regimen, severe and stark, 

Denied the natural craving of my tooth 
Bor sweetness, ere all lessons were a lark, 

And Public Bodies recognised the truth 
That then, and then alone, will Progress hum 
When children rule and dominies are dumb. 
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AN IVORY-HANDED DAUGHTER OF TOIL 

This, as all travellers about England 
by roa^ and not a few by rail, must be 
aware, is the age of chicken-farming. 
What becomes of the chickens thus 
farmed I have never been able to dis- 
cover, for they are no more numerous 
on the table and no cheaper in the 
markets, nor are omelettes (perhaps 
mercifully) on the increase in this 
country; but chicken-culture is an estab- 
lished fact, visible to the eye, trouble- 
some to the chauffeur and the cyclist, 
audible extremely to the ear. 

I speak at the moment of the big 
chicken-farms, but no one is now too 
poor to keep a few birds, while among 
the well-to-do a poultry annexe has 
become an essential. There is, how- 
ever, a difference ; for where the poor 
speak of their “fowls” the rich refer 
only to their Barneveldes or Buff Or- 
pingtons, their Wyandottes or Light 
Sussex, their Ehode Island or La Bresse 
(whose legs, as you perhaps know, were 
made by Providence infinitesimal in 
order that more emphasis might be laid 
on their white meat). 

Among the well-to-do who have suc- 
cumbed to the chicken-culture fashion 
is my friend, little Mrs. Elutterleigh. 
As she is an intense follower of the 
mode, whatever it is, I was not sur- 
prised, when I went to her country 
place to lunch the other day, to find that 
half of the paddock, where we used to 
play cricket, is now wired off and filled 
with coops, about which were browsing 
and pecking numberless birds, all of 
them I am sure of impeccable ancestry. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Elutterleigh at 
lunch, “ I am going in for poultry very 
seriously. It is not only a very amus- 
ing hobby, but I intend to make it pay 
me handsomely too.” 

“ Amusing ? ” I replied. “ How can 
you possibly call anything to do with 
those brainless creatures amusing ? ” 

“ Of course it is,” she said. “ It is 
always amusing to feed things, incu- 
bate them, bring them up.” 

Her sister (a very charming woman) 
laughed. “As though Anita had any- 
thing to do with their care,” she said. 
“ It ’s all done for her.” 

‘^Nonsense!” exclaimed little Mrs. 
Elutterleigh. ‘‘lam all round the pens 
every morning. There's one special 
lot I am going to feed directly after 
lunch. That ’s what I 've been keeping 
these potatoes for,” And she drew our 
attention to three white and waxy new 
potatoes cooling on a plate beside her ; 
some of the first new English potatoes 
I have had this year; delicious; dug 
from her own garden by a gardener 
who, if he had had his way, would not 
have disturbed them for six weeks. You 



Small Boy (%oho has been sent v^stairs to wash his face), “ Mummy, are your ears 

PART OF YOUR PACE OB PART OP YOUR NECK? ” 


know how his kind hates anything 
“early.” 

“Of course, I look after them,” she 
continued. “Honoria always makes 
me out to be such a rotter. Directly 
lunch is over I ll show you.” 

5i« Jl: :|c s;? sis 

Lurch being finished we strolled to 
the enclosure and made our way as 
best we could through a mob of greedy 
birds to the netted space where Mrs. 
Elutterleigh’s special favourites were 
kept apart. About a dozen dazzling 
La Bresse (of whose special merits I 
have already spoken) charged at us. 

“ There 1” said Mrs. Elutterleigh; 


“ aren't they beauties ? I never reared 
a finer brood.” 

I agreed. “ I don't wonder you like 
to keep the feeding of them in your 
own hands,” I said. “ Where are the 
potatoes ? ” 

In reply she uttered a little cry of 
panic. “ Good heavens ! ” she exclaimed. 
“It’s most extraordinary, but I’m 
afraid I ate them on the way here.” 

B.V, L. 

“The Dessert Song,” 

Fiom List of Phonograph Records. 
Can this be Mr. Amery’s popular 
“ Ballad of Empire Emit ? 
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I ivPQTnrk' ifsj RARPArk'Q Mess was creaking rather strangely and It was at last quite definitely traced to 
uotv IIN asking brother-officers if there was any the big silver high-jump cup on the shelf, 

1. — Hephzibah the Hen. ghost-story connected with the building, and Captain Bayonet set up an assault- 

The Officers* Mess has been severely Of course you can’t ask ourofficersthat party, consistingof Private Trigger (who 

shaken at several times in its career sort of thing without getting full- value was acting that month as mess-waiter) 
by the irruption of unexpected fauna, answers. Lieutenant James informed mounted on a chair to investigate. The 
notably on the occasion when Balbus him that it was a missing mess-waiter arrival of Private Trigger’s head on a 
the Bat came in and played with us for of the early ’fifties who had got buried level with the edge of the cup coincided 
the evening ; but most previous records by an accident to the roof of the pantry exactly with the appearance of Heph- 
were beaten yesterday by Hephzibah. and was still supposed to be trying to zibah’shead as she po^Dped up to survey 
Hephzibah was one of the mess- get out and serve a major of that period the neighbourhood. They each stared 
caterer’s hens and supposed to live at with a sherry. Lieutenant Holster swore at one another for two seconds in terri- 
the back of the Mess, existing on crumbs that it must be the “ White Mess Ser- fied surprise and then there was a sensa- 
from our table and providing the geant,” who only appeared when some tion. Hephzibah let out a wild squawk, 
Colonel’s fried bacon with a companion great misfortune W£^s impending, such on hearing which Swordfrog, in the 
each morning. Actually, I think, the as a death, a General Inspection or a next room, definitely collapsed into a 
climate at the back of the Mess didn’t transfer to India; while Captain Bayonet chair and finished Lieutenant Holster’s 
suit her. She thought the front was merely said it was the ghost of the last apSritif as well, while Private Trigger 
much nicer. Why, my dear,” I over- junior subaltern who asked his senior achievedaleapof his own which, if only 


much nicer. Why, my dear,” I over- junior subaltern who i 
heard her saying to a bosom-companion officers silly questions, 
outside the mess-sec- 
retary’s office-window, 

“ they ’ve got a tennis- 
court with the most de- ^ 

liciousworms,tobehad ^ 
by only^ the slightest of 
scratching — not more ‘ 

than a couple of inches J ‘ \ 

depth, lassure you. And 

What she thought of ' L 

the inside of the Mess on ' 

her one brief visit no one ^ 

haseverbeardjandnow ^ \ 

no one ever will. ^ ^ ^ 

breakfast, to begin with, 
at the moment when 
the junior subaltern, 

Lieutenant Swordfrog, ' 

was hurriedly gulping 

porridge preparatory to YorPrArrED eighily dow 

going and standing on, the parade- 1 The real cause was 












‘She volplaned lightly down the length op the table.” 


I it had been produced at theright time and 
place and with proper 
judges, would have won 
him Lance - Corporal 

% Scabbard’s silver cup 
by about seven inches. 
Lieutenant James said 
. “A hen, by Jove ! ” and 
rushed forward in time 
to receive Private Trig- 
ger on his foot and then 
j the cup on his forehead, 
as Hephzibah got out of 
bed and scuttled down 
the shelf among the 

^ Hephzibah advanced 

^ to the end, surveyed the 

dining-room for a mo- 
ment and then decided 
on flight. She launched 
herself into space and 
flew. 

» I didn’t think hens 




pornage preparatory to , * could fly very well, but 

going and standing on, the parade- The real cause was not suspected Hephzibah was a winner. She did the 
ground and looking important while a till evenings as Hephzibah was taking a length of the mess-room in three- fifths 
serge^t and thirty men did some work, nap high up on a shelf inside a large silver of a second and, finding no place for the 
Now Hephzibah appreciated rapid feed- cup, won by Lance-Corporal Scabbard of sole of her foot, brought off afine Immel- 
ing---'< With so many people about, one the battalion for high jumping and on mann turn at the end and repeated. She 
simply can t be too quick —and so she loan to the Mess. was talking incessantly to herself about it 

clucked^ approvingly as each ^ spoonful It was about half-an-hour before Mess, the whole time in a high-pitched voice, 
of pomdge went home. Lieutenant and several officers were assembled in There was a renewed sensation! 
Swordfrog, who^ had not observed her, the ante-room, when a scared mess- Captain Bayonet tried to catch her, but 
was much worried at the strange noise waiter came in and said to Captain she looped the loop twice and brou<^ht 
which synchronised with each mouthful. Bayonet that “beggin’ your pardon, Sir, down a picture on his shoulder. The 
He began eventually to think that there there ’s a sort of noise in the dinin’-rocm rest of us were too surprised to do any- 
was something wrong with his intake- and me and Trigger can’t find out what thing— except James, who was too 
pipeandresolyed to consult the Medical it is.” Captain Bayonet bravely went stunned, and Swordfrog in the next 
Cmcer. A little later he finished his to investigate, followed by the other room, who was too frightened and iToo 
porndge, and then a new noise com- officers— all except Lieutenant Sword- full of gin and bitters. I don’t think we 
menced which really frightened him. frog, who, trembling slightly, stayed be- had ever seen a hen fly as Hephzibah 
He even thought that perhaps the place hind and finished up Lieutenant James’s did. Personally, I distinctly saw her 

ZT. J M® u“f ’ ■ hover for quite an appreciable time in 

was merely Hephzibah gleaning frag- There was a sort of noise. At one time the manner of a dragon-fly. 

ments under the table and occasionaUy it was like a man trying to write on a tin- I’inaUy, she volplaned lightly down 

stroking her beak on the ehair-legs; canwithamstyneedleiatanotheritwas the length of the table, npsetting all 

a species of subdued chuckling, like the the glasses and flower-ya^s, zoomed 
™.of a battalion concert when up at the end, and made a fenced land- 
mg telhng people that he thought the| the padre is reciting “ Gunga Din.” ing on Private Trigger’s head. 




Captain Bayonet yelled to Trigger to 
keep still; and Private Trigger, on being 
spoken to by an officer, at once stood 
to attention, though Hephzibah rather 
spoiled the look of it. We then stalked 
her slowly.' She left just before we 
arrived. I got. Trigger's ear and James 
got a fine selection of feathers.’ Heph- 
zibah, still talking about it aU, would 
have flown straight out of the window 
but that it was shut and she wasn't 
good at glass. Holster caught her on 
the rebound, and she was returned up- 
side-down and emitting throaty gurgles 
to the scared mess-caterer, who was by 
then expecting court-martial. 


Dinner was half-an-hour late and we 
shall have a big. bill for crockery this 
month . Also.the mess-caterer now keeps 
ducks. Also we are going to have chicken 
for lunch to-day. Also we found an 
egg in the.High Jump Cup ; but I under- 
stand that both Private Trigger and 
Lance-Corporal Scabbard, the owner of 
the cup, are claiming, that. A, A. 

“ Kew-Foond' Bight. 

The life of oiir times has opened avenues of- 
freedom to women and in ever increasing num- 
bers she is exalting in her newrfoun’d right to 
stand on her own two feet and pay her own 
’ bus fare. ” — 8 unday Payer, 

So long as she doesn't stand on ours. 


“1920 Eggs Unbboken m Boad Smash. 

A woman motorist, in whose car was 160 
dozen of eggs, crashed into a lamp-post while 
proceeding along one of the streets in North 
Berwick. She fully expected that this large 
parcel of eggs would be converted into an 
omelet,’ but on examination it was found that 
not one was broken ,” — Scots Paper, 

1920 seems to have been a stout vintage. 

Prom Answers to Correspondents” : 

‘ Tishv-.’ — should show your hands to a ' 
doctor, my dear, and ask him to remove them. 
It will only take a week or so, -and will not cost ^ 
you as much as 'all these patent things^you 
have been trying .” — Weekly Paper, 

An even cheaper way is to take a 
chopper and chop them off oneself. 
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BLUEBELLS. 

The Call of the Wild came to me 
about two weelrs ago. 

‘‘ We will go to Barley Wood,” I said, 
^‘and gather handfuls of wiid bluebells 
there.” 

All right,” they said ; you get the 
car.” 

<‘No, no, no!” I said. ‘'Be fair- 
minded. I thought of the idea; you 
ought to get the car.” 

Bor the car lives at a garage more than 
three hundred yards away.^ 

However in the end I went. 

It was a wonderfully sweet and sunny 
afternoon. About a hundred yards down 
the road on the right I noticed the 
hinder part of James, Bothergill.^' His 
head was .buried in the open bonnet of 
his powerful Neviil 14. 

“ Hullo 1 ” I said. 

He resumed the upright position and 
turned round. There was a slight sinear 
of lubricating oil on his left cheek. 

“ Going for a spin ? ” I said. 

“ Yes,” he replied ; “ the Lure of the 
Open came to me this morning, and I 
thought we would take a run out to 
Barley Wood and gather some wild 
bluebells there.” 

Splendid I ” I told him. ** Quite pos- 
sibly we shall meet.” 

About two hundred yards down the 
road on the right I noticed the powerful 
Eossetti 11*9 of William Smith. It 
was making a loud roaring noise, and 
William Smith was seated inside at 
the wheel. 

“ Hullo 1” I shouted. “Going out 
for a run ? ” 

“ Yes,” he shouted back. “ Spring 
seemed to cry, aloud to us all this morn- 
ing, and we decided to obey her call.” 

“Ah, the Wanderlust,'* I said, shaking 
my finger at him. “ Where do you think 
of going to ? ” 

“Barley Wood,” he said; “ to gather 
wild bluebells there.” 

“Perhaps we shall foregather,” I 
murmured, and went on. - ' . 

I found the garage proprietor medita- 
tively chewing a straw. He used to 
keep' horses long ago, and tries to keep 
in touch as far as possible with his 
old life. The garage was very empty 
indeed. ' 

“Almost everybody seems - to > have, 
gone 'for a spin,” I said as we started 
her up. • 

“Yes,' Sm,” he replied. “It's ^he 
Spell of the Open"* Spaces, most like, asj 
the newspapers say.” ' ‘I 

“I suppose it must ,be,” I said, 
chugging put., . ’ ■ . 

At the point where our road touches 
it, one can see the great main road 
running like a ribbon (or streak) for 
nearly two miles. One can see it, that 


is to say, in winter or on wet afternoons. 
On this particular afternoon one could 
not see it running like anything at all. 
It was completely obliterated by small 
cars, the owners of which had heard 
the Call of the Wild, and were being 
lured by it to Barley Wood. Those 
who had already been lured were coming 
back again, carrying their bluebells 
with them. 

Merely regarded as a colour scheme, 
the effect was peculiar enough, for every 
outgoing car -.showed a red triangle be- 
hind, indicating the presence of four- 
wheel brakes, and every incoming car 
carried a beautiful sapphire blaze which 
betokened the Shout of Spring. Barley 
Wood, in fact, appeared to be coming 
to Kensington. 

We merged ourselves in the creeping 
tide. It went considerably faster than 
a human walk, but rather slower than 
a human run. This was owing to the 
fact that, about fourteen miles ahead, a 
portion of the road had been taken up, 
which created a bottle-neck. No car 
overtook any other car, for there was 
no space where this could be done. 

It was not certain, of course, that 
every outgoing car was going out to 
Barley Wood. It was merely proba- 
ble. Somewhere in the solemn proces- 
sion at 8 m.p.h. there may have been a 
dark man eloping with somebody else's 
golden-haired wife, followed at a few 
cars' interval by the furious husband 
foaming at the wheel. Somewhere 
there may have been a man wanted for 
murder or for a theft of jewellery, flee- 
ing from justice and hunted further 
down the line by the stern-faced minions 
of the law. It did not matter much. 
There was no possibility that the cul- 
prits would be caught for the next fif- 
teen or twenty miles, at any rate. And 
certainly a great part of the travellers 
was going to Barley Wood, One could 
tell it by the set of their shoulders. 
The spring was in their blood. 

Even eternity com@s to an end, 

* I ran my boiled car on to the trampled 
turf, and a rough-looking man came 
"forward to speak to me. 

“ Who are you ? ” I said. 

“ I 'm- the Keeper of the Wild,” he 
said (or words to that effect). “You, 
can't park, your car here. You must 
take it right up to the end of the row.” 

Yery meekly I crawled on. 

' We got out and entered the wood. 
It consists ih the main of deciduous, but 
in some parts of coniferous, trees. We 
were just “about to ^ disport ourselves, 
laughing and holla-ing wildly in answer! 
to theholia oT spring, when a man like* 
a game-keeper appeared and touched 
his cap. 

“ What is the matter? ” I inquired. 

“I am the Warder of the Open,” he 


said. At least, I think that is what he 
said. “ You can't go walking about all 
over here anyhow, you know. If you 
want bluebells you must take your 
place in the queue.” 

He pointed out to us the path in 
which those who were being lured by 
the Open had lined up in single file. 
It was a most impressive ceremony. 
Nothing was really lacking, save Com- 
munity Song. A little way ahead of 
us we could see the Eothergills and the 
Smiths. 

Suddenly a cuckoo called. 

“Did you hear the cuckoo call?” 
said Mrs. Smith to her husband. 

“ Yes,” he said. 

Further ahead in the line I could 
hear Mr. Fothergill ask Mrs. Fothergill 
whether she had heard the cuckoo. She 
replied that she had. 

The cuckoo called again. 

“Cuckoo!” cried one of the young 
Fothergills. 

“ Tuttoo ! ” squeaked the youngest of 
the Smiths. 

“ Cuckoo ! ” said the cuckoo again. 
“-Cuckoo!” 

There were still some bluebells left, 
and we filled our hands and filed out 
along another path to the parking 
ground. 

“Pity we have to get back so soon,” 
I said to Mrs. Smith as we butted out 
together into the home-going stream. 

“Yes,” she answered, changing gear 
loudly with a regretful sigh, “I should 
have liked to stay out communing with 
Nature for another hour or two ; but of 
course there is the children's bedtime to 
think of.” 

The Keeper of the Wild came trotting 
up after me in sore distress. “You 
forgot your shilling, Sir,” he said, 

I apologised and paid him. 

“ Have a nice run, Sir.? ” inquired the 
garage proprietor when I returned. He 
was still chewing his straw. 

“Excellent,” I said. “I'm afraid 
I 've boiled her up a bit, though.” 

“Ah,” he said, *T expect they've most 
of them done that this afternoon.” 

^ " Wonderful spin,” I cried to Fother- 
gill as I came back down the road. 
“ Get plenty of bluebells ? ” 

“Yes,” he answered, “quite a lot. 
Did' you heai? the cuckoo ? ” 

“ Quite plainly,” I replied, 

^ did we,” he said. 

Smith was peering into the engine of 
his powerful Eossetti 11*9, but I did not 
stop to talk to him. * I was feeling the 
Gall of Civilisation again.* Evoe. 

'“Ohokjh Wines, 

being the Property of a Lady removed from a 
cellar in Londoaii”— Oolmm. 

It is no place for a lady. 
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MiQiCAniisjo r'AQFQ I beries, the rates of taxation and other itself and deliberately designed for the 

IvlISLEADlNG CASES. evils, and (6) by the prominence which special needs of the Sabbath-reader; 

XI*V . — PiiEASANT Sunday Mornings, they give to exceptionally good fortune, but this defence was put forward by 
Rex V. Williams^ Johnston^ Thomas^ the winners of large sweepstakes, the several others, though on different 
Robinson, Beetle, Pullborough and salaries and faces of beautiful actresses, grounds. He was asked to say whether, 
Others. and the occasional success of what are in his opinion, a man of average powers 

The hearing of this case was con- known, it appears, as “outsiders,** he is could in the same morning give proper 


Others. 

The hearing of this case was con- 


cluded to-day in the Court of Criminal led to the conclusion that industry, attention to bodily cleanliness, to Divine 
Appeal, thrift and virtue are not worth pursuing Service and to one of his leading articles. 

The Lord Chief Justice, delivering in a world so much governed by in- The witness replied that his leading 
judgment, said : In this painful case calculable chances ; and, in general, that articles were half-way between a cold 
the defendants are the proprietors and the conditions of mind most fostered bath and a religious exercise, and that 
editors of certain Sunday newspapers, by the news of the day are curiosity, this was the place which they occu* 
They were charged at the Old Bailey, cupidity, envy, indignation, horror and pied very fitly in the life of the nation, 
on an information laid by the Sunday fear. I have here four or five columns ex- 

Society, with certain offences under the Whatever may be desirable or per- tracted from one of these articles (Ex- 
Sunday Observance Act, 1&77 — an Act mitted upon a week-day, it is argued hibit A). It is headed The Cataclysm 
of the reign of Charles II., which has by Mr. Haddock that to influence great — Sanity or Surrender? — Disraeli, 
never been repealed* All the defend- numbers of the citizens in this way for the Die-Hard, and the Deluge. It 
ants were found guilty, and they were pecuniary gain on the morning of the begins : — 

sentenced to fines ranging from five Sabbath is clearly contrary to the in- “This week the chiaroscuro of 
hundred thousand to human affairs is col- 

f.wA mniinn 'nmindsi. nr _ I’-r. 


two million pounds, or 
in the alternative to im- 
prisonment for a very 
long time ; and they 
have now appealed on 
the ground that these 
sentences are excessive. 

That the offences 
were committed is not 
seriously disputed. By 
the Act it is laid down 
that 

“ No tradesmen, 
artificers, workmen, 
labourers or other 
person . whatsoever 
shall do or exercise 
any worldly labour, 
business or work of 
their ordinary call- 
ings upon the Lord's, 
Day, or any part 
thereof** 







, 

» 7 V'-' 


%ngs upon the Ijorct's, “ They're putiing Robinson on to bowl. Watch his leg-break." elevating however de- 

Day, or any part AnnUe . ^ It's as bad as a Spanish bull-eight.- pressing® his missages 

thereof** ^ ^ tention of the Act. But evidence was in fact may be. But what is to be 

It was proved to the satisfaction of called to show that there are large said of the witnesses Brvinb and Agate, 
the judge and jury that the accused massesof the population who because of who have admitted in evidence that 
persons have for many years distributed, the existence of the defendants’ journals every Sunday morning, in two columns 
sold and in some cases printed their ignore the news of the world through- or more, they direct the attention of 
newspapers upon the Lord s Day, or out the week and only begin to con- their numerous followers to the perform- 
some part thereof. And it is only sider it at about that time on Sunday ance of stage-plays, the personal appear- 
necsssary for this Court to consider naorning when the bells are summon- ance of actresses, the material rewards 
t^ facts of the case so far as they may ing them to Mattins, from which hour of playwrights and managers, the prob- 
affect the measure of punishment. until the mid-day meal they remain, as lems of sex and other matters whicn are 
; Id was urged in evidence by the very one witness put it, “ embedded’* in the without doubt “ worldly ” within the 
' news. And numerous divines swore meaning of the Act ? 

Mr. Haddock, ^bafc the dissemination* that they expect their largest congrega- And these unfortunately are not the 
ot what IS eaHed “ news is always tions upon Christmas Day, which is worst. There are other papers repre- 
an anti-social and disturbing act; that one of the only two holy days in the sented in that dock which devote a con- 
news consists, as to ninety per cent., year on which no newspapers appear siderable space to accounts of crime and 
or the records of human misfortune, to seduce their flock with the activities criminal proceedings, the past conduct 
unhappiness and wrong-doing, as to of race-horses or the contents of tranks, of pugilists and the future behaviour 
nine per cent, of personal advertise- These are grave charges. And it is of horses; and it was argued for the 
[ ment and as to one per cent, of in- necessary to consider the particular prosecution that the same law which 
s ructive or improving matter ; that the character of the various journals in forbids the subject to witness a play by 
study of the newspapers is harmful to question. The defendant Garvin, who the poet Shakespeare on Sunday even- 
the citizen, because (a) by their insist- appears to possess an unusual com- ing should, protect him in the 

ence upon railway accidents, floods, mand of language, maintained that his morning from the more sensational 
divorces, murders, fires, successful rob- 1 paper, The Ohseiver, was in a class by dramas of the uniei^world. There are 


“This week the chiaroscuro of 
human affairs is col- 
oured full-blooded in 
the tones of madness. 
After Mesopotamia—- 
Manchester. After 
dynes— Catastrophe. 
After Baldwin — 
what? In this journ- 
al we have never con- 
cealed our opinion,” 
etc* 

It was argued by 
Mr. Haddock, I think 
with some force, that 
o'n Sunday morning at 
eleven o*clock no Chris- 
tian Englishman should 
be thinking about Meso- 
potamia or chiaroscuro. 
Yet this writer has at 
least the intention of 
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papers published on Sunday naorning, 
it appears, which many Britons are 
compelled to conceal from their wives ; 
while in other households two copies 
are purchased in order that the read- 
ing of neither spouse may be inter- 
rupted. In these papers an importance 
is attached to crimes of passion which 
neither their number nor their moral 
teaching would seem to justify ; and no 
governess is unwillingly caressed but' 
some representative will be at hand to 
report the proceedings. I am satisfied 
that the purveying of these reports for 
money has not the educational or reli- 
gious purpose which might excuse it ; 
and that it is a “ worldly business 
within the meaning of the Act. 

I see no^ reason why any of the 
sentences should be reduced. These 
papers are not poor papers. On the 
contrary they make no secret of their 
large circulation and extensive influ- 
ence ; and many of them go so far as 
to publish statistical records of their 
sales, glorying in the fact that every 
Sabbath they distract greater numbers 
of His Majesty's subjects from holy 
thoughts than this or that other paper. 
It is in the power of this Court to vary 
sentences either in a downward or 
an upward direction, and the sentences 
of certain of the defendants will be in- 


creased to penal servitude for terms of 
years calculated jpro rata according to 
circulation. The defendant claiming 
the largest circulation will be boiled 
alive, and an order will be made to that 
effeci 

These papers must not be printed 
again. It lias been urged that this 
order will deprive many citizens of their 
weekly entertainment ; but I am satis- 
fied that the needs of the people are 
amply supplied by certain papers which 
are published during the week and 
especially on Wednesdays. The appeal 
must be dismissed. 

Feog, J., and Battee, J., concurred. 
A.P.H. 

Prom contents list of National Geo* 
graphic Magazine : — 

“Amekica’s Debt to the Heh.” 
Featuring Columbus and the egg ? 

** In Dido and JSneaSj ‘ When I am Lady 
Nurse’ was very beautifully rendered by 

Miss — Frovinaial Paper, 

All the same we don't think much of 
her enunciation of “ laid in earth." 

“ The bride had a pink ribbon sash a small 
chopped onion, and serve cold showing through 
the embroidered holes on her silver frock.”. 

Evening Paper, 

We had often wondered what made the 
bridesmaids weep. 


SIX AND OUT. 

{A Street Impression,) 

The pitch was only smooth in^parts ; 

It sank at either crease ; 

And motor-vans and bakers’ carts 
At times disturbed the peace. 

The bowlers found it hard to hit 
The lamp-post’s slender stem ; 

The broader wicket opposite 
Was cleared at 6 p.m. 

It was a keen determined school, 
Unorthodox and free; 

Harsh circumstance oft made the 
rule, 

And not the M.C.O. 

The scorer, seated by the wall, 

Kept up a fire of talk ; 

He was both umpires, crowd and 
all. 

And plied a busy chalk. 

So, standing, musing on the scene, 

I let the moments pass ; 

How well he drove it to the screen. . . . 
And then — the crash of glass ! 

I watched the players as they ran, 
And heard, while yet they fled, 

The loud voice of an angry man, 

The law’s majestic tread. 






THE LOST DIMPLE. 

[“ The dimple is disappearing /’ — Daily Fajger.'] 

When maidens were tender and gentle 
And modest and soft in their ways, 

Which perhaps to the more sentimental 
Are held as desirable traits, 

When they shyly looked up through long lashes 
Or down on the ground when they spoke, 
When they hadn’t learnt overhead smashes 
Or, hardly, to smoke, 

Their skirts were extensive (and frumpish), 
They moved with a delicate grace 
Which developed by nature a plumpish 
Condition of figure and face ; 

That, in short, was the age of the simple, 

The placid, the tame and the meek ; 

It was also the day when the dimple 
Embellished the cheek. 

O damsels so fairily pitted 
With charms of that earlier day, 

Your expression, it must be admitted, 

Was mild in a general way ; 

You were short, it may be, in the keenness 
Your present-day sisters have got. 

But in spite of that seasonal greenness 
You knew what was what. 

The girl of to-day is delightful, 

A creature of infinite charm, 


Though persons inclined to be spiteful 
Eegard her, they say, with alarm ; 

From Victorian modes and Edvardian 

She has passed, be it owned, with a jump 
That allows for the parent or guardian 
Some grounds for the hump. 

The limbs that were sacred from mention 
And only were crossed at the feet 
She displays to an earnest attention 
That finds them remarkably neat ; 

She plays and she works with a vigour 
That fills her admirers with joy, 

And she 's got herself down to a figure 
As slim as a boy. 

But, fair though she is and entrancing 
To calm and unprejudiced eyes 
That observe her when lepping or dancing, 

I doubt, on the whole, if she ’s wise ; 

For her features, I ’m told, have got thinner ; 

The dimple, the chief and the pearl 
Of attractions — and always a winner — 

Is leaving the girl. 

I wouldn’t go back to long dresses 
. On frames that suggest the balloon ; 

I have no sort of taste for long tresses 
Or faces resembling a spoon ; 

The allurement of snood and of wimple 
I firmly and utterly bar; 

But to start running risks with the dimple 

Is going too far. Dum-Dumt, 
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CHARACTER AND INTELLIGENCE. 

“ Have you noticed,*' she asked me 
thoughtfully, ‘‘that when someone has 
made a huge success in life, through 
packing fewer matches in a match-box 
than anyone ever did before, or some- 
thing like that, he always says that his 
success has been due more to character 
than to intelligence ? ” 

“ I should think it *s very likely true,” 
I said even more thoughtfully ; “ a bad 
character is often more of a help than 
even a limited intelligence. The com- 
bination of course is irresistible." 

I *ve just made a great success too,” 
she observed with an abstracted air. 

‘‘And was it,” I inquired, “due to 
character or to intelligence? ” 

“Oh, character,*’ she answered at 
once. “Intelligence is no use at all 
with husbands — simply thrown away 
on them.” 

“'It was Tom, then ? ” I asked sym- 
pathetically. “I heard he had been 
observed standing up to the ofl5ce-boy 
this morning, so I thought something 
must have happened. What was it ? ” 

“The Charleston,” she said simply. 
“Ever so long ago he promised me 
ever so faithfully he would go and learn 
it, and yesterday I really got him to go.” 

“ No wonder,” I said admiringly, “ he 
felt equal to the office-boy ; soon he *11 
be ready to talk back to the haughtiest 
typist, such is the confidence that a 
knowledge of the Charleston gives even 
to the humblest. I suppose he *11 often 
dance it now ? ” 

“He can’t dance it more often than 
he has,” she sighed, “That’s why 1 
made him promise to go and learn it.” 

“ Didn’t Be want to ? ” 

“Well, almost every time I asked j 
him he promised quite readily. The 
difficulty was to get him actually to go.” 

“But character won through in the 
end?*” 

“ I suppose perhaps,” she confessed, 
“ that what won in the end was more 
bribery. I told him if he would go that 
very day I would let him off buying me 
a new hat for the smart matinee he 
was taking me to the next afternoon,” 

“Very self-denying. I suppose he 
rather jumped at that ? ” 

“He did indeed — nearly out of his 
chair.” 

“ Ah,” I said cunningly, “ perhaps he 
hadn’t known before about that new 
hat?” 

“ It was the matinee he hadn’t known 
about, otherwise he wouldn’t have been 
surprised about the hat, because of 
course you can’t go to a rather smart 
matin4e in any old thing that ’s been 
out of fashion for days and days, can 
you? Even Tom would adniit that. 
And of course it ’s not a bit of gocd 



Angry 'B-aveller, “What! Two hours to wait for the next train? Where’s 

YOUR waiting-room?” 

Station OfficiaU “Us ain’t got one op our own, Zur. Us shares wi’ Pud- 

LEIGH, THE NEXT STATION,” 


having a new hat if you haven’t simply 
anywhere at all to go to in it, is it ? Even 
Tom admitted he could see that. Any- 
way,” she persisted, “I think it was 
very nice of me to offer to give up a 
new hat I wanted ever so badly and a 
matinee I know I should have enjoyed 
simply so that Tom should have a 
chance to go and learn the Charleston.” 

“ It was,” I agreed, “ And he really 
went? ” 

“ Oh, yes, really and truly. I went 
with him.” 

“A wise precaution.” 

“ It wasn’t that at all,” she said in- 
dignantly, “ I can always trust Tom 
when he really promises — I mean, not 
just when he wants to go on reading 
the paper.” 

“ And was the lesson a success ? ” 

“The lesson? Oh, you see, on the 
way we happened to pass a hat-shop, 
where they really do have the newest, 
loveliest hats you ever saw, and ever so 
cheap.” 


“Yes?” 

“At least we didn’t actually pass 

it , . 

“No?” 

“Tom says it was the cheapest hat 
he ever bought me, if you count what 
he saved on the Charleston lesson, be- 
cause of course there wasn’t time to go 
on there. Do you think it suits me? ” 

“ Admirably,” I declared ; “ and I ’ve 
always held that, if Tom hasn’t got 
much character even for a motorist, at 
least he has lots of intelligence.” 

- B.E.P. 

“ Mr. and Mrs. left by car for Princes 

Eisborough en route for the Isle of Man, where 
the honeymoon will be spent amid further 
showers of confetti .” — Daily Fajper, 

There is no accounting for tastes. 


** It is certain that there will be much weed- 
ing out before the industry finds its legs 
again .” — Weekly Payer, 

It seems to have been letting the grass 
grow over them. 
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A PARIS CROSSING. 

Thebe are two ways of crossing a 
Paris street in safety. One is to take 
a taxi from one side to the other. This 
is an inexpensive method costing about' 
fourpence, including a. generous tip to 
the driver, and is noi likely to lead one 
into trouble. 

The other method requires the spirit 
of adventure and some tact and may 
cost you your life. ' 

Dorothy and I were taking the most 
wonderful child in the world, and the 
most wonderful man of the future (these 
being one and the same) for his daily 
outing in the Luxembourg Gardens. 

I hope there is a policeman at the 
crossing, otherwise it's impossible," 
said Dorothy. 

The Drench look to the future. The 


present generation gets run over ; but 
one baby in a perambulator will hold 
up fifty cars if there is a policeman 
present. , 

There was a crowd of people waiting 
to cross, and one irresponsive gendarme 
in the middle of the road. Suddenly a 
sinister-looking stranger with pointed 
beard and broad-brimmed black felt bat 
made a dart for the pram, seized it from 
Dorothy's grasp and wheeled it quickly 
from the pavement into the road. 

Up went the gendarme's baton; a 
tram, three auto-buses, and seven or 
eight taxis apparently turned to stone, 
and a stream of pedestrians poured from 
each side-pavement. . 

Dorothy, gave one British yell. I 
gave another. We pushed and fought 
our way through the crowd. Panting 
and hysterical we reached the Luxem- 


bourg side asthestrangerbrisklypushed 
the perambulator on to the pavement, 
. and once more the trafQc closed in and 
continued its devastating way. 

He turned to Dorothy, lifted his 
broad-brimmed hat, described a graceful 
semi-circle with it as he deeply bowed, 
and in careful English made his apology. 

“ Pardon me, Madame, but I have an 
appointment of importance at this hour. 
It was necessary that I should cross the 
road." 

He had, chosen the alternative. Oi 
course a taxi would be more than four- 
pence to him, as no doubt his income is 
in francs. . 

GARDEN PESTS. 

I. — The Gabdenee. 

Of pests by which the garden 's curst 
The Gardener is the very worst. 

The humble worms can scarce abide 
The man's intolerable pride, 

Dor no one in the place but he 
Assumes infallibility, 

I 'm always right and you are wrong " 
Is still the burden of his song. 

The vegetables I like best 
He blights with hate. Those I detest, 
The parsnip and the kidney-bean, 

He fosters and keeps ever green ; 

While gooseberries to boil for jam 
Are thrust on me ad ndmeam. 

But “ I can grow the things you can't " 
Is still the onotif of his chant. 

He grudges me the fiowers I pick, 

I His gloomy visage makes me sick ; 

He treats me like a trespasser 
And watches to make sure I err, 

To note my failings in a book 
And pierce me with a scornful look ; 
Dor “I grow wiser every day " 

Is still his constant roundelay. 

Some day I'll slay the man, I know, 
With rake or spade I 'll lay him lov7 ; 
Amidst the stems of artichoke 
I 'll make bis grave, and for a joke, 
When he is buried there unseen, 

I 'll plant on him a kidney-bean ; 

Then joyfully I 'll lift my song — 

‘‘Now, Gardener, who is in the wrong ? " 
================ W.M.L. 

The Gf^rowth of Rhapsody in the 
Mercantile World. 

“ For him also there is waiting among these 
shoes on© which will be a shoe to his mind, 
a shoe also to his eye.” — '8hoema7{er*s Advt, 


“Social Life of Scotland in the 18th Century, 
2 vols., 1899-1900, 8vo, a trifle loose" 

We fear so. Sookseller’s Catalogue. 


“ Locum Tenens, July 19bh to July 24, or 
part. Comfortable house, Garage. Garden 
produce ; coal ; light ; fishing and golf near. 
Delightful country party : two only,” 

Advt, m Provincial 
Much the best numb^. 
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I- rvo cr M C in. c n A D 1 I A ivn cr M-r a bitter charge to hurl at any Gov- salaries and expenditure of the Scottish 

ESSENCE Ur PARLiAIVIENT. eminent, but it was tempered by some Board of Agriculture. 
Monday,May9th,^QirKvBTE'iiisi^QBks uncertainty as to what exactly had Mr. Tom Johnston made it clear that 
with an added dignity nowadays that occurred. Had the peasantry merely in his view the scandal of the century 
may inoffensively be ascribed to the become fretful and effete, or had it, was that there was no inducement for 
imposing appearance of his portrait in while remaining contented and virile, the Scots to stay in Scotland. One is 


the Eoyal Academy. Eemembering the 
decorative quality of the apparel in 
which he there figures, he very natur- 
ally finds it difficult to accommodate 
his style to the ordinary standards of 
a trousered and ungartered House. 

In answer to a question by Lieut.- 
Oommander Kenwoethy about British 
policy in China, the Eoeeion Segee- 
TABY declared that ** within four days 
after the date of Mr. Ghen*s reply the 
united N ationalist Government in South 
China no longer existed, and Mr. Chen 
and his notes represented little more 
than himself and his personal opinions. 
Henolonger spokef or Nationalist China 
or for the Kuomintang party.” 

Pointing out that the question of 
reparations would be left in abeyance 
until there was a stable Government to 
deal with, Sir Austen added dramati- 
cally, So far as punishment is con- 
cerned, those in high places responsible 
for the Nanking outrages have been 
punished with a promptitude and a com- 
pleteness unusual in human affairs.” 

Colonel Day’s motto, like that of 


always in some doubt whether this is a 
1 MM liiBlh ^Jiu_ grievance or whether the wily Scot 

is ti'ying to make the Saxon believe 
that he does not like leaving his glens 
straths to become an editor or a 
bank manager elsewhere. Mr. Haedib 
V / complained that even Scottish oats now 

migrated to Germany to be milled before 
\ being sold in London. Mr. Weir an- 

nounced, not without a ring of pride in 
his voice, that Highlanders did not be- 
/ p I \ MB existing Land Laws and had 

1 I V no respect for them. Sir John Gilmour 

ppudf \ replied to the numerous points raised, 

and proved to his own satisfaction, if to 
rW^\ M nobody else’s, that everything is for the 

V better, if not actually for the best, in 

\ \ the most virile and contented of all pos- 

■ I T^iesday, May 10th . — Next to be- 

friending (or attacking) plovers, rooks, 
rabbits and other small deer, the best i 
_ . thingtheHouseof Lordsdoesisbeseech- 

■---^ riiulnTP^^ ingtheGovernmenttopractiseeconomy. 

“LUMINOUS CONSTABULARY.” The Government's champions in the 

Sir W. Jotksok-Hicks “®,J®®® i>“Pressive in 

their enorts to paint the Administration 
migrated to the more productive glens as the apotheosis of higgling parsimony. 


— ^ in 1 '! In' ^ 

‘LUMINOUS CONSTABULARY. 
Sir W. Joynson-Hicks 


Bihki TiJchi, is ‘‘Go and find out!” migrated to the more productive glens as the apotheosis of higgling parsimony. 
Bihki Tikki] you remember, searched and straths of Whitehall, Fleet Street Let them hear no more of economy 
bath-rooms and melon - patches, but andCornbill? One caught a hint from fromtheLabourParty I exclaimed Lord 
Colonel Day just pops down to the the further statement that, as one stood Salisbury rather petulantly. It was 
House of Commons, where they will tell amid the aforesaid glens and straths of not however from the Labour Party, 
him almost anything he wants to know. Scotland and looked about one, the only but from Lprd Midlbton, that he had 
To-day Mr. Guinness told him there things nob affected by decay were the heard it. Lord Arnold, ib is true, had 
had only been twenty-three gone and thrust his oar in. 


cases of foot-and-mouth 
disease since the beginning 
of the year, and the Home 
Secretary informed him 
that devices for making 
traffic- policemen luminous 
at night had not been found 
satisfactory. As we are a 
progressive lot the difficul- 
ties will no doubt be over- 
come and we shall have a 
Bill in Parliament requiring 
all traffic-policemen to be 
iithalf-an-hour after sunset. 

Having disposed of these 
momentous questions, the 
House disposed itself to 
discuss Scottish Estimates, 
That is to say, the Sassenaohs 
took themselves off and the 
Gaels girded themselves for 
the wordy fray. Mt. Mac- 
PHERSON, who opened the 
attack, charged the Govern- 
ment with failing to “main- 
tain a contented and virile 
peasantry in the glens and 
straths of Scotland.” This 



i) 

ki'"’-' 


THE PESSIMIST AND THE OPTIMIST (Scottish Style). 
Mr. Ian Macpherson and Sir John Gilmour. 


gone and thrust his oar in, 
declaring that Lord Midle- 
ton’s proposals (which Lord 
Salisbury found “ interest- 
ing ”) would only save a few 
hundred thousand paltry 
pounds, whereas the Bank 
of England was charging the 
Government for its services 
more than the total cost of 
the Treasury, the Home 
Office, the Colonial Office 
and the Foreign Office all 
put together. In 1918, on 
the protest of a sub-com- 
mittee of the National Ex- 
penditure Committee, the 
Bank had high-mindedly 
reduced its charges by about 
fifty per cent. Now they 
were up again about a quar- 
ter of a million, so why not 
have another sub-commit- 
tee and try for another re- 
duction ? 

Lord Salisbury did not 
rush to the rescue of the 
Bank of England. Neither 
did any other noble Lord. 
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Lord Arnold \Yas told, rather testily, 
that the Labour Party does not care 
twopence for economy, so why (one 
inferred) should Lord Arnold worry 
whether the Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street overcharges or not ? Lord Buxton 
said the Government had promised to 
reduce expenditure by ten millions a 
year and had not done it. Lord Salis- 
bury said it was not a definite promise, 
but a hope which had been falsified. 
Their lordships went on hoping until 
six o*clock and then gave it up. 

In the House of Commons Mr. 
TnuRTLE asked if the Stevenson rub- 
ber restriction scheme had not ‘^en- 
abled the Dutch rubber producers to 
expand.” The Minister replied in effect 
that it had enabled our own producers 
to expand from a position of complete 
deflation. ‘ ^ 

Public business found the House dis- 
cussing in Committee on Civil Esti- 
mates the various activities of the 
Minister op Transport. Colonel 
Ashley, in asking for the vote, seemed 
to be taking a sad farewell of the House 
on behalf of the about-to-be*-deceased 
,Ministr57, and touched lightly but with 
deep appreciation upon its manifold 
triumphs. 

The task of congratulating the Min- 
ister on his swan-song was appropri- 
ately undertaken “by Mr. Gosling. 
Lieut.-Ool. Howard Bury spoke of 
trees, like Solomon, but not with the 
same botanical insight. Major Craw- 
FURD said it was a crime to have 
allowed Oxford Circus to be rebuilt on 
exactly the same site. His idea, one 
gathered, is that a Circus that does not 
keep moving is unworthy of the name. 

Wednesday, May This day saw 
the Government handsomely defeated 
in the House of Lords on the question 
of whether a pledge had been given to 
Southern Irish loyalists in connection 
with Irish Land Purchase. It also saw 
the Government treating the vote with 
complete indifference. 

Only a few mild splutterings from 
the Labour Benches marred the even 
tenor of one of the most tedious de- 
bates in history, in which the Opposi- 
tion, led by Sir Henry Slessee, sought 
to establish that Clause 1 of the Trade 
Disputes Bill substantially changes the 
existing law, and the Government sup- 
porters, rallied by Sir Douglas Hogg, 
stoutly maintained that it merely re- 
stated unambiguously v;hat the law 
was already. Sir John Simon said that 
whether it changed the law or not, and 
not everybody agreed with him that it 
did not, the Amendment, which pro- 
posed to preface Clause 1 with the 
words, '^Por the purpose of removing 
doubts,” seemed pretty harmless. 
Harmless or not, it was defeated, after 


the Closure had been moved, just before 
8.15, when Mr. Adamson called attention 
to the possibilities of the scientific treat- 
ment of coal. His motion advocated, 
at the tail end of it, the ^‘unification 



“HOPE” (DEFEBRED) 
(After (?. JF, TFlirrs), ”■ 
Lord Salisbury. 


of coal ownership under public owner- 
ship ” — “ a dose of good red pepper,” 
the Minister op Mines called it — and 
was heartily defeated, but not until the 
Duchess of Atholl bad given an illumi- 
nating account of what the Department 
of Scientific and Industrial Eesearch was 



ANOTHER HOMING BIRD. 

Sir Sydney Henn (Blackburn Rover] 

RETURNS TO THE ROOST. 


doing in this connection, and especially 
in regard to experiments in the lique- 
faction of coal. 

The House then proceeded to resume 
its deliberations on the Trade Disputes 
Bill, and made sonae progress with a 
Unionist amendment to the effect that 


only the instigators of a general strike, 
and not the participating rank and file,' 
should incur criminal liability. 

Thursday, May 12th — It looked this 
afternoon as if the House was beginning 
to get really interested in the Trade 
Disputes Bill. If interest ripens into 
affection, as lady-novelists say, the two 
years or so which it will take to get the 
Bill through the Committee stage, if the 
present rate of progress is maintained, 
may easily become ten. ’ 

It all arises out of the question as to 
how, if at all, a general strike is to be 
defined. To that problem the House 
threatens to return again and again. It 
returned to it yesterday afternoon on 
Captain O’Connor’s Amendment, which 
is designed to omit the rank and file — 
the men who home out* on strike when 
ordered, but take no further part in the 
proceedings— from the penal provisions 
of the Bill. The Amendment was de- 
feated, but not until Captain O’Connor 
bad offered to withdraw it, the Attor- 
ney-General having agreed to insert a 
proviso which would achieve the object 
sought by the Amendment. 

Now came Sir John Simon’s Amend- 
ment, which sought to substitute his 
definition of a general strike for that 
contained in the Bill, and the House 
hurled itself into the legal fray with un- 
abated abandon. All, that is to say, 
except Mr. Sexton, who thanked God 
he had not a legal mind, and hoped that, 
as the lawyers seemed to be falling out, 
honestpeople would come into their o w n . 

^ x^t about half-past eleven the Opposi- 
tion made an effort to Eeport Progress, 
but the Chancellor op the Exchequer 
said they must really make some pro- 
gress. If in the course of the next few 
hours. . . . 

Friday, May 18th — So on they went. 
Something like three hundred Member^ 
stayed on to the bitter end, and the 
Strangep’ Gallery was brightened by 
some fair women and brave men who 
had apparently asked the taximan to 
take them to a night club, without 
specifying which. The vexed question of 
what was or was not or would or would 
not or should or should not be a general 
strike continued to occupy all present ; 
but a lighter motif was supplied by 
Mr. J ACK J ones, who entered the House 
with Mr. Storry Deans’ top hat, but, 
on the latter protesting, made the 
amende honorable with an ample grace. 
At twenty minutes to four the House 
went home to bed, having in the course 
of some eighteen hours’ debate removed 
the word “ besides ” from sub-section 1. 
About half-a-dozen Amendments were 
wiped from the head of the Order Paper, 
but a still larger number had in the 
meanwhile attached themselves to the 
tail-end. 


HELLAS AT HOME 

Henry, your greetings have reached me fco-day from the 
Argo, 

Brought me a whiff of the wonder and magic of Greece, 
Whither you 're bound, with your party of pundits for 
cargo, 

Seeking like Jason a Gold (but less perilous) Fleece. 

Well, I am with you in spirit ; in fancy I follow 
Daily your doings in Hellas (and probably Crete) ; 
Dream of you tracing the footprints of Phoebus Apollo, 
Tracking the goat-footed god to his sylvan retreat. 

Tempo you talk of ? But here is our Epping to vie with it ; 

Mark through this lattice of leafage the sun-god aglow ; 
Listen to Pan at his piping, and Zephyr to sigh with it, 
Down by the reeds of the rill where they toss to and 
fro. 

Bnna ? Than these can its posies be possibly sweeter, 
Pale forest blooms with the shimmer of Orient pearls ? 
See, there 's a smile once again on the face of Demeter ; 
Laughing Persephone 's back with her garlanded girls. 

Naxos? So, too we’ve* the Frothblowers’ Anthem to 
rack us — 

Hark to those Bassarids chanting its strains in the 
wood ; 

No Ariadne I see^ but I guess this is Bacchus 
Putting the finishing-touch to my classical mood. 

So, while you revel afar in Arcadian rapture, 

Though I ’m unable to share in your scholarly fling. 
Something akin to your gladness I too may recapture 
Here mid the pageant and glca 7 of England in Spring. 


THE LITTLE CHILDREN OF CHAILEY. 

The Festival Dinner and Dance in aid of the Heritage 
Craft Schools and Homes for Cripples at Chailey, in Sussex, 
will take, place on Wednesday, May 26th, at the Savoy 
Hotel ; Chairman, the Bishop of London, Last year the 
same Chairman announced two anonymous gifts, one for a 
building, now just completed, to provide a new workshop 
and a remedial gymnasium, and one for the purchase of 
the land on which stand the “Kitchener Huts,” and of 
the famous windmill that marks the centre of Sussex. 
Apart from these specific gifts, the proceeds of the Dinner 
amounted to some £1,500, and it is hoped that more will 
be raised this year, to meet a new need arising from the 
special provision that is now being made for tiny crip- 
pled children under five — a development authorised by 
the Ministry of Health. Some of the little white cots have 
already come and their cheery occupants are being cared for. 

In face of a heavy debt the good work of looking after 
crippled children, of healing them by the latest methods of 
heliotherapy, of teaching them useful crafts and sending 
them out to suitable employment in all parts of the world, 
is being bravely carried on.' * 

Chailey, as Mr. Punch’s readers know well by now, is one 
of his favourite charities, and he takes leave to make a 
personal appeal for this most attractive of causes. Contri- 
butions to the Chairman’s List will be gratefully welcomed by 
Mrs. C. W. Kimmins, the Founder, or by Miss A. C. Bennie, 
the Hon. Treasurer, at the Heritage Craft Schools, Chailey, 
Sussex. .. 

“Antliony Trollope lived in Irdand more or less continnonsly for 
the ten years from 1841 to 1851 as a post-office inspector. There his 
liking for the people grew into a stable love ,” — Canadian Paj^r, 

This often happens to Englishmen in Ireland. 
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VERY MOVING PICTURES, 

[According to the Press “ It is proposed to introduce films into the 
curi’] culum of certain schools . ”] 

Then I was born too soon ; my schooling finished ; | 
Dull and abused I trod the weary track ; 

Each term my interest in Greek diminished, 

My Latin grew more slack. 

Less likely would my work have been to bore me 
And more approving my reports had been, 

If they had had the sense to flick before me 
The Classics on the screen. 

Picture Andromeda, most sad of ladies, 

Chained to the rock, the dragon drawing near, 

And how the dragon would be sent to Hades 
By Douglas Fairbanks’ spear. 

Think of Bucephalus, who would refuse a 
Saddle and bridle with such vicious kicks, 

Or Pegasus, winged offspring of Medusa, 

• Mastered by Tommy Mix, 

Imagine Charlie Chaplin slyly crawling 
Prom Polyphemus* cave beneath the ram, 

And think how, when he beard the Sirens calling, 

He would not care a damn. 

Fancy the Greeks, when Troy at last was captured, 
Making a conflagration of the place 

All because Paris had been so enraptured 
By Gloria Swanson’s face. 

Imagine Troy in flames and the devotion 
With which John Barrymore would save his sire, 


And Mary Pickford regist’ring emotion 
On Dido’s funeral pyre. 

Picture how Coriolanus, when entreated 
By little Marcius to stay his arm 
And not to march on Eome, would be defeated 
By Jackie Ooogan’s charm. 

Think of the Capitol aroused to tackle 
The stealthy Gauls ascending to break in, 

Not by the sacred geese’s warning cackle 
But barks of Ein-Tin-Tin. 

Not only might my tasks have been more pleasant 
If taught upon this admirable plan, 

But, sated young, I should not be at present 
A spendthrift movie fan. G. B. 

How to Attract a Congregation. 

“ f Address will be Delivered by Mr. (of London). Subject- 

Let not Your Heart be troubled.* No collection.**— Jt'aper, 


Of a recent business merger : — 

two stores,* said Mr. , * are in effect complimentary, 

and the one will give publicity to the other.* *’— l^a^er. 

The right spirit in which to approach the question of 
mutual publicity. 

Helen of ^py plays axe rare, and if there are better lines in the 
new one than the hne Marlowe puts into Helen’s mouth in ‘ Dr. 

fhe face which launched a thousand ships ? 

Mr. Uean s author is a Evening Paper. 

Eelm (powdering her nose ) : “ It ’s not the face it used to be. 
i seem to have lost that sehool-girl complexion.” 
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THE FASCINATION OF NfOAHAGUA. 

CoNTiNUiKG my series of travel 
sketches calling attention to lovely but 
little-known lands, I now turn to the 
Eepublic of Nicaragua. 

It has been calculated that the volume 
of English ignorance about Nicaragua 
is only rivalled by that about Costa Bica, 
Guatemala, Honduras and Ecuador, and 
is almost equal to the volume of water 
that hurls itself momently over the 
Nicaragua Falls. 

The bitterness engendered by Nicar- 
agua’s war with Great Britain in 1848 
has long since been soothed by Time the 
great healer and swept away from our 
minds, but miach harm has been done of 
late to this plucky little republic by the 
decision of the Boyal Literary Society, 
taken in 1897, thsbt Nicaragua jaguar 
constitute a Cockney rhyme inadmissible 
to the better-class magazines and the 
more, expensive periodicals. • 

The case of Thomas Wappitt, who 
was expelled both from the Athenaeum 
and from Boodle’s in 1902 for breaking 
this rule will be fresh in our readers’ 
minds, and, although in The Aztec Maid^ 
which ran for fourteen months at Daly’s 
in 1911-12, a choir of thirty-five local 
damsels, standing on one leg and point- 
ing one finger at the hero, gave vent to 
the remarkable lines : — 

“ Why did you pounce on my heart 
In the forests of old Nicaragua ? 
Kindljr depart 1 
A deceiver thou art, 

Jimmy, the gentleman jaguar,” 

the precedent of pre-war musical 
corne^ is of no value beside the con- 
sidered verdict of literature. 

Those who would cite against me the 
decision of The Sunday Record to grant 
a prize in its fifty-first Limerick com- 
petition to the verse : — 

“ There was a young lady of Nicaragua 
Who went fora ride on a jaguar, 

And dolefully cried 
As she came back inside, 

‘ Oh lor I What a meat-eating nag you are I ^ ” 

must remember that a public protest 
against the award, not only on the 
ground of plagiarism, but also of caco- 
phony, was signed by Sir Harey Lau- 
der, Mr. Gordon Selfeidge and 
Senator W. B. Ybats. 

For good or ill, however, smiling 
little Nicaragua, the staple food of 
whose people is maize, has formed a 
part of the Central American Eepublic 
since 1895, is divided from Honduras 
by the Eiver Wanks, abounds’ with 
terrific beetles, and returns repre- 
sentatives to the League of Nations at 
Geneva, None, if any, are more popular 
in that international hayen of goodwill, 
and far from unimportant is the fertile 
though irregularly-shaped country they 
represent. Wb^. traveller who has 



. Bhssfully tmccnscious Lady (showing caller over neiu hoim). “And this is oce aroLLY 

LITTUE . BATHROOM. My HUSBAND SIMPLY LIVES HERE I ” 


visited the longitudinal depression filled 
by Nicaragua’s principal lakes (stretch- 
ing for a distance of a hundred-and- 
fifteen mile's) can fail to have been 
struck by the possibilities of aquatic 
transport latent in these tremendous 
water-ways as well as by their more 
immediate use in alleviating the fiery 
aguardiente of the mid-day meal ? 

Nicaragua in the morning 1 Nicaragua 
at noon! Nicaragua in the eventide I 
Nicaragua, home of the mosquito! 
Nicaragua whose principal mountains 
attain elevations of four thousand and 
five thousand fee-t above sea -level! 
Nicaragua, overrun by the Spaniards 
in 1522 and by lava in 1836 ! Charm- 
ing playful Nicaragua! . , . 


What are the. main impressions that 
stamp thee,, little Nicaragua, on the 
traveller’s imagination as he .tours 
through thy pleasant hills and plains ? 
Coffee, cocoa, sugar, cotton, rice, indigo 
and a great variety of tropical fruits ? 
All these, yet something more. The rich- 
ness of thy mountain spurs in minerals, 
including coal, copper, antimony, quick- 
silver, zinc and lead? These too. Avista 
of thy large herds of cattle, bred and 
reared on the extensive plains of the 
centre and east? Undoubtedly yes. The 
long panorapaa of thy forests of mahog- 
any, rosewood, logwood, bogwood, dog- 
wood and numerous other trees ? Ay 
verily. Yet over and above these some- 
thing surely,, more. Gentle little Nicar- 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Mat 18, 1927. 


agua, once the scene of so many quiet diav pretencesthat she is married and happy, 

domestic revolutions, is at peace no Al iHt PLAY. became a little monotonous to see 

longer. She cannot conduct her politics *'The Blue Tbain” (Bbince of Lord Antony pretending that the ob- 
withoutthe interference of the American Wales*). viously adoring Eileen was not for him, 

marine. I think that The Blue Tram (book but he did it very charmingly and sang 

Gone are the days when the Nicar- by Mr. Eeginald Arkell and Mr. with an easy tact and mournfulness; 
aguan, meditating proudly on the im- Dion Titeebadge, after Mr. Alfred while, as I have said, it was always 
mense output of Ometepec, could charge GRUNWALDandMr. Walter STEiN—and jolly to see, and almost as jolly to hear, 
his gun for the next change of Govern- lively enough ; music, with a memor- Miss Elsie. 

ment untroubled by fears of that great able catchy tune or two, by Mr. Egbert There were plenty of diversions 
SisterEepublic to the north. The jaguar Stolz; production by Mr. Jack Hul- adapted for cruder, less sentimental 
still wanders in the jungle. Thetaran- bert; alps, chMets, Cresta runs, train souls (like mine). Mr. Bobby Howes 
tula sings as of yore. But there is some- and C6te d’Azur by Messrs. Brunskill is a comedian of something like genius, 
thing lost from Nicaragua. ^ and Lyndhurst) will be chiefly re- working with facial grimace, bodily 

The low coast-belt, lined with salt markable for the fact that it brings contortion and agile eccentric step 
lagoons, seems to the casual eye of the charming Miss Lily Elsie back to her rather than words. His demonstration 
tourist unaltered. Indeed it actually is. spiritual home. Her beauty has been of the fundamental perversities of the 
Thepublicrevenue, derived principally I enriched by time and life and makes ski attached to the feet of a novice would 
from snirits, tobacco 


from spirits, tobacco 
and gunpowder, re- 
mains, so far as he can 
discover, much as erst. 
But the independence 
of Nicaragua has fled. 
The sinister paw of 
financial concessions 
has irreparably twined 
itself round her neck, 
like the tendril of some 
poisonous tropical plant. 
Hegemony in a Central 
American federation is 
rapidly giving place to 
agrimony in a pan- 
American league — I 
meant to say to alimony 
in a pan- American alli- 
ance. How comes this 
about ? What is Presi- 
dent CooLiDGE doing in 
the Caribbean Sea ? Is 
Mexico involved ? Has 
Costa Eica spoken ? Is 
Guatemala mute? What 
Laocoon-like nexus of 
mercantile interests is 
swamping these Latin 
republics in its alluvial 








WINTER SPORTS DEPARTMENT. 

Lord Antony Stowe Mr. Arthur IMargetson. 

Josejphine Jones Miss Cicely Debenham. 

Freddy Boyce Mr. Bobby Howes. 

Eileen Mayne " . . . . Miss Lily Elsie. 


have made a tortoise 
laugh. He may need 
the attentions of Sir 
Herbert Barker be- 
fore The Blue Train 
reaches the terminus. 

Miss Cicely Deben- 
ham, who is an engaging 
droll, put the best of her 
into a gravity-removing 
exhibition of a conductor 
of community singing. 
The young ladies of the 
Chorus stepped bravely 
and carried off the busi- 
ness of looking likely in 
Lord Antony' s company 
more successfully than 
their opposite numbers 
the gentlemen of the 
same. Mr. Jack Eaine 
grinned affably through- 
out the piece as the Hon. 
Harold Green. He had 
little else to do. 

^ Miss Bessie Hay, a 
vivacious young lady, 
with limbs of steel and 
joints of india-rubber, 
danced like an incarnate 


grip? . That is what I want to know. ' the la^^ type look just a littlp [ marionette, and warswung^^b^^^ 

f ^ Her grace of movement stage by her gymnast ’bf a partner, Mr. 

SfS •? ^ watch, and, 8m TKicBX.ln a most inLman and 

Ireatjr of 1916 was confirmed by the if her voice hasn’t quite the same awesome manner. 

confident ring and range,. it is still AsabeU-voicedyoungladysaidbe- 
sweetness is much to the hind me, “I shouldn't like to be one of 
dentDiAZ the right to win a revolution point, for The Blue Train positively those highbrows who can’t eniovthis 
withontsideassistanceatterhavingbeen drips with honey. Eileen (Miss Elsie)' kind of thing." All the flowers ol 
m^ifestly beaten in the first round? . and iord Antony Stowe (Mr. Aethur Solomon’s in all their glory were heaped 

memlvSSSrnSSthr'v* ^7® parted in anger three upon the stage to welfome the herome 

merely Staying m Nicaragua for the sake years before. Lord Antony \b rnoMdi — of the evening a verv characteristic 

of the tapir-shootingmay ask innocently; which is to say pig-headed. ' Eileen, London greet! » t^^a rmeSed 
yet pertinently enough. But he receives, being a little old-fashioned, cannot favourite.^ " remembered 

no answer save the low Sigh of the alii- exactly come and propose. But she can ^ 

gator in the swamp and the distant howl invent a characteristic musical-comedy Terror *’ (Lyceum). 

-Much® f tfie chivalrous and Mr. Edoae Wallace has certainly 

f7fw 1 1 yo«“g nobleman to go through a mastered the art of mass-production of 

marriage to prevent a non- novels, plays, criticisms,^ articles of 
•the f!nrl existent imcle of hers from finding out virtue and whatnot. One cannot but 

hflli W = H Nicaragua that she has been taking five thousand suspect him of having capably organ- 

I have been satisfaot only- solved. Evob. pounds a year from him under the false j ised a factory where skilled arLans of 
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the Amalgamated Society of Ghosts 
put in a hectic eight-hour day. Which 
reminds me to ask Attoeney- 

Genebal: If the A.S.G, struck at the 
same time as the Associated Devils, 
y/ould this be an illegal strike ? Surely 
if half one hears is true such a concerted 
moyement would be a desperate blow 
at the Government and the Law, to say 
nothing of the Fourth Estate. 

This by the way. The Temr — as 
my artist colleague aptly suggested, 
it might as well have been called “ The 
Neck-Wringer,’* the principal villain be- 
ing a specialist in strangling — is well up 
to sample and is adapted with a nice 
judgment to the theatre in which it is 
presented. At the Lyceum we like to 
run lightly up and down the scale of 
emotion, laughing at a joke this 
minute, holding our breath against 
an impending horror the next, swiftly 
recovering to sympathise with the 
heroine in love, cheerfully suspecting 
everybody in turn, happy when virtue 
is rewarded and villainy punished. 

The Terrm' is in fact a cruder business 
than The Binge7% but not crude in any 
sense that implies incompetence. On 
the contrary, Mr. Wallace knows his 
ger^re. His invention does not fail him, 
his jokes induce laughter, his character- 
isation is more plausible than is usual. 
Perhaps he is just a little too arbitrary 
in his handling of disguises. If 
he wants the characters to re- 
cognise each other they do so; 
if he doesn’t they just don’t; 
which makes it a little too easy 
for him and a little too difficult 
for us. His passion for under- 
ground chambers is unabated. 

That tender thought for others 
which is the badge of all my tribe 
prevents me from giving away 
our author’s recipe for this par- 
ticular dish. But here are some 
of the ingredients : a mysterious 
priory with the ghost of a hooded 
monk ; a monk’s tomb ” in the 
grounds, a ‘‘monk’s door” in the 
drawing-room an organ that 
plays weirdly in the night; 
stealthy steps, shrieks, shots, 
strangulations and stabbings at 
frequent intervals; an exceed- 
ingly worried Colonel who runs 
the priory as a (rather unlikely) 
boarding-house ; an amiable old 
entleman-boarder who is pro- 
ably the mas ter- criminal; a 
drunken young man who is pro- 
bably the master - criminal ; a 
sinister butler who, on third 
thoughts, is probably the master- 
criminal; the Colonel’s pretty 
daughter ; an elderly lady,- apert 
young daughter, blunt men from 
“ Th§ Yard ” to photograph and 


remove corpses; two ex-convicts who 
are hot on the track of the dirty dog 



THE HOLY TEREOE. 

William Goodman . . IIb,. Felix Aylmer. 
Marij Bedmayne . . . Hiss Mary Glynxe. 

who, sharing their crime in scooping 
three hundred thousand pounds from the 


Megantic, had sold them to the police 
ten years ago. They want his blood and 
the balance. This heartening sum (Mr. 
Wallace is never stingy in these little 
matters) is in specie, not bullion, so 
that it may pour cheerfully through the 
chink in the wall when the dagger of the 
villain at bay misses the hero’s breast 
and hits the chapel. 

An engaging affair. Mr. Dennis 
Neilson-Tebry, the producer, is to be 
congratulated on a very slick and plau- 
sible piece of work. He was also ex- 
tremely entertaining as the drunken 
young man. The acting was uniformly 
sound. It found the right compromise 
between an improbable fidelity to life 
and a too obvious crudity — a balance 
not so easy to maintain. Mi\ John E. 
Turnbull’s SujgtrHallich seemed to 
me particularly a very good piece of 
work. Mr. Felix Aylmer’s odd old 
gentleman, Mr. Feanklyn Bellamy’s 
Golo7iel, Mr. Henry Carlisle’s Butler, 
Mr. Tarver Penna’s soapy, and Mr. 
Jack Bligh’s surly, convict, Mr. Eoy 
Langporu’s Det.-Sergt., Miss Lena 
Maitlanb’s elderly lady, connoisseur 
of murder, Miss Gwen Wyndham’s 
Vero7zica (her pert daughter), and Miss 
Mary Glynnb’s Mary (the appealing 
heroine) — all these characters were 
alive and likely enough in their queer 
medium. And we simply ate the thing 
up. , T. 

How to Apply for a Job. 

Extract from letter to a Gov- 
ernment department in India ; — 

“Most Honoured Sir, — Under- 
standin^ that there are several hands 
wantedin your Honour’s Department, 
I beg to offer you my hand. As to my 
adjustments I appeared for the Matri- 
culation examination at Ooty hut 
failed, the reason for which I shall 
describe. To begin with my writing 
was illegible, this was due to climatic 
season, for, I having come from a 
warm in a cold climate, found my 
fingers stiff and very disobedient to 
my wishes. Further I had received 
a great shock to my menial system in 
the shape of the death of my only 
fond brother. Besides, most Honoured 
Sir, I beg to state that I am in very 
uncomfortable circumstances being 
the sole means of support of my fond 
brother’s seven issues, the latter being 
the bain of my existence owing to 
my having to Support two of my own 
wives as well as their issues of which 
by God’s misfortunes the feminine 
gender predominates.’^ 


‘ “ Fear that a plot or story will be 
stolen is absurd in the extreme. If 
it is good enough to he pirated it is 
good enough to be accepted — ^Mary to 
cover them in a bin with dry threshed 
oats.”— Taper, 

Mary’s plan is ingenious; but 
what’s ,the matter with the 
wastepaper-basket ? 



THE BUTLER WHO HAD THE DOOR OPENED 
FOR HIM. 

Cotton Mr. Henry Carlisle. 

Ferdinand Fane .... Mb. Dennis Neilson-Terry. 
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SHOULD NOVELISTS TRAVEL? 

An Epoch-making Symposium. 

As a resnlfe of the repoi’t of the 
Authors’ Board of the Lyceum Club, to 
the effect that first-hand knowledge of 
a subject is superfluous, a meeting of 
novelists was hastily convened and 
held last week at the Authors’ Club, 
to discuss the question whether local 
knowledge was necessary for the laying 
on of local colour. 

Mr. Arnold Bennett, who presided, 
in opening' the discussion observed that 
colour was a vital factor in modern 
life, though personally he had never 
nailed it to his mast and had found his 
best inspiration in the Black Country. 

Sir Thomas Hall Caine in an elo- 
quent speech declared that the most 
chameleonic and kaleidoscopic types of 
humanity might be found within the 
narrowest compass by those who had 
the seeing eye. He himself had found 
a perfect microcosm in the Isle of Man; 
but none the less had deemed it advis- 
able, before writing The White Prophet, 
to visit Khartoum for a few days for 
the purpose of getting at the back of 
the Arab mind, undeterred by the con- 
fession of SirEuDOLP Slatin that he had 
failed to do so in thirty years. He had 
also visited Poland, Eussia and Canada. 
Travel was not only desirable for the 
novelist, as enriching his store of ex- 
periences; it was his duty to make 
himself known to his foreign readers 
and thus promote the comity of nations 
by personal contact. The humblest 
fellah, the most obscure Polish peasant, 
the struggling backwoodsman would die 
happier it he could say, “ I have seen the 
greatest writer of the time.” 

Mr. Compton Mackenzie said that, 
while insularity was to be deprecated, 
there was great virtue in an island 
residence. As Gibbon remarked, con- 
versation might enrich the intellect but 
solitude was the true school for genius. 
Indeed it might be said that “the less 
we flock together the brainier we shall 
be.” But the island should not be too 
large or populous. New Guinea was 
not conducive to longevity; the Falk- 
land Islands, though modest in extent, 
were deninition damp and foggy, and 
Capri, though immortalised by the 
memory of Tiberius, had become vul- 
garised by popularity. He appreciated 
warmth and colour, but they were not 
indispensable for the composition of 
theological romances. 

Mr, P. G. WoDEHOUSE observed that 
he agreed with Euskin in bis remark 
that the purest and most thoughtful 
minds are those that love colour most. 
But the colour which counted most to 
the novelist was not that of description, 
but of dialogue, which grew out of a 


mastery of the colloquial diction of the 
leisured dwellers in London or the great 
American cities. Without this mastery 
it was impossible to penetrate the heart 
of a Goof. Prolonged alternative re- 
sidence on both sides of the Atlantic 
was thus imperatively indicated as the 
surest passport to success. 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle said that in 
his youth he had travelled in the Arctic 
regions and on the West Coast of Africa. 
Travel was a refreshment and recrea- 
tion, but it was rendered unnecessary by 
the boundless extension of spirit con- 
verse, to say nothing of the imminent 
advent of television. He was no enemy 
of colour. Had he not written The 
White Company, The Oreen Flag, Bound 
the Bed Lamp, and A Study in Scarlet ? 
But to-day all the colours of the spec- 
trum were at his disposal without 
leaving his fireside. 

Mr. W. J. Turner regretted that in 
the course of the debate colour had been 
exclusively considered to the neglect of 
the claims of odour, which he had so 
conclusively established in his play The 
Man who Ate the Popomack 

A letter from Mr. Max Beeebohm 
was read, in which he said that the 
English climate was fatal to the free 
play of fancy, and until this defect was 
remedied by the efforts of science he 
could not consider the possibility of 
returning to England. 

Mr. Alfred Noyes, in the course of 
a speech frequently inrerrupfeed by 
vehement protests, was understood to 
say that he was entirely in favour of 
the vast majority of our novelists trav- 
elling in the search of local knowledge 
and local colour as far and as freely as 
possible, in parts of the world infested 
by dangerous animals, poisonous in- 
sects, savage and preferably cannibal- 
istic natives. He therefore urged the 
formation of a League of Eeaders, on 
the basis of that founded under the 
title of “ Clear out the Eeds,” for the 
express purposed deportingallnovelists 
who based their plots on the manners 
and morals prevailing in decadent cities 
or tropical climates. 

When order had been restored a re- 
solution was moved by the Chairman, 
and passed by a large majority, to the 
effect that, while residence on the 
Eiviera for several months each year 
was recommended to promote the cir- 
culation and stimulate the invention of 
best-selling novelists, their permanent 
self-expatriation was to be deprecated 
in the interests of patriotic solidarity. 


“The Arnericaii airship Shenandoah con- 
tains 20 gas cells of cotton cloth., each lined 
with the skin of a goldbeater, a small American 
quadruped .” — Irish Taper, 

Small but exceedingly precious. 


INNOCENT INTOXICATION. 

[Science has now detected the presence of 
alcohol in bread.] 

While several surviving 
Pedestrians averred 
*Twas through his drunken driving 
The accident occurred, 

He faced the Court contritely, 

But claimed that commonsense 
Could not but value rightly 
His adequate defence. 

Correctly their bucolic 
Constabulary swore 
To prove the alcoholic 
Demeanour that he wore ; 

But nonjs the less a blunder 
(Ho pleaded) made them think 
That he was acting under 
The influence of drink. 

His lunch, he claimed with eager 
And pardonable pride. 

Had been distinctly meagre 
Upon the liquid side ; 

But, while he deemed it fitting 
To shun the flowing bowl, 

He did not mind admitting 
He ’d had a second roll. 

Their anger they must soflen 
And let the charges drop ; 

The staff of life was often 
A stimulating prop ; 

And, though from true sobriety 
Admittedly he ’d sunk, 

One could not with propriety 
Consider him as drunk. 

His tale gained small reliance ; 

The Bench, austere and grim, 

Had no belief in science 
And rather less in him ; 

To urge him to repentance 
They sent him where, they said, 
He’d get throughout his sentence 
More water with his bread. 


“ Sound Pony Plat and Planless for Sale.” 

Ad})t. in Trovincial Paper, 

Too many flats are sold with nothing 
but a motor-car nowadays. 


From an article on Auction Bridge 
“It is possible to admire what is good in 
America — as Browning wrote, ‘ We needs must 
love the highest when we see it ’ — without ill- 
judged and ill-balanced attacks on the Port- 
land Club .” — Swiday Taper, 

And without depriving Tennyson of 
his honours. 


“A few weeks ago Sir Austen Chamberlain 
took the correct line, diplomatically speaking, 
when he addressed a communication to the 
Soviet protesting against its persistent propa- 
ganda and threatening a diplomatic rupture if 
it were continued. He received a reply couched 
in insolvent terms.”— Taper, 

This sounds bad for the Eussian Trade 
Agreement. 
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THE DONKEY. 









I SAW a donkej" 

One day old, 

His head was too big 
For Ms neck to hold ; 

His legs were shaky 

\' loose, 

3 ^**S^*Z^ They rocked and staggered p. . t 

weren’ t much use. ^Sc* / 

/I lii \ He tried to gambol ^ 

/ / 11 / wasn’t sure 

M Of the trick of it. 

^ iv hvr Hfs queer little coat 

■ ' , l^'T' ;/'' And curled at his nook 

In a lovely way. 

His face was wistful 
And left no doubt 
That he felt life needed 
Some thinking out. 

So he blundered round 
venturous quest 

V ^ \ Oil ground to rest, 

%i,5^^tr75A^ ^ He looked so little 

'^' weak and slim, 

I prayed the world 

.. Might te good to him. -- 
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PAYME'VT OF BFNErtTS 1' 



f Guv’NOR~rVE BIN OK THE DOLE MORE OR LESS REGLER KAH PER OVER A YEAR; 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(% Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

The newest of Mr. G. K Chesterton’s novels has many 
qualities of the best old ones, bub rather, it strikes me, by 
way of reminiscence than reincarnation. The spirit that 
^imated The Napoleo^i of Noiting Sill reappears in The 
Beturn of Don Quixote (Ohatto and Windxjs) ; but you have 
only to compare the Adam Wayne s.ndi A%cheron Quin oi the 
one with the Michael Seme and Douglas Murrel of the 
other to realise that post-war conditions are on the whole 
unfavourable to Ohestertonian evocations. Seme is the 
new Quixote, Murrel the inevitable Sancho, ‘^our desperate 
dignity and beauty ” and its shadow of caricature. When 
their st<^y opens, theatricals are in progress at a country 
house.^ The aristocratic company is put through its haughty 
paces in the best Disraeli-Mallook manner, with vulgar 
comments from the Son. Douglas Murrel, a political failure 
with a taste for low society. It is Murrel who suggests the 
importation of Braintree, the trade unionist, and Seme 
^he librarian, into the drama ; and Seme who, by refusincf 
to change his mediaeval dress and his mediaeval attitude 
after the play is over, brings about the great social upheaval 
which IS the mainstay of the story. Banntree declines, as 
I suppose he is intended to do, from his initial importance • 

but SancJio-MurrelandQuixote'Sernepvixme their romantic 
course with unchecked gusto, to a characteristic accom- 
pamment of physical rough-and-tumble, mental acrobatics, 
delightful scenery (but not enough of it) and meditative 
passages of insight. To Murrel falls the most amusina 
adventure of all, the rescue of a harmless down-at-heels 


doctor on the point of being shut up for a lunatic, and the 
substitution of the certifying physician for his victim, to 
the entire satisfaction of an ex-medical magistrate, 

^ The short stories in Flies (Mills and Boon) are mostly 
an the pocket-feuilleton vein, which, while she lends it 
humanity and grace, does not commonly evoke the Baroness 
yoN Htjtten s barest qualities. The formula, however, is 
in abeyance throughout ‘‘MacMoses,” a study, almost in 
Mrs. Ewino’s manner and with fully Mrs. Ewxng’s measure 
of pathos, of a small Yiddish slum-dweller with a passion 
for kilts. Save for a thought too sentimental a symmetiw 
shown in its happy ending, I should rate “MacMoses” 
among its writer’s masterpieces. “ Elies,” in spite of its un- 
pleasant title— which I cannot help wishing had nob been 
Allowed to mipepresent the whole book— is a beguiling tale 
of impersonation, A dying woman, parted from her hus- 
band and resolved^ that he shall not have the chance ol 
marrying her old rival, takes steps to ensure a posthumous 
existence. The Tablecloth ” presents a lovable likeness 
of an Italian waiter as well as a cleverly-compound mystery. 
In “ The Christmas Butterfly,” a crook drama, one of the 
predestined pigeons is far more astute and interesting than 
the crooks themselves. » The Borderland Lady ” is the tale 
of a typicM crime ^passionel rather too typically related. 

At Links Cottage” treats of a great actress who involun- 
tarily entertams a great criminal; and in ‘‘Anonymous 
Letters the English colony of a French watering-place- 
observed with praiseworthy malice— is brought to book by 
a super-scandalmonger. ‘‘The Spider”’ relates a grisly 
aspect of a life of cosmopolitan incontinence ; “ The Jesuit’s 
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Story*’ is a tale of Voodoo magic 
practised by an American girl in Eome, 
with characteristic comments by an 
Anglican bishop and a Christian 
Scientist. “ Middle-aged Woman Eat- 
ing an Orange** gives us a credible | 
coda to a murder-trial; and ‘‘Miss 
Larch*s Cat” a mad adventure with a 
conventional victim. 

Theodore Dreiser*& Bister Carrie, 
Issued first in the TJ.S.A. 

And hailed as out of the ordinary, 
Cokstabdb*s hand to us here to-day. 
In Chicago, a fair newcomer, 

Caroline *s no more tasteful than 
To fall forthwith to a dry-goods drum- 
mer 

And then to a top-lot publican, 

Hurstwood he. Having spent his dollars 
(He *s robbed the till and he ’s left his 
wife) 

takes to the boards and collars 
Swift success and the blameless life; 
Eur^twood^s fall, and there’s naught 
that checks it, 

Goes drearily down to all deeps there 
are 

Till, swallowing gas, he achieves his 
exit. 

While Carrie *s hailed as a risen star. 

And that ’s the book — should you ever 
begin it. 

Strong ? You can say that it ’s such 
maybe. 

But there ’s never a pleasing person in it, 
And never a joy, that I can see ; 

But you (if you take your pleasures 
sadly) 

May find a merit that I have missed, 
For this I own, and I own it gladly, 
That Theodore Dreiser’s anovdist. 


Dusty Answer (Chatto and Windus), 
by Miss Eosamond Lehmann, is the 
story of an introspective passionate 
nature cursed with the faculty of 
dreaming a future which makes reality 
perpetually disappoint her as she comes 
up with it ; and, in love, imagining a 
response from the beloved which he 
never makes. Judith Earle, to whose 
lonely youth the “next-door children ” 
were compact of romance and wonder, 
so that, ^ith Jeiinifer, her college friend, 
they were for years the only- thing in 
life, is a pathetic figure. Miss Lehmann 
makes her beauty of body and mind *7 

equally clear, aud the type of reader Long-suffering Vicar {to teller of platisihle tale). “I NO IDEA THAT THE LACK OP 
who would as soon explore a per- the teain-pare to Leighton Btjzzaru could have such an extbaobdinary 
sonality as unravel a murder mystery effect upon the. nose.” 

will delight in this exquisite telling - ..-pt:" : -;f' 

of her unhappy history. Marietta, the girl next-door, gardens.' Everything is tinged with her own feelings, and, 
her four boy cousins (rather too easy to confuse at first but at the end, when a life so intense and brooding has shaped 
clear-cut later on), and Jennifer are all shown as Judith sees her, as it too often must, you can do nothing but^ pity her, 
them ; so are the cherry-tree in her father’s garden, a water- the people who failed her and, through them — ^this is the 
fall in the hills bey^d Vichy, the cowslip meadows around book’s strength — all the confused ill-fitting creatures of 
Cambridge, and the nightingale-haunted trees of her college, reality'. Miss Lehmann has, I think, made Judith a little 
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too young for her memories at the beginning of the book, 
and a little too free, even in her peculiar family, from parental 
influence ; but these are small matters. It seemed to me, 
as I read shivering on a chilly April day, much more im- 
probable that everybody should have gone bathing in cold 
rivers quite so often and quite so horribly early in the year. 

Mr. Eden Phillpotts is doubly to be congratulated on 
The Jury (Hutchinson). Not only has he hit upon a wholly 
novel and original scheme for a sensational novel — ^no small 
achievement for an author with sixty volumes already to his 
credit — but has carried it out with unflagging energy and 
discretion to an unexpected close. The action only occupies 
four hours, and is a verbatim transcript, with comments, of 
the discussions and conversations of a jury in a murder trial 
after leaving the court, when locked up in a comfortless 
ill-ventilated room in a county court-house. The story of 
the murder and the events leading up to it is re-told (with 
the approval of the others) by the foreman, an auctioneer. 
The jury, with two exceptions— a small squire and an artist 

— are local tradesmen, 

ranging from a pious 
butcher to a secularist 
librarian, nearly all 
them known to each 
other, and in some in 
stances bound together 
by mutual and material 
interests, yet represent- 
ing a wide field of 
outlook on humanity, 
politics and religion. So 
that, apart from the 
story of the murder — 
a curious story in itself 
— we are engrossed by 
the self-revelation of 
the characters of the 
jury and their gradual, 
painful and quite par- 
donable arrival at a 
verdict reduced to an 
absurdity by the sequel. 

Not the least eflective 
of the many excellent 

touches in the book is their abrupt revulsion on their return 
to their normal interests and appetites, reminding me of the 
original to Don Giovanni, when, immediately after 
the lurid disappearance of the Don, the other characters 
make haste to forget the tragedy in a carnival of gossip. 


The Conqueror s Stone (The John Day Company, New 
York) is the first novel of an American writer, Mr. Berry 
E^leming-, who has already made his mark in journalism 
both here and in his own country. Its hero, Nicholas 
Waim, who as Captain James, pirate, is the terror of the 
Atlantic, returns to his father’s plantation in the Carolinas 
as a long-lost but otherwise respectable son, and the interest 
of the story lies in his efforts to conceal his treasure and to 
escape identification and arrest by the English frigate which 
has followed him home. Mr. Elemino evidently knows 
the conventions to be observed in this class of fiction. He 
has drawn a quaint and pleasing map for the inside of the 
coy^ of the book ; and he hus given in full and unnecessary | 
detail the code message which shall reveal the buried trea- 
sure. . It is therefore surprising that he should have made 
such a repulsive villain of his hero. A pirate need not, per- 
haps, keep his mother’s photograph suspended round his 
neck, but in some way or other he must show us that, for 


all his villainies, he has a heart. Nicholas Waine was a 
monster who stopped at nothing and even shot his own crew 
in the back to get a bigger share of the spoil. He had 
courage, certainly, and a dignity of bearing, but these are 
not enough. A touch of humanity in him would not only 
have satisfied truth (if it is true that there is good in the 
worst of us); it would also, by enlisting the reader’s 
sympathy, have added the quality of excitement to a 
finely-told and interesting tale. 

The books of Mr. J. D. Berespobd are always worth 
reading, and I note with pleasure the statement on the 
cover of The Tapestry (Collins) that one of our most cele- 
brated critics has “ heard him called the best novelist in’ 
Europe.” This, to be sure, is not evidence, and it may be 
ranking him a trifle higher than he deserves, but I am glad 
that Mr. Shanks should have heard it said. Lately, how- 
ever, it has seemed to me, Mr. Bbresford has begun to 
regard himself as something apart from the ordinary 
novelist. He is a mystic, a' symbolist — and this is where 

the title of his book 
comes in. His story 
is quite an interesting 
one — the life of a y oun g 
man (born in the Bohe- 
mian household of a 
popular song - writer) 
who is thrown on his I 
own resources at the 
early age of fifteen in 
the South of France, 
and, after becoming a 
mason’s assistant in a 
builder’s yard at Nice, 
makes good as an archi- 
tect and marries the 
daughter of a well- 
known artist and acade- 
mician. ButMr.BERES- 
FORD is not satisfied 
with telling the story 
of John Fortescue’s ad- 
ventures ; he must needs 
hang it on to the frame- 

work of an old piece of 

tapestry which the hero used to see his aunts working at in 
his youth. At intervals he takes up this representation of 
Joshua corumanding the sun to be still in the Valley of 
Ajalon, which his aunts had left unfinished, and carries 
it a stage nearer conclusion. And the end of the book 
does not conae with his marriage to Viva Mallory, nor 
even with bis strangling of Gerald Cheney (and subse- 
quent acquittal in the French courts), but with the com- 
pletmn of the tapestry and. his realisation of the Oneness 
of Everything. I have a feeling, somehow, that this 
tapestry business is rather dragged in by the heels. 

When a man treats his housekeeper as his mistress and 
then, after marrying someone else, allows her to remain in 
his house, it is diJOficult to give him our sympathy. Yet this 
IS ’what Miss F. E. Mills Young seems to invite us to offer 
to Godfrey Laing in The White Locust (Bles). For my own 
part I cannot accept that invitation, Godfrey* s young wife 
was charming enough, but no one ever shouted for trouble 
more ^amorously than he did, and I found myself rejoicing 
when he got it. The scene of this story is laid in South 
1 familiar ground to Miss Young, and her 

®^^jj^ijj®scribing it remains at the h^ level we expect 



Mxdmght Intruder (pohtely). “Pray don’t be alarmed, Madam. I am 

DBMONSTRAWNG HOW POORLY YOU ARE PROTECTED AGAINST THIEVES. I REPRE- 
SENT THE Neverpail Burglar Alarm System. I have a specimen op 

THEIR DEVICE IN MY BAG. PERMIT MB TO EXHIBIT IT,** 
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We gather from a beauty specialist At the close of the annual conference 
CHARI VARIA. ^vvomen are once more crying out of the Union of Post-Office Workers, at 

According to a woman gossip-writer, for prominent eyebrows. Mr. George Great Yarmouth, the first woman presi- 
Lady Oxford has a way of interrupting Eobey is taking no risks ; he is having dent, Miss Mary Herring, received an 
rambling conversationalists with the his insured. ^ ^ ovation. Her surname, of course, has 


words, ‘‘Yes, yes, yes ; make it snappy! 
It doesn’t seem to have affected Lord 
Oxford’s oratorical style. 


ovation. Her surname, of course, has 
strong local associations. 

A new dance something like the 

Charleston is to be tried in London. Lecturing to a party of waitresses, 
A new dance something like a dance Sir WildiamArbuthnot Lane told them 
would, we fear, be too much to expect, that among the natives of Benin, in 


The Duchess of Bedford, who has would, we fear, be too much to expect, that among the natives of Benin, in 
been, studying bird-life from an aero- , Africa, ghls are kept in a “ fatting- 

plane, relates that when she flew in Manytowns are placing strainers over house,** where they receive the best of 
and out of a flight of eagles over the the drains in the main streets. Owners everything, for three months before 
Pyrenees the birds were obviously of miniature two-seaters will now be marriage. Curiosity is felt as to which 
frightened. They are nob,*of course, at able to pull up near the kerb in safety, firm of English caterers will be the first 
their ease in the society of duchesses. * to make this provision for its staff. 

‘ ^ * According to a paragraphist a soft ' - 

In view of the growing popularity of black hac used formerly to denote one An ostrich has died from swallowing, 
the coursing of the electric hare, it is who hoped to be mistaken for an artist a tin-opener. It is thought that he had 
interesting to hear that a prominent or an actor. Nowadays those who hope absent-mindedly lunched off, a, tin of 
sportsman is willing to ; . vi., TUU T ^ sardines without open- 

back an electric tortoise is ' ing it first,* and wanted 

against it. * ■ to repair the' omission. 


against it. * 

The formation of a 
club for,. fat, men in 
Milan is regarded as an 
open defiance of Signor 
Mussolini, who has ex- 
pressed bis dislike of 
obesity. In Fascist cir- 
cles it is felt that the sit- 
uation calls for strong 
castor-oil measures. 

^ sK 
* 

In the opinion of the 
Chief Constable of Bos- 
ton, Lincolnshire, little 
attention is nowadays 
paid to policemen’s feet. 
Motorists, however, are 
still expected to drive 
round the traffic-con- 
stable’s feet and not 
over them. 


Africa, ghls are kept in a “fatting- 


to make this provision for its staff. 

, * 5le 

' ' ' :!i 

An ostrich has died from swallowing. 


sardines without open- 
ing it first,* and wanted 
to repair the' omission. 





uii 


• It is 'Suggested that 
members of the Stock' 
Exchange are supersti- 
tious. This must be the 
reason they don’t ex- 
tend their week-ends by 
closing the place on 
Friday. * * 

> - 'Jfi 

A doctor has recently 
said that senility is in- 
fectious. And now, when 
a girl/wants to insult 
her dearest friend, she 
sprays herself with an 
antiseptic after they’ve 
kissed. ** * & 


>3 J. “As AN ARDENT LOVER OP THE PICTURESQUE j , 

round toe tramc-con- i desire to experience the promised thrill op a happy ramble midst -t myseli a great 
stable’s feet and not ^ lovely blossoms on the green cupps which rise high against lover of idleness,” says 

___ ALMOST ITALIAN SKY, AND TO GAZE DOWN ON THE PAIR EXPANSE OP AZURE T *R a t -wottw If 

over boem. silver-grey. Cheap return Southcove, please.” ajuiu j:>AL.buuK. xm 

takes a great man to 

The Soviet Government describe the to be mistaken for artists or actors paint dare to say a thing- like that. Our 

police raid on Arcos, Ltd., as, a “ flagrant pictures or go on the stage. gardener would never do it. 


honorary degree of Doctor of Laws. 
Bub surely all those motor-car stories 


police raid on Arcos, Ltd., as, a “ flagrant pictures or go on the stage. gardener would never do it. 

breach of agreement.” And of course 

they know a breach of agreement when The chicken with four legs that is The latest reports indicate that this 
they see one. ^ ... reported to have been hatched near artificial silk war is to be waged to the 

* Chelmsford may be said to approximate last ladder, 

Ml'. Henry Ford is to receive the to the restaumtetifs ideal fowl. 
honorary degree of Doctor of Laws. The forthcoming revolution about 

Bub surely all those motor-car stories Privileged convicts in one of our which Mr. A, J. Cook has been talking, 

which he has inspired entitle him to prisons are now allowed to play table- is it to be a private affair ; or will the 
the degree of Doctor of Literature. tennis. This is great news for ping-pong Press be admitted? 

enthusiasts with criminal tendencies, 

A dyspeptic who has undergone a It is anticipated that several insur- 

twenty-one days* fast says he can now A Daily Mail reader states that all ance offices will ask motorists to pay 
eat anything. Very well. He shall her family have dimples. Can a reader heavier premiums. ' This is no doubt 
have all our used safety-razor blades, of any other newspaper say this ? due to the fact that pedestrians ' are 

becoming more expensive. 

Following upon the offer made to Mr. 0. F. G. Masterman, writing in ' 

MissEvELYNOoLYERcomes the rumour, an evening paper, suggests the possi- Chelsea has a naturalists’ club, but 
which we are asked to deny, that Mr. bility that in years to come Lord Birken* the strange creatfire with- a shaggy head 
0. B. Cochran has offered a Surrey head may be remembered only among and legs that was brought along one 
; dominoes player a Jiwo-years* contract lawyers. We deplore this tendency of evening turned out to be a resident with 
I if he will turn professional, journalists to disparage one another. a penchant for art. 


Following upon the offer made to 
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THE “HOT CROSS BUN” FLAG. 

[This is the nick-name given to the South African Government’s 
design for an independent flag—a red cross, bordered with white, on 
a green ground, quartered — ^in which the Union Jack is not embodied. 
The following lines are suggested as a Community Anthem for the 
^rationalist Dutch.] 

Too long we 've borne with this Imperial rag, 

Symbol of servitude now over and done ; 

We mean to have our own peculiar Mag, 

I Our private Hot Cross Bun. 

i Let others urge that just the Union Jack 
! Would serve to keep our two white races one 

In case of ructions with the local black — 

Give us our Hot Cross Bun. 

Botha was Dutch,” they cry, and Botha led 
British and Dutch to war against the Hun ; ” 

We answer, Why rake up a past that 's dead ? 

Long live our Hot Cross Bun ! ” 

Under that sign, the badge of freedom’s birth, 

We 11 tell the world how liberty is won. 

While staggered nations all across the earth 
Gape at our Hot Cross Bun. 

Great navies, built with money of our own 
(No help from England, thank you — keel or gun), 
Shall bear this challenge to the utmost zone — 

** Hail to our Hot Cross Bun ! ” 

Eise, then, ye Boem, in Heaven’s and Kecjger’s name, 
Pledged to pursue the glorious path begun 1 
Down with the token of a buried shame! 

Up with our Hot Cross Bun I 0. S. 

TEMPERAMENTAL TOGGERY. 

[The correct fashion, according to a recent article on the psychology 
of clothk, is for frocks to be “ wayward and temperamental, injpish 
or frivolous or serious j ” they “must be worn on the right occasion 
and in the right mood.” The following episode, modelled upon those 
stories that deal exclusively with the emotions of the titled, may serve 
to illustrate this development.] 

Lady Cineraria Eitzbopdle was lying on a divan in her 
black-and-salmon boudoir. That her mood was one of 
feverish suspense could be seen by the horse-hair question- 
marks worked on her stockings and by the single string of 
sequins that held in place her tangerine jumper-suit of finest 
appliqui net embroidered with cut-glass godets. One tiny 
foot, shod in lemon-yellow golosh kid, tapped the floor im- 
patiently as, glancing at the miniature alarum- watch on her 
wrist, she murmured, “ If the Count delays much longer 
my husband; will be back ; and if they meet — ” 

The door was flung open and in burst, unannounced, 
the Count Macaroni di Vermicelli, wearing in his button- 
hole a bunch of wild oats, 

/‘Cineraria,” he cried, “I have been living for this 
fnoment all the day. I burn with love for you 1 ” With 
these words he flung off his fur-lined coat and appeared 
before her in a -cerise university bathing-costume and 
beach-shoes. 

“My dearest,’’ she, faltered, “I see you. are prepared to 
take the plunge. Now that I am assured of your intentions 
I too in a brief minute shall be ready to elope.” So say- 
ing, she hurried from the room and quickly returned, wear- 
ing a neat and serviceable travelling-dress of dark glac6 
serge, with an airman’s helmet hiding her golden shingle. 

“ My lover I ” she cried, and, bursting into tears of joy, 
laid her he, ad upon the shoulder of the Count. The latter 
at once slipped into a pea-green mackintosh and opened a 
jade-handled umbrella. 


As soon as Cineraria’s emotions were under control the 
Count urged their immediate departure, 

“ My autogiro is outside, beloved,” he said, and blew his 
nose triumphantly on a huge tartan bandana. 

Scarcely had the echo died away when the door opened 
and Sir Adrian Eitzboodle entered. At sight of the Count 
di Vermicelli his brow grew dark and, striding to a Louis 
Quinze chest of drawers hidden in an alcove, he exchanged 
his pale-blue lounge-suit for a black- and-yellow striped coat 
and scarlet trousers. Presenting a terrible picture of rage 
he advanced upon the Count, seeing red through a crimson 
monocle, and hissed, “What are you doing here after my 
warning ? How dare you intrude yourself upon my wife in 
my absence ? ” 

The Count gave a bafiled snarl and opened the portman- 
teau he had brought with him. Producing from it a portable 
folding-screen he placed it round himself and, glaring over 
the top at Sir Adrian, struggled into black tights and a 
magenta tunic, with collar and cuffs of artificial cactus. 

“ He is about to fly with me,” cried Cineraria, who had 
meanwhile retired to her dressing-room and now emerged 
in a robe of emerald-green soufflL 

“ Never ! ” shouted Sir Adrian. “ Eather than that I will 
shoot him like a sitting grouse 1 ” and, withdrawing again to 
the alcove, he reappeared in a gents’ autumn suiting for the 
moors, complete with shooting-stick, flask and repeating-rifle. - 

There was a tense silence, broken by the telephone- 
bell. Cineraria, tying a yellow bandeau round her forehead, 
answered it. “ Hallo I ” she said. “ Oh, is it you, Frida 
dearest?' What? . . . Yes, he ’s here. . . No, I don’t think 
so, but I ’ll ask him. Bbhelfrida Popinjay says you have an 
appointment with her to-day, Macaroni.” 

“ I think not,” said the Count, producing his engagement- 
book. “To-day, Thurs., elope with Lady Cineraria Fitz- 
boodle, 4.10 p.m, ; to-morrow, Fri., carry off Ebhelfrida, Lady 
Popinjay, 3.46. No, she ’s got the date wrong. I '11 speak 
to her.” He advanced towards the telephone, at the same 
time placing a second bunch of wild oats in the buttonhole 
of his dexter lapel. 

But Cineraria, swathing herself indignantly in the folds 
of a purple velvet cloak, barred the way. 

“ How dare you ? ” she shrieked. “ What do you mean 
by promising to fly with both of us ? ” 

“ It would have been quite simple,” the Count expostu- 
kted, drawing on a woolly waistcoat with a piebald design 
in Prussian blue and burnt ochre. “ You to-day, Ethelfrida 
to-morrow. Neither of you need have known about the 
other one. And now she has ruined my arrangements.” 

“ Go away,” sobbed Cineraria. “ My eyes are opened and 
I can, no longer bear the sight of you ! ” and she drew a 
heavy black silk veil across her face. 

“ Adrian,” she continued, “kindly remove this villain. I 
love you only. Henceforth I will devote myself to you and 
live a quiet homely life 1 ” and she flung the hearthrug round 
her shoulders. 

Sir Adrian, having retired to the alcove and assumed a red 
shirt, shorts and football. boots, sent the Count flying with a 
drop-kick through the window; then, changing into a blue 
quilted smoking- jacket, ho clasped to his heart the willowy 
form of Cineraria, repentant in a heliotrope peiqnoir with 
puce lining. - 

' The Pacifist. 

“Lord Glanusk, Chief Gommissioner of Boy Scouts, who is G8, offers 
to box three rounds with anyone who says there is anilitarisin in the 
Boy Scout movement.” — Evening Paper* 

“Debate: ‘Is Amusement a Bore London School of £Eoono- ' 
mics,” — Morning Papei\ 

If they had to have an extra initial, f -s'eems the best one. ’ 







POSTUMUS CONSOLES HIMSELF. 

The eifcy , Posfeumus declares, 

With its. new-fangled modes and airs, 
Inconstant, vague and floating — , 
The city puts a doleful strain 
Upon his antiquated brain 
And adds a note to that refrain 
W'hich he 's so fond of quoting. 

Por when he* sees bewildering ranks 
Of scanty skirts and long pink shanks, 
New shingles, crops and faces, 

, There, where the old Life disappears, 
He finds, with puzzled eyes and ears, 
'That other things besides the years 
Are rightly termed fiigaces. 

Wherefore, afar from square and str^t', 
In happy exile let him greet 
The jocund Spring advancing — 
Advancing on familiar lines, 

Between the poplars and the pines. 
With all the friendly scents and signs 
That set his memory dancing. 

Why, there'^s the thrush he always 
Jcnew 

Still seeking breakfast inihe dew 
And then, a thankful feaster, 


Singing its gratitude away 
Eull-throated on the lilac spray, 

Just as it did that April da^ ’ 

When he came home for Easter 1 

The lambs that bleated bleat again ; 
The plover flaps above the lane, 

As is the plover’s habit; 

The rabbit on the viola bed. 

Accursed yet not discomforted, 

Looks, as it lifts its nibbling head, 
Exactly like a rabbit. 

Here surely is the world of Truth, 
Bright with the daffodils of Youth — 
No fear of it, no doubt of it ; 

Here, where the things of earth stand 
fast, 

Linking the present with the past, 
Old-fashioned hearts may feel at last 
Less lonely and less out of it. A. 0. 

“ The Magistrate : Do yoii mean to say that 
a physical wreck such as your husband is gave 
you that black eye ? 

The Lady: 'E wasn’t a physical wreck till 
’e give me that black eye ! LccaZ Paper. 

Probably it was the same lady who to 
a similar question replied, ‘‘The answer 
is in the infirmary.** 


CHAOS IN THE ATMOSPHERE. 

It is high time, it seems to me, that 
attention was called to some of the in- 
conveniences of the European air routes. 

I do not speak as a Bradshaw maniac 
or an A.B.G, fiend, but merely as an 
ordinary business man, who, if he hap- 
pens to have aff'airs to settle in foreign 
countries, is desirous of settling them 
with the maximum of comfort and des- 
patch. Frankly there are not enough 
through ’plane services. There is too 
much hanging about at junctions. I 
have been studying the International 
Aerial Time Table, issued, not indeed 
under the responsibility of the Air 
Ministry, but at least with its approval 
and blessing. The result is to inspire 
in me, as a member of the travelling 
public, a feeling of profound dismay. 

' It would scarcely seem as if the 
meaning of the words “promptitude” 
and “ efficiency ** were properly under- 
stood by the directors of European fly- 
ing companies. Still less do they seem 
to have any regard for the strong dis- 
taste for early rising experienced by 
most business men. 



Mat 25; 1927.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Take, for instance, Weliki Lnki. 

A business man, say a button-broker, 
flying from London to Weliki Luki is 
actually obliged, if this time-table is 
to be tmsted, to change three times, at 
Brussels, Berlin and Konigsberg. 

But the matter is even worse than 
this. Granted that the connection from 
Brussels is good, a halt being made of 
not more than three-quarters-of-an- 
hour, between 10.15 and 11, yet arrival 
is so timed at Berlin that it is impossi- 
ble for the traveller to proceed vrith his 
journey until the next day ; and depar- 
ture from the German capital takes 
place* at'the absurd hour — I shall per- 
haps be scarcely believed when I men- 
tion it — of 3 A.M. The amenities of the 
bath, the night’s rest and the early cup 
of tea appear to mean nothing what- 
ever to Euppean flying companies. 

And then, when the passenger is just 
attempting to recapture some of the 
slumber of which he has been ' robbed, 
he is turned out again at dreary Konigs- 
berg at 7.20, and obliged to change, a 
brief’ forty minutes being allowed for 
this purpose and for obtaining breakfast 
as well. • Small wonder if, on arrival at 
Weliki Luki at 1.20 p.m., he is little 
better than a wreck of his former self. 

Lwow is a thousand times worse. In 
fact, the whole London-Poland air ser- 
vice needs thorough reorganisation. ; To 
reach Lwow, using the same service 
J from London as in the case of Weliki 
I Luki, it is necessary to change at Danzig 
f at the hour of 4 a.m., kick one’s heels 
there until three in the afternoon, and 
then proceed to Warsaw, which is not 
reached until 6 p.m. Arrived there, 
the passenger discovers to his intense 
chagrin that he has missed the last 
connection for Lwow by no fewer than 
four hours, and is obliged to wait till 
2 P.M. on the following day before the 
necessary ’plane puts in its appearance. 
A scandal of this kind in international 
travel should surely be rectified at once, 
or what, one feels inclined to ask, is 
the assembly of the League of Nations 
doing at Geneva ? 

Corsica is another bad connection. 
Small wonder that the vendetta trade 
is nothing like what it used to be. 
On arrival at Marseilles one is obliged 
lo take the train to Antibes, and no 
business man who has negotiations at 
Ajaccio can fail to be harassed by the 
delay, although there is a very good 
'plane service on to Tunis, should he 
desire to avail himself of it. 

Constantinople has to be reached by 
changing at Zurich, w^aiting the night 
and then going on either to Vienna or 
Buda-Pest. In each case one has to wait a 
further night. The start from Buda-Pest 
is made at the reasonable time of 10.15, 
enabling the passenger to obtain a sub- 
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Polite Host {retrieving hall knocked off the table by American guest). .“I expeci you 

PLAT A GOOD DEAL OF BASE-BALL, DON’T YOU ? 


stantial breakfast before catching his 
’plane ; whereas departure from Vienna 
is timed for the dismal and comfortless 
hour of 7.30 a.m. 

One turns with relief to the Imperial 
London-Karachi air route, which, ex- 
cept for the absurd loaf by steamer 
along the Mediterranean from Marseilles 
to Cairo, is conducted on the whole in 
accordance with a reasonable and well- 
arranged schedule, the tiresome wait of 
an hour at Eatbar being compensated 
for by the fact that only twenty minutes 
are allowed for loitering in Baghdad, 
which I understand to be a dim moon 
city of delight, and as such of very little 
use to the ordinary business man. The 
early starts from Basra and Bunder- 


Abbas made at 6 a.m. are annoying, and 
there is a further break of an hour at 
Bushire and another of the same period 
at Charbar. But these no doubt enable 
the traveller to consume an adequate 
tifiin at the station refreshment-rooms, 
and Karachi is finally reached in plenty 
of time for a much-needed afternoon tea. 

I cannot help feeling surprised at the 
limitation of freeluggageto thirty pounds 
per passenger on this line, sinceit affords 
little scope to the business man who 
would like to include some leopard* or 
buffalo-shooting in his trip. But rifles, 
howitzers, etc., can, it appears, be carried 
by arrangement with the Company at 
excess-luggage rate. 

I do not cavil at the regulation where- 
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by a return-ticket is made only available 
for one month from the date of issue ; 
bub there is of course the usual prepos- 
terous claim that tickets must be pro- 
duced and given up whenever demanded 
by the Company’s officials. But we are 
so accustomed to submit to this exaction 
with a good grace every morning in 
travelling to the City that we must be 
prepared to yield the point also in the 
case of the Cairo— Karachi ’planes. 

Little is said about the possibility of 
obtaining luncheon-baskets on most of 
the lines, though I note the advertise- 
ment of a well-tried remedy against the 
total loss of such refreshments as may 
be consumed en route. 

In conclusion I would point out the 
remarkable absence of special notes for 
the passenger’s, guidance in this time- 
table. No hint is given as to whether 
Sunday’s ’planes are slower than week- 
days' ; what, if any, excursion ’planes are 
being flown ; or whether reduced rates 
for week-end tickets can be secured. I 
should welcome also a statement of the 
fare for dogs, parrots, tortoises or other 
pets. Infants in arms, I observe, are 
carried free, and children up to the age 
of seven at half-fare. But a Londoner 
intending to fly to Lwow or Weliki 
Luki or even to Karachi with a Cairn 
terrier or a tame marmoset is left under 
a disadvantage owing to the complete 
lack of information placed at his dis- 
posal by the authorities. Evoe, 


PASSING SHOWS. 

The EoTAii Tournament. 

The national fever for communal 
music has infected even the hardy 



“Baby Face,” by -the E.A.F. comruNiTY 

SINGERS. 

breasts of the Services, The new note 
of the Eoyal Tournament this year is 
the note of the nightingale (Mark L). 
Not that music is new to the Tourna- 
ment; the Cavalry and the Artillery 


have always had their musical turns, 
which this year are performed as bril- 
liantly and thoroughly as ever by the 
Eoyal Horse Guards (The Blues) and 
Battery of the Eoyal Horse Ar- 
tillery. But never before to my recol- 
lection have the Poor Blessed Infantry 
been allowed to be officially musical. 
This year not only the infantrymen, 
but even the airmen (for whom, as an 
ex-infantryman, I have the greatest 
contempt, admiration and gratitude) 
startle us continually by bursting into 
song at the close or in the middle of 
the manliest feats of arms. 

The band was employed in (to me) a 
new, perhaps a little theatrical, but cer- 
tainlyan effective, manner to accompany 
and stimulate the admirable Physical 
Exercises of the Eoyal Air Force. When 
these troops, Bending the Knees, Keep- 
ing the Head Well Back and Breathing 
Through the Nose, sank upon their 
haunches in the Indian style, there was 
a melodramatic roll of the drums, such 
as is commonly associated with the 
arrival of the hero or the discomfiture 
of the villain ; and had I ever been in- 
dulged with such musical honours I 
might have enjoyed more purely the 
salutary fatigues of P.T.I. 

As for the songs, I do not mind what 
strange native ditty the Scottish soldiery 
may sing, but it w’as a shock, I own, to 
hear the beefy Britons of the Eoyal Air 
Force break out without warning into a 
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song about ‘‘Baby Pace,” in which, so far 
as 1 could gather, attention was drawn 
to “The cutest little baby-face of all.” , 
Surely there is some English song with I 
English words with which our Eoyalj 
bird-men could enchant the public on 
an ofiScial occasion ? 

His Majesty’s Marines, second not 
even to the Guards in rifle-drill, gave | 
a superb display, a little “esoteric,” 
perhaps, for the general public, but| 
thrilling to anyone who has memories 
of fixing bayonets and forming platoon 
or something on the left. They were 
like so many clock-work soldiers, and 
ticked in a miraculous 
unison. And howipitied 
the solitary man whose 
bayonet fell to the 
ground as he sloped 
arms I Pitied? No. Por 
the- way in which ho 
ignored the in ciden t was 
as perfect as the rest of 
the show. The funeral 
drill was a wonder ; and 
I know about that, for I 
remember, as a soldier at 
n.M.S. Crystal Palace, 
being hauled out of my 
hammock on board 
H.M.S. Crystal Palace 
to learn funeral drill in , 
the frosty dawn for 
the funeral of Lord ^ 

Egberts ; and I remem- 
her how we paraded 
in Northumberland 
Avenue, next-door to 
the Guards; and one 
of the Guards dropped 
his rifle, and a corporal 
andafileofmenmarched 
the unfortunate away, 
and I suppose be was 
shot in the Tower ; and. 
so much impressed w^as 
I that I nearly dropped 
my own darned icy and 
detestable firearm ... 

But enough of that. 

Perhaps I am growing old, but from 
what I saw of the Dress Eehearsal it 
seemed to me to be a better show than 
ever. Certainly the Comic Cavalry 
turn (the 16/5th Lancers this year) was 
better than usual. The riding, freak- 
jumping, tent-pegging, handkerchief- 
snatching-at-the-gallop, etc., are always 
as good as they were, but the humour 
sometimes is both prolonged and painful. 
This year it is brief and, in a suitably 
broad style, effective. The horse which 
has to be anchored pleased meespecially, 
for any horse which I ever tied up has 
always by some devilish device untied 
itself and-roamed at large. And we all 
agreed that the coster’s donkey was 
perfectly sweet. 


A i til** 

A I i 




But is it not time that the Eoyal this show, in that solemn mood which 
Army Service Corps did something is the fundamental Haddock, how ab- 
new ? I take off my admiring hat to surd it is to think of the Services in 
the skill and daring of the performers, terms of attacking and defending only ! 
but we have seen this tandem-jumping They may cost money, but, if some 
over and over again ; it cannot hope to magical power were to guarantee us 
compete with the trick-riding of the against foreign wars and civil turbu- 
Lancers, and it is not in the least what lence, I believe it would still be worth 
we expect of the Army Service Corps, our while to keep them a being. Dis- 
Let us see them bringing up the rations band them and save yc ir coppers, but 
over a road which is all holes and how much will you 1* se? A single 
shells, and every ex-service stomach British battleship in port makes people 
will beat as one. perk up, smile and square their shoul- 

In the Grand Pageant (Scotland) the ders for miles around. And how should 
historical play-acting is' this year re- 1 we achieve without the Forces such a con- 
centration of nerve and 
muscle, such physique 
and skill and discipline 
and character as are 
here displayed? .Our 
bank-balance might bo 

X/' ^ the better, but would the 

breed? And it might be 

^ argued that we round- 

\\ shouldered discontented 

' civilians cost not much 

// ) I than the soldier. 

I ' ^ must not go on 

f strain or some 

JlQ/f Socialist will hit me. 

^ ^ Olynl- 


Commercial Candour. 

“Wanted, wood pips for 
AT Mir mixing with fruit jams.’* 

K W Weekly Paj^er, 

jK “At the close of the ser- 

vice, the Vicar pronottneed 
theBeixedictiou, after which 
^ the large congregat.ou sang 

the Doxology nouced that 
the first business was the 
house and the tall needle- 
like steeple. The child unhappily took a drink 
and building of the Barmby Now Inin is 
Lakes .” — Yorkshire Local Paper. 

It is quite a mistake to suppose that the 
best mystery-stories come from London. 

“ ChaijONS-sub-Maene, Wednesday. | 
While workmen- were replacing a derailed 
engine, known as No. 41,001, the most power- 
ful locomotive in “France, the boiler burst 
suddenly .” — Evening Paper. 

Even in England very few boilers are 
considerate enough to burst gradually. 

“ Briefly the idea is to have a flat-rate pre- 
mium to cover third-party risks — ^which are 
calculated to be much the same whether the 
motor-car is one of twelve or forty house- 
power .” — Daily Paper. 

But if “house-power” why a “flat- 
rate ” ? 


“Kxocked ’em ix the Old Kes^tt Road.” ! 

duced to one reasonable scene. Perhaps 
the dramatic critics would say that 
the producers must make up their 
minds whether they are out for tragedy 
or comedy after the death of Bonny 
Dundee ; for if it is tragedy the funny 
troops must stop fighting and being 
funny while the piper is playing his 
lament for the poor gentleman. The 
reels (thirty- twosomes) are a good 
sight, but the entrance, march past, 
unity and endurance of the Hundred 
Pipers are teiTific. They must stir the 
heart of the most English and fanatical 
pacificist (is that the word ?); and these 
moments alone are worth a visit to 
Olympia. Almost I was persuaded to 
wish myself a Scotsman. 

And I thought, as I always think at 



668 


[May 25, 1927. 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


DID SHAKESPEARE PLAY GOLF? 

In a recent issue of Punch the above 
question was answered in the negative, 
but it is impossible for a discerning 
reader of The Tempest to come to any 
other conclusion than that the immortal 
William was at least familiar with the 
fine points of the game. Indeed we 
are inclined to the view that, after his 
retirement 'to Stratford, his declining 
years were solaced with many a joyous 
round on the municipallinks. James I. 
undoubtedly introduced the game from 
I Scotland, and what is more natural 
than that the courtly poet should take 
the opportunity of paying a delicate 
compliment to his sovereign by hinting 
that the chief character in his play was 
a golfer ? 

It is generally admitted that in Pros- 
'pero we see Shake'speabe himself, and 
there are many lines in the play sug- 
gesting that the magician had, possibly 
with the assistance of Ariel, laid out 
a private course on the island. Thus, in 
the masque, Iris is sent by Juno to bid 
Geres — 

“Hereon this grass plot, in this very place, 

To come and sport.” 

Geres, in answer, says : — ; 

“ Why hath thy queen 

Summon’d me hither to this short-grass’d 
green ? ” 

Then there is ample evidence that 
Galiban had an occasional round with 
his master, whose canny methods he 
appears to resent as unfair. 

“And here you sty me,” 

he indignantly exclaims. 

It would appear that Galiban was 
also frequently employed as caddy, and 
found that Prospero was no better than 
other golfers are said to be, for in the 
same scene he remarks : — ’ ! . 

“You taught me language ; and my profit on ’ t 

Is, I know how to curse.” 

Nevertheless we can readily sympathise 
with the unfortunate master’s indigna- 
tion when Galiban proposes to transfer 
his services to a more even-tempered 
player (Stephcmo ) : — 

*11 bear him no more sticks, hut follow thee, 

Thou wondrous man.” 

The previous scene abounds in refer- 
ences to the Eoyal and Ancient game. 
Indeed, when Antonio, Francisco and 
Sebastian are teasing poor old Oonzalo, 
one could easily imagine oneself listen- 
ing to the comments of some unsym- 
pathetic onlookers at the trials of an 
enthusiastic beginner:— 

Go^i, Ho'wlush and lusty the grass looks ! 
How green f 

Fran, With his good arms in lusty stroke — 

Ant, Wh.a,t a blow was there given ! 

Seb, An it had not. fallen flatlong'I 

Our old friend has evidently decided 


not to hand in his "card, which he hides 
away : — 

Ant, If hut one of his pockets coxild speak, 
would it not say he lies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

Again, Sebastian, as if encouraging a 
partner who has got into the rough, 
says : — 

“ One stroke shall free thee.” 

Stephano, however, who is evidently a 
player of little resource, replies (oddly 
enough, not till the next scene) : — 

“ I will leave him ; I have no long spoon.” 

Passing over HonzaWs somewhat 
cryptic remark in Act III., Sc. 3 : — 

“ Each pntter-qut of five for one,” 

we are compelled to the conclusion that 
all of the lines quoted in support of our 
contention cannot be mere coincidences. 


A SONG WITH SOLOMON. 

Old Hiram brought the golden dust 
To Solomon the Wise ; 

The golden dust, oh! it was just 
The merest merchandise ; 

“*Twill serve,*' said he, “when Sheba 
sups ; ’* 

But we to-day, my dear — 

We walked through gold of buttercups 
To Mapledurham Weir, 

King Hiram fetched the peacock bird 
To Solomon the Great — 

Oh, *twas a cargo that occurredr 
Oh, *twas a usual freight I 
“He *s proud as Sheba's self," he said ; 

But, through the T.G.’s rails, 

To-day our sun-kissed waters sped 
As green as peacocks’ tails. 

With wonders for his royal wants 
Old Hiram served the King, 

And ivory of elephants ^ 

Was no uncommon thing; 

“’Tis smooth as Sheba's arms ! " he’d 
shout ; 

But, each a milk-white Jill, 

To-day the ivory mays were out 
And climbing Parley Hill. 

King Hiram shipped the monkey-folk, 
The little wrinkled apes, 

For Solomon's delight, and spoke : 

. “ Each Master Jackanapes, 

Like Sheba's smile, is Mischief born ; " 

But through Sir John's tree-trunks 
Your terrier's were worse this morn 
Than wafggon-loads of “ monks." 

Old kings, and all your mighty kith, 

We 've walked with you this day 
And matched your pomps and peacocks 
with 

The pageantry of May ; 

But bid us not when Sheba sups — 

We 're loth to dim her gems 
With golden dust of buttercups 
And golden gleams of Thames. 

P. E. 0. 


THE THIN RED ROUTE. 

I. — Trooping East. 

I REMEMBER learning that the route 
Southampton-Gibraltar-Suez is a “high 
road of Empire.” I wish to record 
from, personal observation that it is in 
urgent need of repair. The surface is 
in a disgraceful condition. One’s im- 
pression is tihat of travelling with one 
wheel permanently in the gutter while 
the other is continually falling into 
deep pot-holes. It is not a high road 
to be proud of and it is most certainly 
not fit for the passage of troops. 

The matter is doubtless attracting 
the attention of the authorities at the 
School of Amphibious Warfare which 
has recently been instituted for the 
purpose of studying Combined Opera- 
tions, in other words, those which re- 
quire the co-operation of the Navy with 
the Army. I am told that the question 
of how to load fifteen hundred soldiers 
into a ship built to carry nine hundred 
is to be reviewed in all its aspects. 
Another important problem which is 
attracting a considerable amount of 
expert attention is that of landing 
troops from a ship on to a beach. 
There are several sub-divisions of this 
subject, such as opposed landings, un- 
opposed landings, landings in the face 
of an active enemy, landings in the 
face of a retiring enemy, landings by 
s 'dimming, surf-riding, wading or padd- 
ling, and landings effected with the 
assistance of water-wings. 1 have studied 
the matter closely, but in the light of 
recent personal experience I have come 
to the conclusion that it is futile to 
pursue it any further. 

The recipe is too simple. To land 
any number of British officers and men 
anywhere, on any known kind of beach, 
open or shut, rocky or sandy, opposed 
or unopposed, pub them into a troop- 
ship two sizes too small, spin them 
round for a week in the Bay of Biscay 
and/or the Gulf of Lyons, point to the 
objective on terra-firma and say, “ Go I ” 
In less time than it takes to write any 
operation orders every sane individual 
will be ashore, boats or no boats, enemy 
or no enemy. 

^ The ship's officers are most con- 
siderate. They have dealt with mere 
soldiers before and realise that we are 
only too ready to swallow anything. I 
mean that, as a class, we are credulous. 
As we passed the Isle of Wight one of 
them told me that he was always glad 
when SoutbamptonWaterwasleft safely 
behind. This filled me with a quiet con- 
fidence which was, if anything, increased 
when another told me that he was quite 
glad we were in for heavy rain in the 
Bay, since a full sea is so much calmer 
than an empty one. 
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Tlie Ticar. “It must be woNDEBFcri having this globious t70bk op art to gaze gpoh day by day.” 

The Host . “Well, it ought to be. Working out the interest on capitai,, I beckon it costs mb aboct pifty pound 

A WEEK TO LOOK AT IT. 


The Bribish soldier is not designed 
for service on board ship. He has be- 
come accustomed to living and moving 
and carrying out the various evolu- 
tions peculiar to his profession securely 
weighted down by a pair of heavy, 
ammunition boots. Take these away 
from him, remove his socks, and make 
him wear his trousers at half-mast, and 
he finds himself in a state of unstable 
equilibrium. He becomes top-heavy. 
The very slightest motion of the ship, 
taking him at such a disadvantage, 
causes him to fall heavily. 

At the same time his peculiar adapt- 


ability enables him to appear in other 
respects to be thoroughly at home. 
Even the officers quickly affect a new 
language which they consider to be; 
highly'nautical. The cook's mates are 
now galley stewards ” ; we know 
where to find the poop, the poppets 
and the painter ; we frown at the pos- 
sessors of bilged barrels and barnacled 
backsights, and we think nothing of 
ordering the platoon to “ move to the 
port in fours.” The right guide may 
be heard addressing the. company as 
follows: << Backwater a bit, two . . .. 
carry it on . . , jump to it in the for’d 


rank 1 . . . give way you with the face 
there abaft the blank file . . . easy all 
. . . belay!” Einally, we know ex- 
actly what we mean by half-past four 
bells, though some more experienced 
mariners might not. ' 

{To he continued,) 

“Swansea Bate Demand Kotes Out. 

* Pay, pay, pay i '—(Kingsley.) ” 

Welsh Faj^er, 

To the compiler of the headlines, who 
seems to be an absent-minded beggar, 
we would say, “ What do they know of 
Kipling- who only Kingsley know ? ” 







TO PARK LANE. 

Ave atque Yale I 

Westward tlie course of Commerce takes its way. 
Claiming half Piccadilly as its prey, 

And now Park Lane is threatened with decay. 

Swift motor-hnses roar along the road 
Past mansions where the arbiters of Mode 
And princely patrons of the Arts abode — 

Where odious Hertford revelled ; where he died ; 

And where the fateful nuptial knot was tied 
Between the Prince and his unblushing bride — * 

Where the custodians of the Social Ark 

Saw Beale s*s riotous followers leave their mark 

Upon the sacred railings of Hyde Park — 

Where still those quaint bow- windowed houses stand, 
Survivals of the Regency, ill-planned 
To stay the speculator's ruthless hand. 

The excavator works his wicked will; 

The merry housebreaker’s ear-shattering drill 
I Prom dawn to dewy dusk is seldom still.. 


The Prince op Wales (afterwards George IV.) was married to 
Mrs. PiTZHERBEET in the drawing-room of her house in Park Lane 
on December 21, 1785. 


And towering blocks of sumptuous flats replace 
Mansions that added dignity to grace 
(Although they failed in utilizing space). 

New temples of gastronomy or trade 
The choicest quarters of Mayfair invade — 

The haunts immortalized by Mackwobth Praed. 

The spacious colonnade, the marble hall, 

Are doomed to be “ converted,” or to fall, 

And join the sum of things beyond recall. 

Tout tout ccLBset tout Idsse : the aftermath 
Of local grandeur — tell it not in Gath ! — 

Palls to the dentist and the osteopath."*' 

Urged by resistless economic need 
Ancestral owners, an expiring breed, 

Depart, and only syndicates succeed. 

Strange irony, that, having learned, though late, 
That London is both beautiful and great, 

We seek her beauties to obliterate. 

What must be, must ; and yet I can’t refrain 
Prom paying tribute in this doggerel strain 
To the departin'g glories of Park Lane. 


* Pour representatives of each of these most valuable callings are 
to be-found in The London Directory for 19:27 in the list of the resi- 
dents in Park Lane. 
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*‘I SEE HeNDREN’S made ANOTHER HUNDRED.” 

“ EeAELY — AND ALE DONE WITH THE PENDULUM STROKE, IS IT NOT*? ” 


I 

THE HYPOCRITES. 

A TRiALf scene was enacting in my 
sitting-room. I was counsel for the 
prosecution (and judge), and my Irish 
terrier, Mike, the prisoner at the bar. 

‘‘Perhaps,” I said coldly, “you will 
explain what you mean by rolling Miss 
Westmacott's spaniel in the mud and 
leaving him foundered before her very 
house ? ” 

The prisoner, failing utterly to realise 
the seriousness of his position, wagged 
his tail. ' < 

“ Don^t you know that Miss West- 
macotb has the bluest eyes and the 

goldenest ways and the sweetest- 

1 mean, in short, that Miss Westma- 
cott is Miss Wcstmacott ? ” I demanded 
sternly. 

The prisoner sat up and begged. 

“ What do you think she says in her 
note, you scamp? ‘Dogs who have 
neither manners nor mercy are surely a 
reflection on their trainers.’ That ’s a 
nice thing to have hurled at a fellow by 
Miss Westmacott, isn’t it ? ” 

The prisoner cocked both ears and 
beamed affectionately. 

“ The fact is,” I continued, “ you ’re 
a thorough-paced hypocrite. Not only 
do you scrap with every dog you come 
across,^ but you have the audacity to 
look mild and amiable. I have never 
seen a dog on whose face meekness and 
piety shone so convincingly. Anyone 
I meeting you in the street would swear 
you were looking for a quiet church 
porch wherein to sit and meditate on 
the loveliness of life, whereas of course 
you are really on a scrapping tour.” 

The prisoner put his paws together 
and lowered his nose between them 
(an exhibition popularly supposed to 
represent the saying of grace), 

“ None of yourpious subterfuges with 
me, my lad; you ’re a genuine hypocrite, 
and I hate hypocrisy. Now listen to 
the sentence of the Court: No bone 
to-night and no ratting with me next 
Saturday. Stand down.” 

Five minutes later I put on my hat 
and ordered him to accompany me; it 
was my turn for the high jumps. 

I must say I did not think Miss 
Westmacott could be quite so distant ; 
her drawing-room might have been two 
miles across, so remote did she seem. 

“My sweet Peter has had to have 
one paw bound up and both ears 
dressed,” she said, speaking evenly 
across the Arctic void, 

“ I — I ’m sorry,” I murmured. Even 
in the ordinary way I am rather tongue- 
tied with Miss Westmacott; she is so 
lovely, you see. 

“He is not a fighter; be has been 
trained to civilized ways,” she continued 
with icy emphasis. 


“ He has been trained by an ange ” 

I was going to say something silly, so 
I cbec&d myself and coughed instead. 

“By a what ? ” she demanded. 

“By — by the League of Nations, 
perhaps,” I said, smiling feebly. 

“That,” she said, “is merely silly. 
If you encourage a dog to fight at every 
opportunity ” — I raised my head in 
mild protest — “ by never checking him 
when he does fight” — I dropped it 
again — “ you cannot be surprised if he 
turns into a perfect savage. Personally 
I have no wish even to knoio the owner 
of such an animal.” (I bowed it still 
lower ; this was the end, then.) 

Frankly, I had not expected anything 
quite so overwhelming ; mere contrition 
seemed quite futile to meet the storm. 

At this dark moment I glanced casu- 
ally at Mike. He had now taken it into 
his brown head to relieve the tedium, by 
once more saying grace. 


, There he stood in the middle of the 
hearthrug, his fore-paws together, his 
nose dropped between them, his honest 
brown eyes fixed contritely on Miss 
Westmacott’s silk stockings. I defy 
anyone to produce from any part of the 
world a dog who could look more meek, 
more affectionate, more utterly peace- 
loving than Mike did then. 

We are told that temptations come 
to us in subtlest forms and on occasions 
the least expected. Who would have 
thought that in the radiant presence of 
Miss Westmacott an awful temptation 
would have assailed me ? It did, though. 
And alas and alas-^ — ! 

“ You — you must be just,” I said. 

“ Of course. Have 1 been unjust ? ” 

“ And before you spurn Mike’s master 
from your door you must be sure that 
it ivas Mike who did this deed.” 

“ Good gracious ! I saw him myself.” 

“ But the butcher has a dog very like 
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Mike — almost his twin in fact.'’ There 
must have been pathos in my voice, be* 
cause she seemed somehow to soften. 

“ 1 know ; but ” 


LIVESTOCK IN BARRACKS. 

II. — The Bhabbits. 

The Brabbits lived at the side of the 


“And Mike is really a kindly soul — Officers* Mess tennis-court. ' ^ Their 
a gentleman. Look at him and say he is names were Barabbas and Briseis, and 
not.” With a dramatic gesture I pointed the Mess secretary bought them one 
my finger at the grace-saying culprit, day by accident. When I say by 
Of course it was a cowardly sugges- accident,” I mean that he went into 
tion. No one could have looked at the town in his car, at the Colonel’s 
Mike then and believed wrong of him, instigation, to consult with a stationer 
Certainly not Miss Westmacott, whose about some invitation-cards for a dance 
heart was of the tenderest. She glanced and came back with a pair of black- 
at Mike, then at me (though in an odd and- white rabbits. We all thought 
questioning sort of way), then back at at first he had had some sort of a 
Mike again. The next moment she was stroke. What I mean to say is, there *s 


on her knees beside him. a lot of diicerenct 

“ Oh, _you darling !” she cried. “Per- cards for a dance i 
haps itWas the nasty butcher’s dog, after and- white rabbits, 
all. What a dear, per- 
fect, kindly gentlenian ' C 

he does look, to be sure. 

Shake hands, old boy.” 

I could scarcely listen ^ J 

to the endearments, 

scarcely look the ■ \ 

graceless Mike’s saint- / J/ \ 

like face and wagging j 

tail. The scamp had J 
now led me astray, and 

•into his own particular \ I XV 

detestable vice. I too O 

was a hypocrite. ^ 

“ I *m sorry I was so Jilt - "S 

unfair to you ,’* she said. til n 

“Will you stay to tea?” 1 11 1 U 

It was a joj^ous tea, 111 ' I y| w|/ I lM li 

of course; but ever in 1 J'll|| if. j ml | 

the background lurked ' |[|| m ||M 

the spectre of my own PplM luS l|] U Hil 1.111 
hypocrisy. I had de- ^ ' Mil 

ceiveda—well, an angel, 

, “Miss Westmacott,” ~ 

I said with sudden reso- "" 

- lution as I rose to go, . " _ 

“I have a confession to Bababbas 

make, and I shall not be happy until 1 1 The Mess secre 


a lot of difference between invitation- 
cards for a dance and a pair of black- 






Bababbas and Briseis. 

The Mess secretary was very reti- 


bavemadeit. I think it ms Mike who cent about it all. I think he was 
knocked Peter about this afternoon,” , afraid of being laughed at. However, 
“ But of course.” There was genuine Captain Bayonet that evening expended 
surprise in her accents. several chits in port and got the story 

I was staggered. “ I— I thought that out of him. 


I tailed off idiotically. 


Apparently just as he was getting 

nf u; a rknw 4*r% rtr\ 4-^ ^4.^4.;^ 


“Andthatremindsme,”shesaidgaiiy, out of his car to go into the stationer’s 
m^ing for the door. “ I must give you shop he had met a man with a barrow- 
Mike’s collar back. It came off when I ful of rabbits. The man was a per- 
was pulling him away from Peter.” suasive sort of fellow. He pointed out 
I walked out into the night — or it that breeding, rabbits was the easiest 
may have been the afternoon; I could way in the world of making money, 
not tell which. ^ The collar was in my He added that for five bob the gent 
hand and I didn’t care where I walked, could have a nice young pair. 


aiiu X vuuu u uaie wnere i waixea. coma nave a nice young pair. 

1 simply do not understand girls. The gent tried to brush him . aside, 

- " i ' ' = and said that he did not want rabbits. 

Another Glimpse of the Obvious. , explained that they were 

' Prom a scientific lecture : — charming little animals. The gent said 

yit is one of the established rules among Af W ll®' 

seismologists that the further you are from ^ At last the Mess secretary 

your last earthquake the nearer you are to hurriedly dived into his pocket, thrust 


the next oneJ'-^Neio Zealand Pa^er, 


twopence into the outstretched hand 


by way of purchasing immunity, and 
escaped into the shop. Later on" when 
the man had gone, he' came out cauti- 
ously and drove away. * 

Later still he discovered that he was 
apparently five bob short. 

Later on still he found in the back of 
the car a cage with Barabbas and 
Briseis, where the vendor, honest as 
well as persuasive, had placed it on 
' being given two half-crowns. 

The Mess of course took the matter 
up. They had never done any rabbit- 
breeding before, but they were all for 
it now. The Brabbits became the 
staple topic of conversation and were 
shown to every visitor on every occa- 
sion. Even Somebody Very Senior, a 
I guest of the Colonel’s on a* guest-night, 
was taken out on to the 
' lawn at about one a.m. 
by a horde of excited 
■ . subalterns and formally 

introduced. As the rab- 
bits were exactly similar 
in colour, size and shape 
he was at first quite 
shaken till he realised 
there really toere two; 
after which he was un- 
derstood to say he was 

§ not insensible of the 
honour done him. 

Every day we calcu- 
lated out, after the 
optimistic manner of 
chicken farmers, what 
the Brabbits would 
bring us in, assuming 
that they had a family 
of so many ever so 
often and that each 
youngster would fetch 
so much. It was an 
inspiring yearly total, I 
remember, enough to 
float the Mess in champagne or even to 
buy a Quarter- Master Sergeant out of 
the Service, We decided eventually at 
a Very Extraordinary General Meeting 
of the Mess that the profits from the 
Brabbits should be placed on the credit 
side of the Mess Wine Fund. That is 
why you will find to this day in our 
cellar-book, after Port and before Bum, 
the following entry : — 

Babbits, matured in cage, Ch^lteau 

Barabbas 1 

Babbits, matured in cage, OhUteau 
Briseis 1 

It was Lieutenant Holster who was 
eventually appointed 0.0. Brabbits. 
He had criticised everything to do with 
them so scathingly that, following our 
usual custom, we unanimously elected 
him to sole charge of the rabbit stables. 
After that he changed round com- 
pletely, and nobody could so much as 
mention that Briseis was looking a bit 
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off colour or that Barabbas’s ears needed 
shingling, without bis taking it as a 
personal insult. He at once enclosed 
a bit of tennis-lawn for them as a 
manege^ and a bit of shrubbery as a 
home-park, and a bit of flower-bed as a 
pleasaunce, and altogether lushed them 
up to the good things of this world in 
no mean fashion. He bought two or 
three handbooks on the Careani Main- 
tenance of Babbits and Livestock in 
the Home and used to drag us out at all 
hours to show us howBriseis had learnt 
to scratch herself in quite a new place 
and how Barabbas could now do twenty 
yards at the double without once tread- 
ing on his ears. 

And then one morning some while 
later Lieutenant Holster came in from 
the garden with a proud and solemn 
expression on his face. He cleared his 
throat to attract the attention of all 
ofiioers, ordered Lieutenant Swordfrog, 
our junior subaltern, out of the Mess 
because he was too young, and informed 
us that he was expecting shortly that 
the Brabbits would have a family. 

Intense excitement reigned in the 
Mess at this announcement, and Lieut- 
enant Holster, quite the man of the 
moment, had a wonderful red-and-blue 
cage made for Briseis. He said it was 
most important that Barabbas and 
Briseis should be separated. Father 
rabbits, he quoted from the book, were 


not high-principled ; they had, he ad- 
mitted it with shame, been known to 
kill off their progeny if allowed to get 
at them while young. 

So Barabbas and Briseis were separ- 
ated, and Briseis became the pet of the 
Mess. Nothing, said Lieutenant Holster, 
was too good for her, and she must be 
well fed. Gifts of food and dainties of 
all kinds were showered on her and she 
ate and ate. Even the Sergeants* Mess 
sent up a lettuce from their garden with 
compliments. Meanwhile poor Barabbas 
was rather neglected and didn't have 
much of a time. People just threw a ! 
few old cabbage-stalks and tin-tacks and 
other refuse into his cage for him to 
eat, if they happened to think of it. 
Being’ a mere man, a little neglect 
seemed to do him a power of good; he 
even appeared to thrive on it . . . 

This is a sad thing I have to relate. 
The great day came upon us suddenly, 
and we were called into the garden one 
morning by a staggered Lieutenant 
Holster. Briseis, in her lovely blue-and- 
red cage, surrounded by odds and ends 
of dainties, was still alone. Barabbas 
in his neglected corner was proudly dis- 
playing a large family. 

That night an Even More Extra- 
ordinary General Meeting of the Mess 
court-in art ialled Lieutenant Holster for 
gross dereliction of duty. His defence, 
that the Brabbits were exactly alike, and 


that anyway he hadn’t bought the 
beastly things, was treated as frivolous, 
and he was sentenced to be discharged 
from the appointment of 0. 0. Brabbits 
with any amount of ignominy. A. A. 


A Wireless Problem. 

MusiCi when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory, 

But where on earth does music go 
When I switch off 2L0 ? 


“ Two cycles belonging to girls that had been 
left leaning against the lamp-post were badly 
damaged.”— Paper, 

Whoever was responsible for leaving 
the girls in this precarious situation 
should at least pay for the damage. 

“ARCOS SEARCH CONTINUED. 
Sound of The Tearing Up of Fdoob- 

BOABDS. 

Iktebpbeters at Work.” 

Headlines in Eventing Pofper. 

Russian is admittedly a difficult lan- 
guage to pronounce. 

Among E, Omar Cariington's receipts for 
long levity is a glass of cold water and a cold 
bath every morning. He is 91.” 

American Pajper, 

This may be all very well in a dry 
country, but for protracted hilarity 
people in Europe mostly prefer the 
robber Omar’s prescription of a jug of 
wine. 
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Fiapiper . say,* -Smixhebs, have you got an alabum clock?’.’ 

Butler. “I -HAVE, Miss Joan.” • 

Flppper , “Well, just bbing it hebb and set it to cocktail time, will you?” 


REBUILDING THE STREET. 

(A B'everie.) 


I LIKE to see them breaking up the houses 
Over the way upon" a morn of Spring, . . 

While far from here’ the green of England drowses 
And the smalt birdg' d6'' sing ; ' 

I like to see manipulating crowbars 
Or something of-the^ sort with right good will,. 

And drifting off atmoontide into low bars, 

Alf and bis playmate Bill. « ; . 

Not set to work at piling-edifices ’ ' . * * , 

That shame the world and blot tho indignant light. 
And make good architects *give vent to hisstes “ • 

And groan with pains, all night ; ' » ' ' ’ 

But hard, straightforward, honest demolition, 

. Barging and banging bricks and concrete down 
Till the fair day at last obtains admission 
Into the secret town. 

There was no beauty here and, once xebuilded, 

The want of beauty doubtless will remain. 
Advertisements with eight-feet letters (gilded) 

^ Garnish the walls again ; 

But why to-day take thought about the morrow ? 

This is the mom of Art ; and round our ears 
Echoes the havoc of war without the sorrow, 
Triumph devoid of tears. 

And even Alfred, as he turns to scoff his 
Inevitable bitter in the pub 
Is murmuring proudly, “ So much for the office 
Of Messrs. Thump and Tubb I 


He has no care for Art, for Art is rummy, 

Yet all the same he cries at set of su.n, 

“ To-day we busted up a bank. Lor lummy, 

That was a piece of fun ! ” ‘ 

Philosophy is less in his than my line, 

‘ Yet both of us are pleased when-^tliere it falls ! — 
The Weekly Terrible deserts the sky-line 
And opfens u;p St. Paurs. 

. That may betumbling'tob, I liaye no notion, 

The Canons say so, and the Dean says not, 

* But anyhow '*The Schoolgirls* Toilet Lotion** 

Has lost its chimney-pot. 

Yes, Alfred also, as he flaikes the mortar, 

Peels with a feeling scarcely understood 
, That this deserves an extra pint of porter 
Because the deed was good ; 

That is his point, I think, far more than whether 
New* structures on the ancient sites shall gleam, 
Where Capital and Labour, linked together, 

Are merged as in a dream. 

The light returns. The reign of terror ceases. 

Old Mammon falls away like melted glue, 

And all the shaggy brick, lopped off by pieces, 

Lets in the marching blue. 

There^ goes another chunk I Apollo, lenient, 

Smiles on the task, and I — I wish them luck — 
Though some men say they find it inconvenient, 
What with the noise and muck. Evoe. 






/ ^ V. /////■ < '■ > /, 

UNDEE TWO FLAGS. 

EMPIBE DAY AS IT MAY BE IN SOUTH AEEIOA. 

^ decided by referendum, the proposed National Blag of the Union of South Africa — as above — ^will be for everyday 
use, and the Union Jack will be ofSoiaTj flown on three or four days only in the year.] 





Mat 25. 1927.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


quite welljChargingthePBiMEMiNiSTBE 


> i .. . 


P<^ciPMrp HP DAP! lAMPM-r Having iDsisted on the necessity quite Well, charging the Peime MINISTER 

ESSLNCE OF PARLIAIVl ENT. of polishing off the Trade Disputes with ‘"cool, unexampled audacity.” 

Monday, May 16th, — If reading Bill in order that the House might rise ""What rights had the Opposition now? ” 
maketh a full man, as Bacon declares, in the first week in August and re- he continued, in tearful complaint that 
raiding maketh a full House, The sume its labours early in November, they had been given no time in which 
Home Secretary, however, when asked Mr. Baldwin added that the guillo- to table amendments to this iniquitous 
by Mr. Arthur Henderson to make a motion. Approaching his peroration, 

statement about the raid on Arcos, - i. 1- li- 

Ltd., confined himself to promising a 
fuller statement on Thursday. He ex- 
plained that the raid had been under- 
taken to recover a certain Government 
document which he was entirely satis- 
fied had found its way from the War 
Office into the offices of Arcos, Ltd. 

The document in question had not so 
far been found (derisive howls from the 
Socialist benches), but much else had. 

There was some discussion as to how the 
Minister’s promised statement should 
be debated, but Mr. Lloyd George said 
that point could be settled when the 
further statement was made. Lieut.- 
Oommander Kenworthy drew from the 
Minister an assurance that no women 
had been searched in the course of the 
raid. ^ Only their handbags had been 

INFANT HEBCULES any Party any good. R would be idle 

Does not the hon. gentleman see 7 n.nT..i Ri.Tv/.Tr,c.\ for him to pretend that he disapproved 

that they could take out a hundred ^ ^ g™ guillotine. Was it thirty-five 

documents in their clothes ? ” suggested * times the Prime Minister had said he 

the Member for Central Hull brightly, tine had at least the merit of enabling had used it? Well, well; be did not 
Sir William is possibly unwilling to Members to get home to bed at a reason- think it was quite so many, but he was 


motion. Approaching his peroration, 
Mr. Clynes managed to work himself 
up to a further pitch of declamatory 
indignation. The Government had 
grossly abused the power of numbers. 
Parliamentary government was made 
a mockery. Bather than truckle to this j 
policy of gag and bullying the Labour 
Party would leave the House, but be- 
fore long they would come back with a 
majority that they would use more fairly 
and reasonably than the Government. 

Taking a deep breath and nodding 
the word of command to his followers 
to take their time from the left, Mr. 
Clynes clumped out of the House, his 
army of temporarily unemployed strid- 
ing sturdily in his wake. 

Mr. Lloyd George then rose. Eye- 
ing the empty benches about him, he 
remarked that such scenes never did 
THE INFANT HEBCULES any Party any good. It would be idle 

{ Afu ,- Sir JOSRVA S ^ T .- 0LDS ). to pretend that he disapproved 

Sm UonarAS Hogs. 

times the Prime Minister had said he 
tine had at least the merit of enabling had used it? Well, well; be did not 





admit that the modern Eve’s costume able hour. still convinced that the guillotine was a 

offers such generous opportunities of It fell to Mr. Clynes to launch the painful necessity. He noticed too that 
concealment. He replied non-commit- customary thunders and lightnings in no Opposition ever made use of its time 
tally that the police were invariably vehement defence of the Opposition’s allowance to try to make the best of 


courteous to women. 

Neque semper Aixos tendit 
Apollo, The Home Secre- 
tary having temporarily un- 
strung his bow (his long 
bow, in the Opposition view) , 
the Prime Minister moved 
a resolution setting out a 
time-table for the remaining 
stages of the Trade Dis- 
putes Bill. 

Beviewing the history of 
the "" guillotine,” he pointed 
out that any number of dis- 
tinguished statesmen, in- 
cluding Lord Balfour, Lord 
Oxford, Mr. Lloyd George 
and Mr. Bonar Law, had 
all come to the reluctant 
conclusion in the last thirty 
years that the use of the 
grizzly instrument was un- 
avoidable. Neither the 
present Government nor its 

E redecessor had used it, but 
efore that the Coalition 
Government had used it five 
times, while ""in the great 
days of the Liberal Gov- 
ernment from 1906 on- 
wards ” it had been used on 
something like thirty occa- 


threatened privileges, and he began I the Bill thus expedited. He would have 

liked more time to be given 
for Clause 1. 

Mr. Baldwin, replying 
briefl[y, said they could do 
no more in the way of allot- 
ting time than they had 
done, and the motion was 
then put and carried by 259 
votes to 13. It was only a 
quarter-past-five, and the 
House found itself in the 
happy position of being able 
to go home to tea. 

Tuesday, May 1 Ques- 
tion-time found the Labour 
Party back some ten years 
sooner than Mr. Clynes in 
his valedictory spe 2 ch had 
threatened. They were not 
^ only back. They were re- 
plete with decorum, confin- 
ing their manifestations of 
disapproval to occasional 
outbursts of somewhat arti- 
ficial mirth. 

The Attorney-General 

OENSUBING THE OENSOB OF FILMS. SitiS^the^ Op'p^^ition 

The Melancholy Banesfcrt (to Mr . T . P . O ' Ooi ^ oR )- to inaioative of 

* “ Thou com’st in such a q uestlonable shape i* i ^ u 

That I will speak to thee.” ^ incredulous hilarity, for 

he read a long addition 
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to Clause 1 of the Bill, beginning 
** Without prejudice to the generality 
of the expression ‘-trade or industry,’** 
the purpose of-which was to define the 
words “ a dispute within the trade or 
industry** in Clause 1 sub-section 1 of 
the Bill. “ This Amendment makes it 
clear *’ he went on, and the Opposi- 

tion laughed loud and long. Three times 
more he attempted to say that the 
Amendment would make it clear, but 
each time the Opposition laughed more 
loudly than before, and he finally aban- 
doned the attempt 

Later he explained that, as the Bill 
would finally. 'stand, a strike would 
: be illegal only -if two conditions were 
fulfilled. It*' must have some object 
other than orin 'addition to the further- 
ance of a dispute in the industry, 
it* m,ust- be ’calculated to coerce the 
Government hr inflict hardship on the 
community, 

Sir Henry Slesser said this would 
make every strike illegal. Sir John 
Simon thought Sir Henry was indulging 
in rhetorical exaggeration but doubted 
if the Government had yet found the 
proper form of words for which they 
were seeking. 

Other speakers approved or con- 
demned the intention of Clause 1, but 
none had the temerity to declare that 
he found it entirely lucid. Opponents 
confined themselves for the most part 
to propounding hypothetical cases to 
the Attorney-General and asking, 

Would that be a legal strike ? Captain 
Crookshank raised a novel point by 
declaring that constitutionally there was 
no such thing as a “ Government *’ and 
the word should not therefore be intro- 
duced into a Bill. 

Sir Douglas Hogg, replying, made 
confusion still worse confounded by in- 
troducing the term “ essential services ’* 
into the argument. “ If a (sympathetic) 
strike took place in an essential service 
on such a scale as to inflict hardship 
on the community to an extent which 
would coerce^ the Government, that 
would be prohibited,” he explained, and 
added, in reply to Mr. Mitchell, that 
an essential service was a service the 
stoppage of which inflicted such hard- 
ship on the community as to coerce the 
Government, 

The House was so engrossed in puzzl- 
ing this out that ib showed no resent- 
ment when the guillotine fell bang on 
poor Mr. Gaero- Jones. Just by way 
of sho wing that though i t m ight not exist 
constitutionally it still cub some ice in 
fact, the Government thereupon passed 
six amendments one after another. 

Wednesday t May 18 th, — Lord Danbs- 
PORT is not the sort of man who would 
intentionally get the House of Lords 
talked about, but he came near to doing 


it to-day when he launched a vehement 
attack on the film censorship. Point- 
ing out that while last year 361 out of 
1,885 films submitted had been passed 
after alteration and only seven rejected 
altogether, the noble lord invited his 
colleagues to conclude that, “while it 
was clear that a number of films of a 
grossly offehsive character were sub- 
mitted, only an infinitesimal number of 
the total were rejected.” 

Lord Banbury alone accepted this 
somewhat strained interpretation of the 
figures. On the other hand Mr. T. P. 
O'Connor, whose ripe judgment and 
rich store of worldly experience, so well 
known in the House of Commons, are 
known to the other place only by hear- 



Sir William Joynson-Eicks (to crowded 
house), “Sorry, gents, but my properties 
aren’t yet back proh the wash.’^ 


say, found a stalwart champion in Lord 
Olivier, who pronounced himself a film 
fan, and another in Lord Desborough, 
while the Bishop of Southwark had no 
fault to find with the censorship, but 
thought it might be strengthened. 

In the House of Commons questions 
were asked about the conduct of 
M. Eosengolz, the Soviet Charge 
d*Afi:'aires, who, it appears, interviewed 
a Member of the Opposition about the 
raid before he saw the Foreign Secre- 
tary. Mr. E- Hudson (C.) insisted that 
this was highly improper. Mr. J. Hud- 
son (Lab.) retorted that it was highly 
improper for Mr. E. Hudson to suggest 
that anything M. Eosengolz did was 
highly improper. 

The Hudsons having ceased from 
baying, the House proceeded to polish 
ofl' the rest of Clause 1 of the Trade 
Disputes Bill after a debate briefly 


devoted to the question of the circum- 
stances under which Mr. J. H. Thomas 
might, could or should go to gaol. 

Thursday y May 19th , — The Govern- 
ment took a rather churlish attitude 
towards Lord Newton’s Bill to legalise 
street betting. The Lords might pass it 
if they chose, but must not expect the 
Government to help it along if they 
did. Carry it their Lordships did by 
44 votes to 23. The raciest speech 
of the evening' was that of Lord 
Hamilton op Dalzell, who besought 
the Government to stop issuing book- 
makers* licences to all and sundry who 
apply, without any exaniination.' What 
was the use, he asked, of the Jockey 
Club being able to warn a defaulting 
bookmaker off the Turf when he could 
still advertise himself as having been 
duly licensed by H.M. Government to 
pursue the business of a bookmaker? 

The good people of B iinburgh have 
apparently set up a colour-bar. Mr. 
Saklatvala asked the Secretary for 
Scotland if he was aware that certain 
Edinburgh restaurants refused admis- 
sion to people of ‘ Asiatic and African 
descent. Sir John Gilmour . said 
be was, but he could do nothing 
about it. 

Mr. Saklatvala’s inquiry followed 
oddly upon a series of questions in which 
the Socialist Party expiessed resent- 
ment at the fact that a “ White ** Eus- 
sian, a former attach^ to the Eussian 
Embassy in London, had been allowed 
to visit England for six days on business. 

The Home Secretary “ regretfully ’* 
announced the postponement until 
Tuesday of his statement about the 
raid on Arcos, Ltd. ; and Mr. Arthur 
Henderson thereupon agreed that the 
Labour Party would keep till Thursday 
its remarks aborit the Home Secretary. 

Mr. E. McNeill moved the Second 
Eeading of the Finance Bill in a light- 
hearted speech. Apparently the only 
innovation contained in the Bill is that 
henceforth it will be permissible to 
carry spirit about the country in tanks 
and pipe lines. Transatlantic visitors 
may be pleased to hear this. Mr. E. 
Grenfell said the only ideal Chancel- 
lor they had ever had was “Black 
Michael” (Sir M. Hicks-Beaoh), who 
had never been seen to smile when 
finance was under discussion. Noting 
however the failure of Mr. Winston 
Churchill to retain an expression of 
stern detachment, Mr. Grenfell was 
kind enough to say that he didn’t mind 
him smiling if he remained adamant 
inside. 

M, Doumergue has proved a distinct suc- 
cess while he has been at the Louvre.” 

Evening ’Pa'g&r, 

Que diable allaiUil faire dans cette 
galerie ? , ■ - 
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DISCUIMERS AND AVOWALS. 

A Welsh oobogenarian lady resident 
at Llangollen having recently published 
a statement to the effect that she was 
the original of Mary had a little Lamb, 
Mr. Punch has conducted a series of 
investigations on similar lines with the 
following results : — 

Mr. Jack Jones; M.P., interviewed by 
our representative at his residence in 
Canning Town, expressed regret that 
he was unable to confirm the report 
that he was the original of the male 
protagonist in the famous^mountaineer- 
ing episode commemorated in Jack and 
Jill. “ There are hills,” said Mr. Jones, 

in my native county of Tipperary, but 
I never ascended them for the purpose 
of water-finding. There are no Jills in 
Tipperary. Moreover, though a con- 
vinced Socialist, I am not interested in 
breaking crowns. I have too great a 
personal regard for the Eoyal Family,” 

The Eight Hon. William Bridge- 
man, in reply to the question, Are you 
or are you not the original of Little 
BilleeV stated regretfully that the 
answer must be in the negative. To 
begin with, he had never seen Jerusa- 1 
lem or Madagascar, nor had he at any 
time been subjected to a starvation 
diet, though the feeding at Eton in his 
day was not always immune to criti- 
cism. He pointed out, however, that in 


one of the many versions of the ballad 
there was strong presumptive evidence 
in favour of identifying him with the 
juvenile hero — ^viz„ that in which the 
last two lines run as follows : — 

“But as for little Bill, they made him 

The First Lord of the Admiraltee.” 

As a matter of fact the original version 
of the last line was — 

“ The Captain of a Seventy-three ” ; 

and, further, Thackeray, the author, 
died before he — Mr. Bridgeman — ^was 
born. 

Sir John Simon, who in the interval 
between two cases in which he was 
engaged was kind enough to grant a 
brief interview to our representative, 
said that he was not prepared to deny 
that he had ever met a vendor of dishes 
composed of meat, fowl, fish, fruit or 
vegetables enclosed in, or covered with, 
a layer of paste and baked in an oven. 
At Christmas festivities in his youth he 
had been familiar with mince-pies and 
bran-pies. In his childhood he had 
probably made mud-pies. In reply to 
further questions he said that so far as 
he could remember he had never par- 
taken of an eel-pie. As regards sym- 
plicity of character he was of the late 
Lord Mobley's opinion that it was 
no hindrance to subtlety of intellect, 
yet he could say with Shakespeare, 
“How blessed are we that are not simple 


men 1 ” He was, however, fully alive 
to the attractions of the simple life, and 
resented the insinuation of his detractors 
that he suffered from a ^periority 
complex. Yet on the whole he was 
driven reluctantly to the conclusion, 
after a careful study of all the evidence 
accumulated in the Prolegomena of 
Ollendorff, that the Simon of the 
poem was not himself but somebody 
else of the same name. 

Mr. Arthur Ponsonby, M,P., the 
Labour Member for the Brightside 
Division of Sheffield, wrote to say that 
he frankly admitted that his baptismal 
name was Augustus, which he had dis- 
carded on attaining years of discretion 
in view of its sinister Imperial associ- 
ations. He wished, however, mosj> 
strenuously to deny the rumour, which 
had gained currency of late, that his 
appearance had inspired the tragic ballad 
which begins with the words, “Augustus 
was a chubby lad.” 

On the other hand, Air-Marshal Sir 
John Salmond copfirmed the theory 
that the lines on “ Little Johnny Head 
in Air ” were composed to his address 
in consequence of ^is early addiction to 
aeronautics. 


“The beautiful sheaf of harem lilies which 
the bride will carry at the ceremony will be the. 
gift of the Women’s Uhionisfe Associa- 

tion .” — Liverjpool Pajaer^ 

They ought to have known better. 
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WHAT EKGUHD IS THINKIHG. 

^ ' L— Manchestee. 

What Manchester thinks to-day Eng- 
land will think twice about to-morrow, 

; as we know ; and how Manchester has 
' started a hare. which this week’ will 
j arrive ' at Shepherd’s Bush, and may^ 
1 or may not go further; but you never! 
I know with hares. - ’ 

i Charming, old-world, dusky Manches- 
! ter! It is a shame that with a soul so 
j white she should have a skin so dark. 

' With her music, her medicine, her morals, 

. her metropolitan manners and more 
; than rnetropolitan murk, she shows that 
cleanliness need not be next to godliness. 

: She is a negress with a heart of gold. 

‘ “ Manchester, ’’says the British Baed- 

eker, “situated on the polluted Irwell, 
; at its confluence with the insignificant 
Irk . . . Well, welli whyrubit in? 
It is not true that in the North of Eng- 
land the people are^ a different race, 
wearing long^ tails and wolfing their 
food with beast-like cries. They are 
men of like passions with ourselves, 
though the Watch Committee keeps 
these in check. Cotton is grown . at 
Manchester, though at first the tourist 
will, suspect that it is grown in cellars, 
like mustard and cress, on bits of flan- 
nel; for he will taxi many leagues about 


Manchester without seeing to much as 
a reel of cotton. The centre of Man- 
chester is just like any other town after 
the sweep, has been. ’ But about two 
days’ tram-ride to the west (or east) 
there is a cotton-mill, full of looms and 
warps and woofs, and wefts, and en- 
tirely operated by comely lasses who 
are 'bobbed, shingled and sometimes 
Eton-cropped, and do the Charleston 
while they wait for their pay. Man- 
chester says that the first shingler was 
a girl in a Manchester mill, who did it 
for safety. Anyhow, London is quite 
in the fashion. 

Another thing we have in common 
with the Northerners is bankruptcy, I 
did not meet anyone who was not on 
the verge of bankruptcy.through.no 
fault of his own. On the Cotton Ex- 
change I saw eight thousand gentlemen 
standing about and discussing cotton 
and bankruptcy ; and a trade which can 
keep so many gentlemen in conversation 
cannot, I feel, be quite moribund. 

But there it is ; you see the signs of 
poverty everywhere. At the big clubs 
they make you use the same plate for 
the first four courses ; and many of the 
young business-men can no longer afford 
soda with their whisky. The first state- 
ment everyone makes is that cotton has 
gone to the dogs, and the first question 


they ask is, “Are you going to the 
dogs ? ” 

Manchesteristhinkingaboutthedogs. 
The dogs, the race-dogs, the noble grey- 
hounds which pursue the Electric Hare ! 
The Electric Hare is the most trans- 
parent and ingenious excuse for public 
betting which has yet been devised. 
Years hence I can see old gentlemen 
writing, to The Times to point out how 
much this ancient sport has done for 
the breed of the greyhound, on which 
our country depends. However that 
may be, it should certainly augment the 
breed of the bookie. 

• There are six races, each of five- 
hundred yards. Each race takes thirty 
seconds or under, and after each there 
is a quarter-of-an-hour’s betting and 
bitterness, so that on a crude arithme- 
tical reckoning the proportion of sport 
to speculation is as 1 to 30, or three- 
and-a-bit per cent. And I may tell 
you at once that in my small experience 
race-dogs are as unremunerative an in- 
vestment as race-horses. 

One thing, by the way, this sport has 
achieved : it has scientifically exploded 
any reputation for intelligence which 
the greyhound may have had before. 
The Electric Hare runs round the outer 
rim of a stadium-shaped course. It is 
at the end of a long iron bar thrust out 
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“ What cak I do to prove love foe vou ? ” 
“Ther^j is one thing, Paul, and one thing onlv.” 
“Name it, dabling.” 

“Win the Calcutta Sweep.’* 


from the fencing, behind which fencing 
is an invisible electric train. Sparks 
flash and the hare whirrs as it runs. 
I judged it to be about the size of a fox, 
and it was covered entirely with scraps 
of harems hair. One look at this mon- 
ster and I knew at once that it was 
not a real hare. And you would think 
that the greyhound, with his superior 
experience, to say nothing of his famous 
instinct, would come to the same 
conclusion. But hot a bit of it ! 

The ritual is impressive. The six 
hounds, in coloured coats, are paraded 
round the whole course, led by gentle- 
men in long white overalls. One 
studies the appearance of Naughty Boy 
and Bedtoing, and is none the wiser. 
They are then placed in a pen with six 
compartments and a front-door of wire- 
netting, to which the greyhounds press 
their aristocratic noses. How noble 
they look, and how intelligent, and yet 
what mutts the lovely creatures are! 
The preposterous hare is brought close to 
the cage and doesone preliminary circuit 
of the course at great speed. When 
they see the hare running round, like 
something on a clockwork race-game, 
and certainly as no coursed hare ever 
ran before ; when they see the sparks fly- 
ing and hear the whirr of the machinery, 
the instinct of the sagacious dogs at 
once says “ Livestock ! They whimper 
and peer and scrabble at the wire- 
netting with their excited paws. They 
have smelt electric blood. As the hare 
passes them the gate flies up and off 
they go at, as I calculate, about thirty- 
five miles an hour, though it looks like 
a hundred. It seems a shame to show 
up dumb animals in this way. 

The idea is always to keep the hare 
ahead of the hounds. But sometimes 
the machine is too slow or the hounds 
too quick. At Manchester, they say, a 
dog which caught the hare broke its leg 
on the iron bar.' In the first race on 
which I invested money (at Liverpool) 
something, of course, went wrong. The 
Blue Dog, which I had backed, was 
clearly the slowest dog of the century, 
and immediately took and retained the 
last place. It was a cold wet evening, 
and the Electric Hare was tired . In the 
straight the leading hounds caught him 
up, nibbled at his powerful flanks and 
were flung off. Up came my faithful 
Blue Dog, took hold of the electric rump, 
held on to it, and was dragged about 
twenty-five yards, nearly to the winning- 
post, and I began to think that I was to 
draw money. But just before the post 
the Blue Dog fell off the hare ; the other 
dogs were tumbled in a precipitous 
muddle not pleasant to see ; the hare 
escaped into his hole, and tbei*ace was 
dedaredKoEace; The bookmakers com- 
plained that whenever a favourite was 


winning it was No Eace, and every 
backer complained that whenever his 
choice was winning it was No Eace. The 
rain fell sootily, and there was a delight- 
ful harmony of discontent. No doubt 
steps will be taken to avoid these little 
mishaps; but at present the sport is not 
infallibly humane. I read in the report 
of last week’s races that one race had to 
be re-run owing to “savaging ; at the 
second attempt all the dogs gave up at 
the second bend and refused to run. 
This seems to show that there is a gleam 
of sense remaining in the greyhound. 

It is only my own opinion, but I 
do not count the Electric Hate among 


Manchester’s greatest’ inventions. I 
put it in the same class as Free Trade. 

i'fi s;: si; - sic 

An* interesting discovery I made at 
Manchester was tha^t the North of Eng- 
land is run for the most part by South- 
erners and Scotsmen. I met ten pillars 
of the cotton trade at a club. All were 
Southerners, except' one, who was a 
Scotsman, This is not generally known. 

Mr, Lloyd Geoege was born at Man- 
chester, This is not much mentioned 
in that statesman’s speeches about his 
native Welsh hills. And I did- not 
gather that Manchester thinks much 
of it. A. P. H. 
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-rucT Di Av thrilling us from her first appearance 

AT THE PLAY. newly-married wife to her final 

Asleep” (Duke of York's). shrieks of laughterwhen her ruined hus- 

Co CAINE troubles me a bit. I am re- band has been taken away by a police- 
f erring, of course, to the dramatic use 
of the commodity. The emotions pro- 
duced by hatred, love and jealousy are 
emotions with which we are fairly 
familiar, even the noblest of us; and 
how noble we all are, sitting there in 
the front of the house I Even the de- 
gradation caused by strong drink we 
have probably, some of us, observed 
aloofly from afar. But this cocaine 
appears to be used rather like a trap- 
door in a pantomime. There is nothing 
very much wrong with A or B except 
a slight unpleasantness of disposition 
or a nervy sort of temperament. Sud- 
denly a little box is produced from a 
vanity-bag or elsewhere. Snifl*, sniff. 

Somebody, the hero or the friend, re- 
coils across the stage in horror, upset- 
ting the furniture. The house is thrown 
into paroxysms of alarm. Doctors and 
fire brigades are Summoned, knells are 
rung. The depths of infamy have been 
sounded. Hell has broken loose. 

And what is there, after all, to show 
for it in the way. of dramatic emotion ? 

Just a little box. For'ailyou or I know MUSSOLINI OF CABAEE 

it may contain insect-powder. The hero Mr. l^o Galv^i, 

or h/roine may tear it away with a . . . Miss Beatbice Qui 






A MUSSOLINI OF CABAEET. 


Qabrielle . 


Miss Beatrice Quenkell. 


blanched face, fling it out of the window, inspector to jug. But you get my point, 
stamp on it, or have it removed by the I want to know what Dolores* character 
butler on a silver salver and cast into was like before she started doping at 
the dustbin. But I cannot see that it all, and why she started doing it, 
contains Drama with a capital 
D, like the cupboard where 
the will or the skeleton is; 
like the revolver, or even like 

the harmless but necessary W 

tantalus. A doctor might tell ^ 

me all about it, but I have not 

got a doctor here. li 

A dope-fiend, you will inform Ji? 

me, is utterly wicked and per- In/lmllH 

verse. Very well then, to bring — /^H>*:***. aJ 

a dope-fiend on to . the stage I ^BVnKIvll^ 

is to label ‘^habitual / JIB Mllili 

murderer,” whereas the inter- / I MUUMK 

est of the play lies in finding / / 

out what made dabble / y A 

in so much gore. And I would 

rather have a play, showing 

me what induced a dope-fiend M 1 — ■ 

to begin doping than be pre- W 

sented with a ready-made char- ’ //^ D // rJ /f / /// ^ 

acter from the underworld in m ® 

possession of a mechanically || w 

diabolical cardboard-box. w/Mm 11 I 

So much having been said, m 1 

let me acknowledge that Mr. j M Mrr- " 1 

C OIL Campion’s Asleep makes m ^ 

the best of what I consider to 
be nofe very good material, and 

that Miss Barbara Hopfe is THE “SN0W»*-W1FE. 

a terribly wicked, beautiful and Delores Miss. Barbara Hofei 

perverse cocaine demoness, (Serrmd Smith .... Mb. Leslie Banks. 


Asleep is a rather ingeniously con- 
structed play. In the Prologue we are 
shown the hero as a down-and-out, sunk 
in stupor on a Park bench. He has come 
out of gaol, and the conversation of 
another wastrel who happens to be a 
cocaine-seller causes him to dream his 
life again. His name is Gerrard Smiilu 
He had been a City man — rather a 
stage City man, I think — and Smith of 
Smiths at thirty-five had, become a 
household word for financial security 
where big business was done. And 
then he married Dolores. He was 
living with his mother and foster-sister 
before that time, but they both left 
the house when he brought back his 
fiendish bride. Just to prove to you 
how" that house went from bad to 
worse I need only say that in Act I, 
Punch was being read — and you can 
have no idea, until you have seen it, 
how a dope-fiend reads Punch — where- 
as in Act III., after a year’s interval, 
there was no periodical literature in 
the room except a daily newspaper, the 
name of which I was unable to dis- 
cover. The fact, of course, that it was 
the now current number of Punch 
which was being read a year previously 
to Act III. presents us with a curious 
riddle in time which I must leave to 
metaphysicians. Enough to say that 
in the interval Dolores tried to, obtain 
“snow” from her former dancing-part- 
ner, a professioDal named Mario, well 
acted by Mr. Dino Galvani, and had 
reduced her husband, Mr. Les- 
lie Banks, to despair, to un- 
numberable whiskies without 
soda, and finally to such a 
crisis in his financial affairs 
that he had been forced to col- 
^ . lect thirty-six thousand pounds 

Ik in notes in order to meet it, 
lift . After taunting and mocking 

IIU him in an hysterical scene, 
which I can only hope was as 
moving to the drug-fiends pre- 
sent as it was to the ordinary 
playgoer, after smashing several 
glasses bub not the soda-water 
syphon, after threatening her 
husband with a swovd^ Dolores 
broke open the cabinet, took 
the notes and ran away. Hence 
the arrival of the police-inspec- 
tor just when Gerrard Smith* s 
foster-sister has come back to 
console him. 

In the Epilogue the foster- 
sister, Miss Muriel Eandall, 
appears again, still faithful, 
and asks a policeman, who bids 
her beware of this loafer 01:1 
the bench, to summon a taxi- 
cab. Dolores has died of dope, 
i'E. and Laurine is going to marry 
him* 
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I liked Mr. Leslie Banks all through, 
but especially in his agitation when 
talking to the family doctor about his 
wife and his City worries. There was 
not very much for the rest of the cast — 
apart, of com'se, from Miss Babbaea 
Hofpe — to do, but Mr, Eric Stanley 
as the doctor. Miss Muriel Eandall as 
the mirror of young loyalty, and Miss 
Beatrice Quennell as Gabrielle, the 
new but uninspiring dancing-partner of 
Mario, whom I mentioned above, did 
what they could. 

If the play did not quite satisfy it is, 
I repeat, because it dealt very little with 
character. When you dope, your char- 
acter is done. But anyone who sees 
it and is thinking of marrying a drug 
fiend, even as lovely as Miss Barbara 
Hopfe’s Dolores, will most probably 
postpone the banns. Evoe. 


THE LOST LEADER, 

[The following paragraphs were found in 
manuscript form on the floor of the room of 
a distinguished leader-writer. The pages on 
which they were written evidently fell out of a 
complete SiS., but it is doubtful whether their 
absence will be noticed by the readers of the 
journal in which they were intended to appear.] 

, , . and as Horace so happily re- 
minds us, “ Aequani memento rebus in 
ardnis 'servare mentem*' 

So much then for the ill-conceived 
aspirations of M. Pastnik and his fol- 
lowers in the ill-starred Oabal. But 
the inquirer, unsatisfied, and reasonably 
unsatisfied, by this tardy and unconvinc- 
ing explanation, will press, and rightly 
press, for further particulars. The 
Powers themselves, through their ac- 
credited plenipotentiaries, can hardly do 
less. They might well do more. What 
precisely was the nature of the informa- 
tion in the hands of the Foreign Sec- 
retary when he made the reasoned 
statement from which a lengthy extract 
appears on another page of this issue j 
it is not within our power to disclose ; 
and in any case the situation, if not 
actually critical, may with truth be said I 
to have reached a stage when the dis- ; 
closure of details wisely kept in the, 
background could easily convert a state 
of affairs already heavy with menace into 
one of real danger. The Sczweltvscian 
proletariat has, let us admit, so far 
shown itself to be capable of a wise and 
most welcome restraint; but, human 
passions being what they are, it is not to 
be supposed that the dull acquiescence 
they have until now displayed in a policy 
which, to say the least, is unlikely to 
survive informed criticism, will, if the 
counsels of obscurantism prevail, be 
maintained for -many weeks, or even 
days, or possibly hours. 

Nor is it within the bounds of credi- 
bility that the soft words of the Para- 


mount Metropolitan would have been 
spoken without that wise statesman 
having taken full cognizance of the in- 
flamed state of local feeling -in the 
Z wolpian territories, N or can he have 
been even diplomatically deaf to the 
mufeterings beyond the left bank of the 
Pog. These are matters for others to 
determine. As Horace has so wisely 
and so often said, *^Pictorihis atque 
postis quidlibet audendi semper f nit cequa 
potestas” Meanwhile, as our corre- 
spondent lately in the Hinterland of 
Hullogolightlier so clearly explains, the 
clash of interests is really a matter far 
greater than the ownership of a mere 
strip of sun-baked desert or the value on 
the Stock Exchange of Thibetan shipping 
shares. So indeed it is. Surely there 
was something prophetic in the mind of 
Ovid when he wrote, *^Plausus tunc 


arte carebat/* Who to-day will seek to 
escape the implication of those words ? 
But even with clouds upon the horizon, 
with the chilling voice of doubt ever 
whispering sinister suggestions in the 
shrinking ear of our own defeatists, 
what we, whose duty lies at home, have 
to remember is this : that, as Oioeeo on 
an occasion of great national gravity 
declared . . , 


Demoralisation. 

From a broadcasting programme 
“ 6. — ^Daventry Quartea. 

6 45. — Daventry Quartot.” 

Daily Paper. 


“A Furnished Cottage to Let for Summer 
Months or longer period. Situation, The 
Pond .” — Local Paper. 

Quite a ducky little place. 
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THE CRADLE OF THE GAME. 

At an extraordinary meeting of the 
M.O.G., held on Sunday afternoon last, 
the President said that the gathering 
had been called to collect the views of 
cricketers on the suggestion put forward 
by Lord Mo 25 KSWell in a letter to The 
Times to the effect that cricket was 
beingstudied by the Germans andmight 
even be a game of German origin. (Oh, 
oh !) It was felt that such a suggestion 
demanded the fullest inquiry. (Hear, 
hear ! ) He would read the more per- 
tinent portion of Lord Monkswell*s 
letter : — 

“ When I was in Berlin twenty-five 
years ago it was a common sight to 
see boys playing small cricket in the 
streets, with a lamp-post for wicket, 
and with a bat of approximately the 
correct shape. I have never heard 
anyone remark upon this, but it would 
be interesting to know whether this 
game was of German origin or im- 
ported from England.** 

Lord Haeris said that he never heard 
such nonsense in his life. He couldn*t 
imagine what his friend Monkswell 
was up to, and the next time they met 
he should tell him so. 

Mr. P. E. Warner said that he had 
been playing cricket for a great many 
years under the impression that it was 
an English game. Had he thought it 
was German be would have taken up 
golf instead — (Cheers) — or even lawn- 
tennis. (Eenewed cheers.) Cricket was 
essentially non -German, although it 
was possible to become nearly as bald as 
a Teuton at it. (Sobs.) 

Mr. K. S. Duleepsinhji (who was 
received with a salvo of applause) said 
that Lord Monkswell*s letter might 
have caused him to wonder, had.be 
read it, but this was the first intima- 
tion he had received. When the pre- 
sent season was over he might perhaps 
think of it again. (Cheers.) 

Jack Hobbs (Surrey) said that he 
was glad that the matter was to be 
taken up, as he had lately been much 
bothered and annoyed by the attempts 
of certain German writers to claim him 
as a fellow-countryman by associating 
him with a Leipsic centenarian named 
Jacobs. He had brought his birth- 
certificate to prove how English he 
was. (Loud cheers.) 

Mr. E. T. Mann said that his experi- 
ence was not unlike that of Hobbs. He 
had recently had letters from Germany 
asking him if he would visit that country 
in the capacity of adviser in connection 
with the establishment of a Berlin 
cricket club, and they were all addressed 
to him as Herr Heftimann. As one 
who had before now hit the top of the 


Pavilion at Lord’s, and intended to do 
it again (Loud and prolonged cheering), 
he could not take the error wholly as 
an insult, but he W’ould like the meet- 
ing to know that he deplored it. 

Maurice Tate (Sussex) said that 
he should hate to be known as Kopf. 
(Loud applause.) 

Mr. Lowry, the captain of the New 
Zealanders, said that he and his merry 
men — (Loud cheers) — had left their 
country on the present tour with the 
impression firmly fixed in their minds 
that cricket was an English game. They 
would never have come had they sup- 
posed it German. (Benewed applause.) 

Mr. Blunt, of the same team, said 
, that he wished to associate himself with 
what his captain had said. He liked 
knockingupruns — (Hear, hear)— but he 
should not care so much for them if 
cricket had been made in Germany.^ 

Mr. A. P. E. Chapman said that he had 
seen it stated in a German paper that 
he had qualified for Kant. This was a 
serious libel. What he had qualified for 
was Kent. (Cheers.) 

Commander C. B. Ery said that he did 
not think that the origins of games mat- 
tered very much. What mattered was 
their development and the way in which 
they were played. He had been accused 
of bringing to his study of cricket a scien- 
tific thoroughness and application — at 
any rate when he was batting — that 
might be called almost Teutonic. (Oh, 
oh !) But there was no harm in that. 
He would like to see England imitating 
Germany in thoroughness of methods 
and Germany doing its best to play the 
game. (Hear, hear.) 

Mr. Eender said the Germans wanted 
everything — from Shakespeare on- 
wards. . He didn’t mind them getting 
Grace, but they mustn’t take ours. 
(Loud applause.) 

Mr. Ashley-Cooper said he was 
a life-long student of cricket, and he 
could find no record of any German 
performances, Bismarck was a very 
remarkable man, but he did not seem 
to have been able to bat, bowl or field. 
To come to the living, who had ever 
heard of Hindenburg playing cricket ? 
Goethe was a contemporary of Eiohard 
Nyren, but one searched in vain for 
any mention of cricket in his otherwise 
meritorious writings. He had searched 
in vain also through Heine, who had 
been in England, for any reference to 
Lord’s. Had cricket been a German 
game it must have got into the literature 
of the country, (Cheers.) 

Lord Hawke said that he thought 
Lord Monkswell might perhaps have 
got a little mixed. Every antiquarian 
student of cricket knew that its- origin 
had been associated with an old English 
or Scottish game called ‘<Knnrr and 


Spell.” He fancied that Lord Monks- 
well, faintly remembering this, had 
been thinking of Sturm unci Drang, 
(Loud cheers.) The confusion was a 
simple one. He himself had once mis- 
taken Swan and Edgar’s for Marshall 
AND Snelgrove’s. (Benewed cheers.) 

Major the Hon. L. H. Tennyson said 
he thought the meeting had lasted long 
enough. It was obvious that, if Lord 
Monkswell had seen school-children 
playing cricket in Germany, it was be- 
cause they had been watching the Eng- 
lish. Let the Germans add it to their 
repertory by all means; he himself 
would be glad to take a team there and 
show them the way, (Loud cheers.) 
He would take a team anywhere. (Ee- 
newed cheers.) He would take a team 
to Bdlly-O, (Sensation.) Meanwhile, 
what price the open air ? 

The meeting then broke up. 

___ E.V. L. 

GARDEN PESTS. 

II. — The Snail, 

I MUST confess I often fail 
To trample on the ingenuous snail ; 
Instead of compassing his end 
I 'm apt to treat him as a friend ; 

And he and I in rainy weather 
Perambulate my paths together. 

He likes to see my garden grow, 

Takes careful stock of all I sow, 

And we discuss with eager zest 
The vegetable each likes best ; 

My lupin shoots be thinks more tasty 
Than onions in a Cornish pasty. 

Indeed he finds herbaceous stuff 
For him is amply good enough, 

And tells me that he only pines 
To feed himself on vitamines ; 

He thinks delphinium chewed at night is 
Preventive of appendicitis. 

About the housing-problem he 
Has got a working theory ; 

He ’s built a bungalow which can 
Be treated as a caravan ; 

With house on back I ’ve seen him travel 
From bed to bed across the gravel, 

A creature who so guilelessly 
Puts out his horns to look at me 
Is one I do not care to crush 
Or fling to the remorseless thrush ; 

I have a heart too soft to harden — I 
I place him in my neighbour’s garden. 
— W.M.L. 

“Socialist amendments to the Attorney- 
Generars new definition of an illegal strike i 
include . . . that the object of the strike must 
be that * declared by the responsible body * 
calling it ; which, of course, would make the 
clause almost migratory .” — Daily Pajper, 

It is well known that swallows, when 
they migrate, nearly always take their 
clause. with them. 

i 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Buncos Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

A NEW series of political essays by the author of The 
Pomp of Power is concerned with those parts of the globe 
Where Freedom Falters (Scribnee); primarily America, 
secondarily any country where an uncivilised democracy 
has got the upper hand of the sane and gentle few. Mr. 
Laurancb Lyon— his identity is divulged in his preface — 
does not suggest how this state of things is to be met, or 
precisely what form of government, or differential mis- 
government, he would have take its place. He bestows a 
passing benediction on the French Canadians for their 
allegiance to the soil and the Italians as enjoying a popular 
despotism. But in general he comes to curse, and the 
principal objective of his malediction is America. America 
outgrown her constitution — he ably describes this and 
its makers ; she has no foreign policy except the moribund 
Monroe Doctrine and a negative attitude towards the I 
League of Nations ; her political finance is scandalous, and 
internationally she “ bids fair to be the harshest creditor 
the modern world has ever known.” Her material pros- 
perity will be threatened when her farmers are no longer 
able to feed her manufacturers; and her moral is already 
undermined by the unassimilated aliens who largely con- 
stitute her criminal classes. Mr. Lyon’s account of the 
erratic functioning of American law, particularly as regards 
the handling of these gentry and the administration of the 
Volstead Act, is one of the best things in his book; and the 
volume as a whole, though tiresomely addicted to legends 
of political intrigue, abounds in cynical wisdom. At the 
same time I feel be has contrasted the worst of the New 
World with the best of the Old, and ignored that Ameri- 


canisation of Europe which makes it increasingly difficult 
for Europe to criticise America, 

Once more Mr. Punch is impelled to express 
His delight in the work of bis friend, P. S.,” 

Who for several years has most properly been 
As their laureate hailed by the Merchant Marine ; 

For here, to enlarge and enhance an old debt, 

Is the best Booh of Shanties that ever he met, 

Which comes, in a format attractive and neat, 

From Methuen’s firm, 36, Essex Street. 

Her choice is impeccable, music and text ; 

She clears up a number of points that are vexed, 

And her brief introduction — nine pages, no more — 

Is a mine of appropriate nautical lore, 

Inspired by romance and regret, yet alive 
To the dangers of seeking old songs to revive. 
Equipped with authority none can dispute. 

Concisely and swiftly she goes to the root 
Of the matter — the origin, growth and decay 
Of the shanty, the cult as it 's practised to-day ; 

And adds for the guidance of those who pursue it 
Some excellent hints on the way not to do it. 

I have ever found the Chosen People interesting, and 
here is a new story of them. Blue Tiger Yard (Faber and 
Gwyer), a first bpok and a first-rate book by Charles 
Landstone, who is to be congratulated on a really fine bit 
of writing and character-study. Blue Tiger Yard is the 
Hatton Garden of Whitechapel, and BubeLaharin, the hero 
(unlike Mr. Hoeniman’s polished young murderer, Israel 
Banh), is a real credit to Jewry. Of plot there is nothing 
particular and the kisses are negligible; the book is, in 
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fact, little more than a mirror to the 
Lalcarin family, its manners and cus- 
toms, its clannishness and acumen, its 
pride and morality. We see old Aaron 
Lalcarin (then jovoog Aaron Lahor 
rin) arrive in the East End from Lodz 
some thirty years before the War. We 
see him prosper there, marry and achieve 
a family, of which B^lhe is the eldest. 

We see Bathe's schooldays and early 
manhood, and, if Aaron has made 
good, we see Bube make better, and the 
Lalcarin family socially flourishing. 

But for all Biihe's business ability 
there is within him some strivings of 
the true romance, some rather pathetic 
touch of Galahad. His love for the 
highbrow amateur actress, Esther Mar- 
anno — ‘‘a fish in strange water,” she 
calls Bube — is excellently told, and in 
his dramatic (in every sense of the 
word) but very understandable loss of 
her he has my sympathy. I leave Bube 
with reluctance ; Jews are husbands by 
nature and he is to wed (I won’t say to 
console himself with) that quite good 
sort, Miss Sally Belman, a typical Blue 
Tigress. And so that ’s all. But I ’d 
like to say to Mr. Chaeles Landstonb 
that I have greatly enjoyed his clever 
book and that I look to hear lots 
more of him. 

Necessarily something of a patch- 
work, but a patchwork of lavender- 
breathing fragments harmoniously re- 
united, the history of Lovebay Hambet, 
the mother of West-Country Quaker- 
ism, has been tenderly pieced together 
by L. Y. Hodgkin (Mrs. John Holds* 
worth). z\s becomes a historian and 
the daughter of a historian, Mrs. Holds- 
WORTH reconstructs a human being and 
not a hagiographei’’s dummy, and, 
though she styles her heroine Quaker 
Saint of Cornwall (Longmans), she 
never denies Loveday and her circle 
the animation of their foibles. Hitherto 
the history of this notable matron has 
begun in her fifties, when, widowed and == 
childless, but ruling in almost feudal fashion 
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the animation of their foibles. Hitherto Busnsnss? 

V . . . f ,v • 1. -1 1 . V Second Partner . “Well, as far as I can make out, he wants to start near 

the history of this notable matron has upwarls.” 

begun in her fifties, when, widowed and — 

childless, but ruling in almost feudal fashion a great ‘ pretious heavenly Meetinges ’ ” which Mrs, Holdsw’orth 
family” in a farmhouse near St. Austell, she acted as hostess so sympathetically describes. Her book’s charming illus- 
to George Eox and his followers. But her present biogra- trations are admirable reinforcements of its spirit. 


pher has traced Loveday’s gentle maidenhood (her father 
was escheator to the Duchy), and shown how much worldly 


Eamous folk, it is said, are often gey ill to live with, and 


repute and comfort the middle-aged woman renounced on none of Helen Granville-Barker’s teams of Wives and 
her conversion to Quakerism. “Distress of goods” and Celebrities (Collins) runs very comfortably in double' 
imprisonment are recurrent episodes in her career ; the first, harness. Her book is a study, ip seven examples, of the 
as a rule, for contumacy over tithes, the latter for persist- incompatibilities liable to arise in matrimony when one of 
ence in holding meetings. A partisan relates that ‘‘for re- the partners thereto has made' some sort of noise in the | 
fusing to pay 9s, towards the repairing of the Pope’s old world. It will be observed that the wiyes’ troubles are es- ^ 
decayed Massehouse,” she was mulcted of a pot, a cauldron sentiallyhertheme, and, while she writes with an apparent im- 
and a ‘flagon ; and, under “ Oliver L^ p’tector ” she was im- partiality which few modem novelists would dare to attempt, j 
prisoned in Bodmin gaol. But the hardships of her life, it is very obvious that she has little use for the view that j 
touched, one suspects, only for her biographer and for us genius (or notoriety) is its own justification and not to be ^ 
with the chance relief of comic irony, were certainly miti- judged, as to its domestic conduct, by the standards applied 
gated by exterior and interior consolations. Her com- to the obscure rest of us. With one exception, and that a 
panions too, equally stripped of “gold buttons and rich V.O., her celebrities are a selfish lot. Not that they do 
. attire,” equally enjoyed the rural rideS “punctuated with anything very dreadful: they just make excessive, often 
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Tinconscious dems^pd^. Mrs. Granvillb-Babkee never, for 
instance, draws third side of the vulgar triangle with an 
emphatic pencil though once or twice she sketches it. She 
is more interested in the subtler sort of tragedy with no 
concrete cause. She can analyse the mentalities of the 
ultra-civilised with precision, and she is minute in the de- 
scription of their tastefully-furnished homes. If there be a 
fault to find with her book it is that its people and their 
surroundings are too consistently refined. One could almost 
wish that, by way of relief, she had included just one 
case of honest wife-beating. 

Sarah Henry Benton’s lively biographical study of our I 
old friend William the Conqueror — From Coronet to Grown 
(Kegan Paul) — is not to be taken too seriously, the author 
being manifestly more inclined to dwell on the many 
picturesque and highly-coloured passages in the careers of 
that great man and his great queen than oh the more per- 
manent aspects of events even as important as'the Norman 
Conquest, So here, though something indeed is said about 
legislative, systems,- : 

Dwmsday BooK race- 
fusion and lesson-book I 

William’s method of j ^ I |i [|f| If ||! [j !'l | ‘ I 
wooing his bride, for j t liil I ' v'* * 
instance, or of endow- f j 

ing his favourite m on- ; I 

asteries. ' He accorq-, 
plished the ofie object 
with entire success by ’ 

rolling the lady of his 
choice in the rnud and ^ 

pelting her witfi stones, ‘ | 

and was perfectly satis- Wffl 1 miPf 
fied that he did well in H| , J; ij ijijg^ 

robbing bis enemies to IH 
tbe glory of God in pur- 1 

suance of the second. 

His coronation, per- 

formed arnid scenes of Admirer, “Abe you showing i 

lire and not; his -wed- ■ » Genius. “Well, 1 may looh i 

ding, kaleidoscopicallyl ■ 

gorgeous but, to the natural regret of a lady chronicler, 
unattended by any fashion-correspondent who could leave 
us a description of the bride’s gown ; even the grimly 
horrible circumstances of bis death and burial are ail 
here “written up” in a way that reminds one more of 
first-rate journalism thanof history. ■ And not always first- 
rate. Thus of Harold’s troops at the battle of Hastings 
the writer records that they were ‘backing neither bravery 
nor courage,” while of the barons* castles she notes that 
“many were raised to the ground.” The Press, it must bo 
admitted, was but imperfectly represented in the colourful 
Middle Ages, but at any rate the present author has done 
something to correct the deficiency. There is nothing dull 
about history as she writes it. 

Hildegarde (Mt^'rb'ay) introduces yet another of those 
refreshingly courp^geous and self-reliant heroines ’in whom 
Miss Kathle^^n Morris has established something like a 
‘ ‘ corner ’ ’ in American fiction . S tarting from a Ban Erancisco 
slum of a squalor so appalling that it will probably come 
' as something of a shock to those who imagine that such 
conditions are peculiar to the Old World, Hilda Sessions 
fights her way up by sheer pluck and determination until, 
at the age of twenty-five, she has become a leading light in 
San Francisco newspaperdom and the fiaiicde of a member 


nmm 


Admirer, “Abe you showing . 
Genius. “Well, 1 may looh i 


of one of California’s “ best families ” ; and, although it is, 
frankly, difficult to credit so rapid a transition- from the 
Huge gris phase of Hilda's chrysalis period to the splendour 
of her butterfly stage, Miss Nobris herself evidently believes 
in it so sincerely that she almost succeeds in convincing 
the reader against his better judgment. I am bound to 
confess, even at the risk of appearing unduly obtuse, that 
Miss Norris’s concluding sentence “has me guessing.” 
Is Hilda going to marry Lars Garlsen after all ? Or is 
she going to carry out her frequently-expressed resolve 
and renounce men for good, except in a purely platonic 
relation ? Personally I incline to the first-named solution ; 
but probably each reader will prefer to answer the question 
according to individual taste. 

I should have been spared mental confusion if I bad been 
permitted to inspect the genealogical tree of Cousin Georgma 
(Constable). Mrs. Hicks Beach’s opening chapter, in which 
she introduces the noble family of ValyerSy needs opnceh- 
trated attention, but you must not be discouraged i,t the 
rr;; start or you will miss a 

' tale which, of its genre, 

• is both clever and dis- 
tinguished. Sometimes, 
I admit, the author’s 
cleverness carries with 
it a real sting. Take, 
for instance, her de- 
vasting description of 
, a woman who had be- 
come a Vdlyers by mar- 
riage. “ It wasn’t ever 
going to matter to Alice 
Valyers who were at 
her parties. Her own 
radiance sufficed for 
■ them. In ’middle age 
she would be moun- 
tainous and would beam. 
Now she was per- 
fectly moulded and she 
LT THE Academy this year?” * glowed ... If ^ she 
N FOB A FEW MINUTES.”' ' ' ' talked ai’deut rubbish it 

— was sagaciously the 

rubliish in vogue.” I feel indeed that she detested Alice 
a little too heartily, but for her portrait of Georgina 
Drummond I have nothing but admiration. From her 
tongue’s tip to her toes Georgina was an aristocrat, and 
it is an excellent thing that novelists of to-day should re- 
member and record that such women still play an important 
part in the life of their country, 

I have sometimes found Mr, P. G. Wodehouse almost 
too determined a humourist for my taste, so it is only fair 
to acknowledge how much I chuckled over The Small 
Bachelor (Methuen). To his familiar equipment of high 
spirit’s, knowledge of slang and ingenuity in creating 
ridiculous situations he here adds some real wit. Of his 
pleasant sense of human nature I give a sample taken from 
a discussion between a man and a woman on the morals of 
a friend.. “A thoroughly fine-minded man,” he says. 

“ Why, I remember him once leaving the table at a bachelor 
dinner because some one told an improper story.” “ How 
splendid of him!” she replies. “What was the story?” 
The scene of this extravaganza is laid in New York, of 
which the author’s knowledge (like Sam Wellefs of London) 
is extensive and peculiar, I shall not attempt to guide you 
through its entertaining maze, but content myself ^!j;rith 
saying that for a light-hearted holiday this is your book. 
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ADiwAD A According to a Mincing Lane mer- shire dialect is to be preserved for pos- 

CHARIVARIA. chant it takes seven years to train a terity. We trust it won’t record a 

Now that an airman has flown the tea-taster. Beer-tasting, on the other Yorkshireman’s comments on the defeat 
Atlantic on five sandwiches, it is ex- hand, doesn’t need to be taught. It’s of bis county by Warwickshire, 
pected that an attempt will shortly be a gift. ^ 

made to do it on four. The two pike which attacked a terrier 

Near London an unattended motor- in the river Lea are believed to have 
“ Shirts that laugh at the laundry ” car ran into the river and remained been actuated by the idea of supplying 
are advertised by a certain firm. One floating upside-down. As the weather a foundation of truth for a combined 
of ours, bought elsewhere, has such a was warm it is thought that the idea dog-and-fish story, 
keen sense of humour that it arrived of the car was to turn turtle. 

home the other day with its sides split. An article on cookery in a daily paper 

An advertisement offers a suit-case explains the preparation of a meal that 
InhisnewbookSirJ‘AGAI>IsCHU^"DEIi within the reach of everybody. We only requires a little heating here and 
Bose explains how be discovered that find it safer to put ours on the rack. there. This is in accordance with our 


plants have hearts. We | cook’s theory of how a joint 

should be roasted. 

:je 

Mr. W. E. Heabst urges 
the world to adopt the English 
language. It seems up to 
America to give a lead, 

sj: 

Croydon hairdressers have 
polled on a question of hours 
of business. Hairdressers 
have a way of putting a ques- 
tion to a poll. 

* * 

* i 

A gossip-writer has ob- 
served that an increasing 
number of mothers wish to 
be mistaken for the elder sis- 
ters of their debutante daugh- 
ters. There is no pleasing 
these mothers ; only the other 
day they wanted to be mis- 
taken for the younger sisters 
of their debutante daughters. 

A lady-novelist has divulged 
the fact that for ten years she 
kept up the habit, which she 
had formed as a schoolgirl, 
of learning a piece of poetry 
by heart every night before 
going to bed. Still, she broke 

cuixu,x-:.uuu xux uw^uuy- ^rl -Vm SUEE I CAN SMEfC f^^THES BUESTINa.*’ hersolf of it. 

ciPVAn vears How different ® ^ fag-end.” 

seven years, now ainereni ^ , «wheeetsit?” j i 

from the careless men who I know wheek it went?” I* 

buy theirs by the pint. manage to work in spite of 

There are over a million laws in force physical disabilities.' The other day we 
“I tried to hit him with a hatchet in the United States, says a daily. If saw a picture by a painter with no brain, 
and then he summoned me,” said a man this is so, there must be a great many ''^, 1 ,''* 

in a Midlands police-court. Some men altogether. ^ The population of the CEecho-Slovak 

are so touchy about being hit with * ^ Eepublic, we read, is ofiScially estimated 

hatchets. * * Lady Oxford says that to be in at 14,298,860 souls. We in this country 


plants have hearts. We 
have sometimes suspected 
that the apathy of our aspi- 
distra was only assumed, 

❖ !» 

We understand that the 
Government has decided that 
the opinions' of the Com- 
munist Press on the termin- 
ation of the Anglo - Eussian 
trading agreement should be 
taken as red. 

A Daily Mail reader re- 
cently complained of being 
awakened very early by 
cuckoos. Now another has 
drawn attention to the bird’s 
lateness in the morning. It 
seems impossible for the 
cuckoo to please every type 
of Daily Mail reader. 

* * 

‘^Yesterday’s Weather” is 
the feature of a certain daily 
paper. Its after-casts for the 
previous twenty-four hours 

are uncannily accurate. 

^ * 

A Wolverhampton reader 
writes to The Daily Express 
to say that be has used the 
same collar-stud for twenty- 
seven years. How different 
fi'om' the careless men who 
buy theirs by the pint. 



We read of a Droit wieh woman who Por a man and a husband, with all these 
sleeps with a mouth-organ under her shop-windows about, it is worse. It is It is stated that in the design of the 

pillow. That ’s nothing. We have a blunder. ^ new Irish coinage various domestic 

heard of persons who play the things, ‘ animals will be represented. In nu- 

A Sunday paper has offered a pri^ie mismatical circles curiosity is felt as to 
Interviewed by a newspaper man at for the best description of a husband’s the designer’s conception of an Irish 

the Bath and West of England Show, worst failing. Many an otherwise bull. 

a well-known agriculturist said that blameless man is addicted to competi- ^ * 

farmers always say they are ruined, tions in the Sunday papers. A financial headline runs, “De Beers 

It seems a pity that he should divulge Elat.” Can it have been bottled too 

trade secrets like that. A gramophone record of the. York- long? 


altogether. ^ The population of the CEecho- Slovak 

* , Eepublic, we read, is ofiScially estimated 

Lady Oxford says that to be in at 14,298,860 souls. We in this country 
London at this time of year is a crime, are not souls in the official estimation. 


pillow. That ’s nothing. We have a blunder, 
heard of persons who play the things. 
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SIMPLE LIVES. 

Heney the Eighth. 

When Henry VIII was young he 
was going to be a clergyman, but when 
his brother Arthur died his father who 
was Henry VII said well you can't be 
a clergyman now because you will have 
to be King of England after me. 

And he said oh I don’t mind because 
now I shall be able to marry, I have 
always liked the idea of that. ^ ; 

So soon after he became King his 
Council came to him, and they said 
what do you think about marrying 
Katharine of Aragon ? 

And he said well I think I won’t if 
you don’t mind, and they said why not ? 

And he said because she is a little 
old for me and I have never cared much 
about the shape of her face. 

Blit they said they thought it would 
be a good thing, and Henry VIII said 
oh very well, I don’t really mind and 
I suppo^ I shall get used to her in 
time. 

So he married Katharine of Aragon 
and they had a little girl called Mary 
who was afterwards Queen of England, 
and they got on fairly well together 
because Henry VIII was busy, suppress- 
ing monasteries and making arrange- 
ments for having battles a.nd charging 
taxes and all those things with his great 
friend Cardinal Wolsey, so he didn’t 
see too much of her. 

Well that went on for some time and 
then Henry VIII thought he would 
marry Anne Boleyn because Cardinal 
Wolsey told him he ought not to have , 
married Katharine of Aragon, ib was a 
mistake, and anyhow he liked Anne, 
Boleyn better. 

But he thought he had better ask 
the Pope first, and the- Pope sent Gar- ! 
dinal Gampeggio to England to see 
about it, and he told. Henry VIII that 
he wasn’t to. 

Well Heniy VIII was angry at that 
and he said it was all Cardinal Wolsey’s 
fault, and he would have cut off his 
head if he hadn’t died before he could 
do it. • j 

And he said I can’t have the Pope 
interfering with me like this, it won’t j 
do at ah, I shall he a Protestant and 
suppress all the rest of the monasteries. 

So he did that, and then he married 
Anne Boleyn. And he got Thomas 
Cromwell to help him do what he 
wanted instead qf Cardinal Wolsey, 

Well Anne Boleyn had a little girl 
called Elizabeth, aud she was Queen 
of England 'too afterwards, but Henry 
VIII found he didn’t like Anne Boleyn 
as much as he thought he would, and 
she didn’t behave very nicely, so he 
had her head cut off and next week he 
ma’rried lane Seymour. i 

And he liked her very much and she 
had a little boy called Edward who was 
King of England afterwards, but J ane 
Seymour died, and he was very sorry 
because she was nicer than the other 
two. 

So then he married Anne of Cleves, 
but she was very ugly like a horse, so 
he got rid of her at once. He didn’t 
have her head cut off but he said it 
was all Thomas Cromwell’s fault and 
he had his head cut off instead. 

And then he married Katharine 
Howard, but she didn’t behave well 
either, or at least he said she didn’t, so 
be had her head cut off. 

And then Henry VIII said well I ’m 
getting rather old and I ’ve got to marry 
somebody, but it’s becoming a little 
awkward because ladies don’t seem to 
like me as much as they used to, but I 
dare say I can find somebody suitable. 

And he found Katharine Parr, and 
she had been married before, so she 
knew how to treat him so as not to 
have her head cut off. And she was 
kind to his children though she didn’t 
have any of her own, and soon after 
Henry VIII died himself and then she 
felt more comfortable. 

Henry VIII was rather fat with 
little squiggly eyes and he liked dress- 
ing-up, you can see what he looked like 
from his photographs by Holbein. 
People who write histories used to say 
he wasn’t very nice, but now they think 
he wasn’t so bad after all, and more 
religious than you would think. They 
say he did a lot of good really though 
some of it was by mistake. Perhaps 
he did have too many people’s heads 
cut off, but that was more the fashion 
then than it is now, and it isn’t quite 
fair to blame him for having six wives, 
because he never had mc^e than one at 
a time, he woul# have been ashamed 
to, and he didt^ cut off the heads of 
more than of them. 

And his people were fond of him,^ 
those whose heads heleft on, and when 
he died they said oh well it might have 
been worse. A. M. 

Forthcoming Fuhlicatiou. ‘ 

MY FLIGHT ACEOaiS THE ATLANTIC, i 
By Captain Lindbeboh. 

. ' InlVol. 

** ‘ When joA are in Rome do as Rome does, * 
So let we who love our birthright aud our 
beautiful mother tongue, write English.” 

Us quite agree. ' ' 

From an ‘‘In Memoriam ” notice : — 
She was so just and good and kind, 

So different from some she left behind,” 
Welsh Paper. 

We don’t like to see the “lapidary 
style ” used for stoning survivors. 

THE NON-GAMBLER; 

Oh, A Dirge of the Downs. 

The horses that I follow 

They seem a race apart, 

Their reputation 's hollow, 

They very rarely start, 

And when they do they swallow, 
And gurgle at the heart. 

The horses that I bet on 

They form a class alone, 

Designed to train a vet. on 

Some ailment of the bone, 

And why their jockeys get on 

Has never quite been known. 

Some stable-boy ill-uses 

The thing I deemed a cert ; 

Some evil hand infuses 

Narcotics with a squirt ; 

So every creature loses 

On which I laid my shirt. 

They will not eat their mashes, 

They kick against their trough, 
Their skin comes out in rashes, 

They take a nasty coiigh, 

They go tremendous crashes, 

Their fetlocks tumble off. 

Untimely overtaken, 

They constitute a class 

That, when their nerves are shaken 
By watching playmates pass. 
Disgruntled and forsaken 

Lie sobbing on the grass. 

They do not like the' races,’ 

They will not get engrossed 

In trying out their paces, 

And, when I need them most, 
They simply turn their faces 

Back to' the starting-post. 

They have no fine emotion. 

Their frames are filled with vice, 
They simply lack devotion 
*(As does the cockatrice) ; 

Of form they have no notion , 

And none of starting-price. 

No coaxing reinforces 

The blood that always cools 
On^England’s emerald courses J 
Of these unkindly fools ; F 

I doubt if they are horses, / 

They probably are mules. J 

Then say not that I gamj^le'’^ 
Because I choose witEpride 

Of all the beasl^ that amble ' 

Around the Epsom ride 

The one that, when they scramble, 

Is sure to go and hide. 

Then say not that I trusted 

To chance, who have a sign 

That, when the coats are dusted 

All down the far-flung line, 

The weariest and most busted 

Will certainly be mine. Evoe, 







THE THIN RED ROUTE. 

II. — Still TRoopiNa East. 

A GREAT deal has yet; to be done in 
‘the way of laundry development at sea. 
Nature has arranged that the water 
she supplies so freely shall have no 
lathering effect with soap. When my 
undefeatable batman volunteered to 
achieve the apparently impossible it 
was with some misgivings that I ha’nded 
him over a small bundle. How he dis- 
covered. that the ship was to be dressed 
for drying bunting next day is a mys- 
tefy; the fact remains that when the 
troops fell in on deck for ‘‘Captain’s 
rounds ” they had the satisfaction of 
seeing, coirspicuously and picturesquely 
fluttering in the morning breez^e, a 
quantity of gay flags aaidan assortment 
of my most intimate underwear. 

I wish we had a^composer of popular 
songs on board. Wo brought a limited 
number of part-worn favourites with 
us, but these will have to serve for the 
rest of the voyage as we have no oppor- 
tunity of learning any new ones. The 
main troop deck will therefore continue 
to bid a throaty farewell to the black- 
birds every night, while the Sergeants’ 
Mess, in a slightly different key, ex- 
presses a desire to repair to Mary’s i 


house forthwith. The only variation 
is an assertion (with which I cordially 
agree) to the effect that the more the 
singers are together the merrier we 
shall be. Of course it is just possible 
that at Singapore or Hong Kong or 
Sh . ^ {Tais4oi, m6fie4oi.) 

There is so little room in which to 
do anything Yiolmit on board that the 
men have to be put on sentry-go toj 
keep them amused. For every man 
asleep or otherwise disengaged there 
are at least two sentries. ^On all the 
little ladders that go into black holes 
there are sentries to prevent you going 
down them, and on afi. the ladders that 
lead to Sizzy heights there are sentries 
to prevent you going up them. All the 
low doorways have sentries on them 
for no apparent reason other than to 
observe how you respond to severe’ 
blows on the temple. It is no part of 
their function, I have remarked, to give 
notice of impending danger. Then 
there are sentries on all the ladders ; 
that lead down the outside of the ship 
into the sea, in order that we land- 
lubbers should not run up and down 
them in our incessant quest of exercise. 
Great care is taken that the ship’s : 
strength return shall remain complete. 

The most unpleasant duty that can 


fall to an officer’s lot is to go the round 
of the sentries on a. rough day, for the 
very good reason that a sentry may not 
leave his post on any account, so that 
even if he wishes to feel unwell he has 
to stay where he is. The day before yes- 
terday found me particularly glad that I 
had no duties to perform. I sat for a 
while in the saloon trying to do a chess 
problem, but theboard was a slippery one 
and it was impossible to hold on to all 
the pieces simultaneously with only two 
hands. I decided to go to bed. Yes, I 
would go to bed at once. . . • Perhaps 
itwould be better just to lie down. . . . 
I felt better at once. 

A tap at the door. An orderly. “Yes, 
what is it ? ” • 

“Adjutant’s compliments, Sir, and 
would you please go round the sen- 
tries?”^ 

“I think you have made a mistake. 
The Captain of the day ” 

“Not feeling very well, Sir.” 

“I see. Well, the military officer of 
the guard ” 

“Not feeling very well either, Sir.” 

“ Well, then, the orderly officer ” 

“ Not very well, Sir.” 

“ Bub surely the next for duty ” 

“ Not quite himself, Sir.” . * i 

“ Well, t>en, look here ... Hi ! Hi 11 ” 
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** Beg par , . , 
well, m'self. Sir. 


Sir, not fee . . 

. . (Exit) 


It is a heartless Service. All those 
who can still eat have been pounced 
upon by the ship^s doctor for inocula- 
tion against every known complaint — 
except sea-sickncss. 

DEPARTMENTAL RHYMES.” 

The Boaed op Admiralty. 
Though tempests rage and Powers are 
bent 

On limiting their armament, 

The Admiralty’s faithful braves 
Sit unperturbed and rule the waves. 

It would be quite absurd to keep 
Expensive towers along the steep 
While they, behind their ojdice doors, 
Securely guard our native shores 
And well and yarely wield the pen 
Like true-born British sailormen. 

They are the competent recorders 
Of Admiralty Weekly Orders, 

On which depends, they justly urge, 
Our lordship of the boisterous surge ; 
For, if these chits went undelivered, 
The Navy’s timbers would be shivered, 
And Commodores in far Cathay 
Would strike their colours in dismay. 

Their language to a marked degree 
Is salt and racy of the sea ; 

They love to ginger-up and vary 
The landsman’s drab vocabulary 
With idioms of a bold design 
That smack of shipboard, breeze and 
brine. 

Should mump or measle, croup or ’flu 
Assail the staff or, rather, crew, 

And some wise departmental head 
Be forced to stay at home in bed, 

To speak of him as ** absent sick” 
Would be to drop a frightful brick ; 

In making known the gloomy news 
Your Admiralty clerk must choose 
This pungent phrase, succinct and 
swift — 

Sir, Mr, Tompkins is adrift.” 

Though staid by habit and austere. 

On one great evening every year 
These sternly conscientious clerks 
Indulge in most uproarious larks ; 

You ’d not believe the things they do 
The night the Estimates go through. 
Grave civil servants, shorn of cares, 
Dance hornpipes on their swivel-chairs, 
And bellow till their breath grows 
scanty 

That rousing spanking Wliitehall 
shanty : 

** Yo-ho-ho, and a blotting-pad! 
What ’ll you have with me, old lad ? ” 
But in the morning, prompt at ten, 
They are their sober selves again. 

Each in his own accustomed seat, 
Eeserved, impassive and discreet. 

0. L. M. 








mm 













THRILLS FOR PUNTERS: THE ELECTRIC WELSHER. 


Consolation. 

“ The Treasure Trove Diamond Hines office 
at Liohteuburg \Yas uusucoessfully burgled 
last night. 

The visitors will spend two days in Johan- 
nesburg, and it is proposed that they be enter- 
tained to a civic luncheon.” 

Smith Afrimv Paper, 

“ Two thousand visitors in' seven special 
trains will arrive at Richmond (Yorks) to see 
the eclipse of the sun on June 27. It- has 
been decided that the race-course will be 
the best place for them to gather.” 

Daily Paper, 

Where, if they can stick it out until 
the 29th, they will be rewarded by 
seeing “ Eclipse first and the rest no- 
where.” 


Good Rubber Yields.” 

Daily Paper Headline, 
Good rubber should. 

From a house-agent’s advertisement : 

“A Good Garden extending to an area of 
3 Roods, 10 Peaches, or thereabouts. ’* 

Local Paper, 

We commend the advertiser’s caution. 
Never count your peaches in Spring. * 

“David, armed with a stick of dynamite 
instead of the jawbone of an ass, could make 
a much neater and more expeditious job of the 
despatching of Goliath ,” — Evening Paper, 
Equipped like this, we imagine, David 
could even have controlled the Evening 
Press. 
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UIUAT ciiPiAun IC Tuiiiiriun whippet-course was a narrow with a red ribbon round her middle. 

WHAT bNbLAND lb THINMNu. stretch of waste land covered . with She was called Tiger. 

n.— L iveepool. cinders. Above, a pall of smoke and We walked down to the starting- 

“ What is Liverpool thinking? ” I melancholy cloud; and all about more point to give Tiger a practice run. 
asked. waste land, chimneys, factories, cranes, The whippet, it seems, has a strange 

‘*~Nowt/’ he replied. chimneys, cranes, factories and waste affection for dirty towels and old bits 

When I said at Hammersmith that land. Onto this gloomy plot converged of rag. In order to make it run swiftly 
I could see no trace of the “ growing some ten or fifteen score of the prole- for the required two hundred yards it is 
anger ” of the proletariat against the tariat, each with a whippet tucked necessary for a man, small boy or girl 
Trade Disputes Bill, they said, Afe, tenderly under one arm; fine, tough, to be standing at the finish blowing a 
but you go to the Industrial North ! *’ friendly fellows all, complete with whistle, crying aloud and waving an 
Well. I went to the Industrial North. and ‘‘Nowts” nnd “Dwta ” nld racr-wn't! 


Well, I went to the Industrial North, “Goom’s” and“Nowts” and “Owts,” old rag with which the dog has recently 
and all I can say is that the growing and not a collar on the field hue Had- come into contact, 
anger of the proletariat is very skilfully dock’s, who for the first time in his My friend seized Tiger by the scruff 
concealed. I tramped round factory career felt over-dressed. of the neck with one hand and with the 


after factory, I went down a 
mine, I talked to workmen and 
work-girls, foremen and man- 
agers ; none of them mentioned 
it, and it was a job to get any- 
one to talk about it. I went to ^ v . >> 
tough music-halls — there were 
no gags about it ; I sat swilling ^ 'i 
beer in the public bars by the ' 
hour and never heard a word 
about it ; and, if the workers ^ 

are in truth incensed because 
in a few weeks* time they will 
all be “serfs,” there is no sign 
of inflammation on the surface ' 
of their minds*'; they are not VA 
thinking^ about Trade' Unions, A ^ 
bub ^out‘ Trade; not about ^ 
strikes, but about work. “ It 
don’t- ''concern tis” was the 
usual remark. ^ 

One man, to be fair, made an 
adverse criticism, I met two 
statesmen, both in blue over- ^ 

alls. ' One was the Chairman of 
the Workers* Committee of a. 
big engineering firm. He said 
thfiA the Bill was not helping 
anyone who had to conciliate 
th^'wiM men, but some sup- ja 

posed that it would conciliate fi 

the wild men. What would ? f! 

SirH. SnEssEE, KC. f 

The other took me down, ‘ 
themine. We sat at the bottom 

of the mine, alone in the mine, ^ 

on Sunday morning. And there, being 










areer felt over-dressed. I of the neck with one hand and with the 

other by the tail. A small boy, 
aged about seven, waved a duster 
vigorously in Tiger’s face and 
v retired up the course, blowing 

- ■ " ^ police- whistle every few 

V ^^at Tiger 

would recognise him at the 
r f though, as five other 

blowing whistles 

would halt,'* turn round and 
1 encouragingly, <‘Coom 

lassie.” These invitations 
' M aroused Tiger to a great pitch 

m ^ enthusiasm, and she did her 

running ; but her 
^ owner only pinched her tail 
tighter. By the time the 
iY>8| \jm'' I boy had reached the winning- 

\ \\ A Tiger’s tail was being 

pinched so violently that she 
was yelping with dissatisfac- ; 
f tion. But her master said 

would make her all 

Ctfx I the keener when she was re- 

|\ 1 1 I f When at last released, Tiger 

’ ran very keenly between the 

^ tapes for about thirty yards. 

' Fieldsmaiv {a temiis-jplayer, as aiohioard cahh coines stopped and had a 

'Tounsj PAETNEi^i'* .... good look at one of the* few 

— : ; ; young ladies on the ground. 

fi or a srnall dog the whippet makes a I Far away theamall boy blew his whistle 


(iflfi ^ ^ 

Nervous Fieldsman {a tennis-jplayery as aio’kioard cafeh comes 
his way), “Fovijs, paetnei^I'* . ^ • 


Aiif 1 -1 Y . a jc ar away rnesmau noy niew nis wmstle 

t ® whole world he deal of noise. AU the whippets under in a paroxysm and Tiger ran on again, 

said that in his opinion the leaders the arms, and all the whippets tied to Bat after a few yards she ran off the 

' road And h B Zfr «< whippets strain- course altogether and began a spirited 

ft |°g at leashes and tying themselves in fight with a stationary whippet who 

pZi 7nS tied to a post. ^ 

theVre nS aSi*s^lnL^^m®^’ vft escaped whippets running loose and Her master was not at all diseour- 
tney re_ not above selling him a bike fighting and practising sprints down aged. 

00^1^’°^ tfie course, were yelping, whining, bark- “ She ’ll do,” he said confidently. 

^ Avy /3 7 u*.*c £ 1 StUd swearing as one whippet. And “What race is she runniuif in?” I 

. And 1 doubt if any of onr orators can their combined yelp would have made said. ^ 

‘“KLTtlSr Saturday «ft«rnnBn Seven,” he said, and added 

YYa^asey tnat baturday afternoon Boom at the Athenaeum. anxiouslv “but don’t snreadit abnnt *’ 

was thinking abont whippets Walla- The gentleman who told me that I premised faithfdl? that I ^ 
TtwoZny ride fnS STh^srexS’ tanking about nowt had not s|oil the odds by publi^ing abroad 

to Thame, to-h..,.. - , a.^) wo«“ btai 'Sbi'el^f “t Ig- mriXrS 
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you gets 5 to 1 it is probably evens 
when your turn comes. On Bright 
Eyes in the first race I got 3 to 1. 
Bright Eyes led all the way, yelping like 
a good ’un, and I thought that I was 
going to win a bit. But five yards from 
the post he turned a complete somer- 
sault, and so came in last. 

Arrowroot, my fancy in the next race, 
was “slipped ” prematurely, and glori- 
ously completed the course by himself. 
His small boy captured him with difia- 
culty ; the judge said he was disqualified ; 
the crowd said he must be taken back to 
the start ; and the small boy, being more 
frightened of the crowd than of the 
judge, carried him back to the start and 
returned, much out of breath but still 
feebly blowing his whistle and para- 
lytically waving his rag. Arrowroot 
was easily first, and this time 1 was 
certain I had won eight shillings ; but 
the judge again said he was disqualified, 
and, to thegeneral indignation, it was so. 

Wet Kiss, my next choice, was 
beckoned on by a small girl not much 
larger than her whistle and much 
smaller than her towel. Wet Kiss looked 
a winner every time, but unfortunately 
she stopped halfway and savaged the 
dog next-door. Neither of them won 
the race. 

But I had great hopes of Tiger. I 
put ten shillings on Tiger. Tiger ran 
like a thoroughbred, yelping every yard. 
Tiger ran as straight as a die, not look- 
ing to left or right, not halting for the 
tiniest fight. Tiger was just last in the 
ordinary way. 

“ And that is the last money which 
Haddock will invest in a dog-race,” said 
Haddock, grammatically or not. 

Still, this is a good, human, active 
and natural sport. Win or lose, these 
owners adore their dogs, which are very 
much more to them than mere bet- 
fodder. These, I suppose, are the 
simple foundation on which has been 
‘constructed the artificial fabrics of 
Stadium Greyhound and Electric Hare. 
And, as is true of many modern edifices, 
I think the foundation is the best part 
of it. 

: The audience were curiously conten- 
tious. I‘ seldom heard a man spOak 
except in tones of bitter argument or 
violent abuse. But it never seemed to 
amount to much, and nobody, I gathered, 
was seriously upset. They were just 
having fun— an amicable yelp. In fact it 
sounded very much like a debate in 
Parliament about the Trade Disputes 
Bill. Not that anybody referred to 
that. ; A. P, H. 

** OoENWALL. — The Residence, approached 
by long dive.” — Sunday Fajoer, 

It sounds like a suitable base for sub- 
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Suitor {fiavinghem accepted), “Now that we abe engagbp, uaiieing, you must 

SHAKE MY FIBST SECKBT. I ’M BROKE.” 


The Overflowing Cup of the Tories. 


“ ][n a costume of rosewood poiret twill, with ; 


“The Conservative Party ... has an in- to match , tho happy pair left for their 
curable propensity for running down steep t’lturehome. —Canadian Paper, . - 
places into the tea.^-^Indiau Paper, A perfect union ; one flesh, one costume. 

“ The view from Marlborough House would “ To all outward seeming all America is 
be one of the pleasantest in London if it were given to the great whirl of business, some 
not for the ugly clifl of St. Anne’s Mansions.” piling up fortunes as Pelican topped Ossa.” ’ i 
Eve>iing Paper, American Paper, 

So the dear old soul is not only dead You should see the St. James' Park 
but canonised. pelicans tapping Constitution Hill. 
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THE SORROWS OF lOKENHAM. 

[Ickenliam is threatened with the loss of 
its parish pond and pump, as parfe of a road- 
widening scheme.] 

The men that dwell at Ickenham 

Are sore of heart and sad ; 

Bad news has come to sicken ’em 
And startle them like mad ; 

For see, the Conncirs magic wand 

Is lifted — hence their hump — 

To sweep away the village pond 

And raze the parish pnmp. 

The cars that drive through Ickenham 
Demand a wider way 

To stimulate and quicken ’em 

To valour and display — 

A task, though simple to the eye, 

1 That baffles e’en the best 

While still the pond reflects the sky, 
The pump uprears its crest. 

The public sights of Ickenham 

Are moderate and few — 

No football home, like Twickenham, 
No royal lands, like Kew; 

But local eyes grow soft and fond 
And local bosoms thump 

Before the glory of their pond, 

‘ The grandeur of their pump. 

The girls that love in Ickenham 
Eegard their men in doubt 
Whether they’ve got a kick in ’em 

Or if they *re made without ; 

In waning trust the maidens throng 
About each hallowed spot, 

And ^*Will they bow beneath this 
wrong,” 

They ask themselves, ‘‘or not ? ” 

Then rise, you men of Ickenham, 
Confront your haughty foes, 

Bring out your spuds to stick in ’em, 
Your shovels and your hoes ; 
Persuade them to a peaceful bond 

Or fell them with a bump ; 

Live, if you may, with pump and 
pond, 

Or die for pond and pump, 

Dum-Dum, 

CUTHBERT AGAIN. 

Fob my own part I utterly refuse to 
condemn Thomas. Leaving out all ques- 
tion of principle— which Thomas himself 
admits does not influence his action one 
iota — each man, I hold, has so much 
courage ; to ask or expect more of him 
is sheer idiocy. 

All honour, of course, to those of my 
fellow-countrymen who donned civilian 
clothes when England went to peace 
in 1919. Theydid it without any thought 
of self ,* without any counting of conse- 
quences. If I live to be a hundred — 
though, if this peace lasts much longer, 
I gravely doubt whether I shall — I 
shall never, never forget those early 
1919 scenes in Savile l^w. 

Thomas was not among those who 
flocked to the tailors at this time. He 
funked it. Four years of war had 
knocked all the backbone out of him. 
I rather respected the way he met our 
jeers — I was more broadminded then 
than I am now. Nor did I offer any 
criticism when he suddenly announced 
to us one morning that he was going 
to do some more fighting in Eussia. 

Willoughby Ttews said it was influ- 
ence. Claud Petterby — who got the 
D.S.O. the same time as Willoughby at 
Arras — called Thomas “Outhbert” to 
his face. Fenwick Somers, with twenty- 
five enemy machines to his credit, 
walked out of the room without a word. 

Lest you should judge them too harshly , 
let me say that Willoughby had given 
up a comfy dug-out on the Salient for 
a top-hat and umbrella on the Stock 
Exchange ; Claud had forsaken a brand- 
new 1918 tank to return to a Post-War 
Oxford; Fenn, with three Scout aero- 
planes at his command, had gone back 
to a Government olflce. All three had 
braved the Peace, undergoing horrors 
beyond any pen to describe. 

To come home on leave from the 
Home Front and to be faced with the 
picture of a dapper, well-fed and thriving 
Captain Thomas, sheltering in the ranks 
of White Eussia — it was a bit too thick. 
It wanted stomaching. 

But this much for Thomas— he made 
no effort to defend his attitude. He 
said quite openly he couldn’t face “ this 
sort of thing,” He never excused him- 
self one jot. He even went as far as to 
hint that he ’d fight any Tribunal tooth 
and nail that tried to demob him. 

“Call -me a skunk, if you like.” he 
said quietly, “ I don't believe in Peace. 
It 's a kind of hysterical glamour. In 
addition, I never made it. The Poli- 
ticians call for civilians — why? In 
my opinion, they’ve got the country 
into a beastly mess and they want us 
to get ’em out of it. We’re their last 
resource. I think if we all stood out 
and refused to go to Peace they 'd jolly 
well find a way of ending it to-morrow.” 

“ Supposing,” said Willoughby, “ the 
country became bankrupt. Do you 
mean to say you ’d stay where you are 
and do nothing ? ” 

“The country won’t go bankrupt,” 
Thomasanswered. “Eeadhistory, Every 
warlike country has become rich. Eng- 1 
land was nothing until it started fight- 
ing. Eome was just a township until 
it took up arms. Athens ” i 

“I said ‘supposing,’” Willoughby 
snarled. 

“ My dearfellow,” Thomas said lightly, 
“you can’t argue an hypothesis.” 

After Thomas came back from Eussia ' 
with a majority he went out to Egypt j 
and returned a full-blown colonel. We , 

all positively seethed at him by now. I 
think I was the only one who did not 
cut him at the regimental dinner. We 
had all joined the same regiment in ’14. 
Thomas was the only junior officer of 
those times left. Naturally, as Wil- 
loughby said, it would get us a jolly bad 
name to be seen talking to such a scug. 

I think it was in 1922 that the axe 
fell on the army. Thomas, as he had 
threatened, fought to the last trench 
the edict to demob. They had dragged 
him up three times altogether, and the 
third go got him. He came out. 

It is no use blinking the fact that 
when he came out to us on the Home 
Front, a virtual conscript, none of us 
had much use for him. The income- 
tax was goodness knows what. We had 
had four years of it. Trade was right 
up the spout, to use peace parlance. No 
one knew what was going to happen 
next. A glance at some of Mr. Lloyd 
George’s articles at that time will ex- 
plain the situation better. There seemed 
not the slightest prospect of peace end- 
ing. Another winter loomed. The 
moral of the country was very low. 

Thomas went to the Baltic. 

“We might have expected it,” Wil- 
loughby sighed. “A.S.O. Supplies. 

‘ The Staff of Life ’ — Corn 1 Grrh ! ” 

Had Willoughby been in a position 
to pay his income-tax for the last two 
years, we might have laughed. As it 
was we treated his jest grimly. 

Still, Thomas did not do so badly when 
he got down to it. And I suppose he 
would have done even better if he had 
remained. The stuff undoubtedly was 
there. It only wanted bringing out. 

But Thomas did not remain. There 
came a morning when he burst into my 
office — I am 0.0. a motor firm, right 
up in the Forward Area and ex- 
pecting to go skywards any minute 
owing to competition — ^flourishing an 
official communication. 

“ I say, old man, read this I ” he said 
excitedly. 

I tooK the letter and read it. It was 
merely an order from the Secretary of 
War ordering Thomas to report forth- 
with for special service overseas. 

“It’s China,” he cried. “Isn’t it 
great? I’ve been expecting it for 
weeks. I swotted Chinese when I was 
in Egypt. Cheerio ! Tell the others, 
won’t you ? ” 

He was gone. 

As I say, I refuse to condemn him. 
He was tried and found wanting. He 
hadn’t the courage for Peace. He ’s a 
born soldier. You may call him a 
“ Cuthbert ” if you like, but there are 
many of us who would rather be back 
in the good old piping days of War 
again — ^if we could. But we earmoi 
Duty calls at home. 
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Ooverness. “If I have to speak to you again, Emily, I shall send you to bed.” 
Emily, “Then don’t bpeak again.”" 


SPEING GEEEN. 

(As it stfikes the eye of middle-age,) 

1 LOVE the hues of hedges, 

Of herbs and apple-trees, 

The varied shades of veges — 

Kail, cucumbers and peas ; 
When worry fills my breast full 
My wepy eyes are drawn 
To the trim, tranquil, restful 
Look of a new-mown lawn. 

The verdure of the valley. 

Of pastures where the kine 
Loiter habitually 
To breakfast, lunch and dine ; 

Of moss by river-marges 
Where green the “rashes ’’ grow, 


Obligingly discharges 
Dull care to Jericho. 

To tall trees in the woodland. 
Lastly, due praise I give. 

That crown with peace the good 
land 

Where I ’ve the luck to live ; 
And, as I mark their shy wear, 
So artless and so gay, 

I only wish that I were 
As fresh and green as they. 


“Some people are irritated by Sir Heniy 
Wood’s little mannerisms .” — Daily Paper, 

Thus do the week irreverent few 
Demand fresh Woods and postures new I 


La Donna e Mobile. 

[Lord Askwith recently said thac what 
Labour needed in this country was more 
mobility,] 

Alas, some types of Labour are 
Too mobile, as it is, by far ; 

Our cooks, to take a common case. 
Keep moving on from place to place. 


“Amidst the welter of excitement ■ about 
China and the Trade Unions Bill, some of the 
important. problems of the day are apt to be 
overlooked. One is this question of the ever- 
present danger of authors being used for libel 
for using the names of living persons.” 

Evening Paper, 

We should never dare to use an author 
for this nefarious purpose. 
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LIVESTOCK IN BARRACKS. 

III. — ^Petee the Peep. 

Peter the Perp (which is American for 
‘‘ pup” ) was a dog of ambition. He was 
a climber. In fact he may be said to 
have worked his way up from the ranks. 

He wandered into the barracks one 
day and began by making friends with 
the sentry. The sentry, Private Sling, 
standing at ease in a vacant but sol- 
dierly manner, was first aware of a 
scrabbling at his foot. Allowing his 
eyes to fall from the level gaze laid down 
by the drill-book, he observed a 
small black - and - grey puppy 
chewing his boot to the accom- 
paniment of subdued but blood- 
curdling growls, as from one 
who would stand no nonsense 
whatever from an insolent boot 
that passed remarks at him. 

Private Sling looked first to 
the right in the direction of the 
guard-room and then to the left 
in the direction of the Officers’ 

Mess. * Then he said, “Wot 
cheer, mate ! ” 

The effect on Peter the Perp 
was galvanic. It was apparently 
the first intimation he had had 
that the boot was not an empty 
one. He sat back abruptly upon 
his little sitting area and gazed 
up into Private Sling’s face. 

Private Sling said, <^Well, 
you ’re a funny little cuss ! ” 

Peter, whose powers of stereo- 
scopic vision were not good, tried 
to lick his face, but underesti- 
mated the range by several feet. 

Private Sling bent down, and 
at that minute Corporal Fore- 
sight, Corporal of the Guard, 
heralded by foul language, 
attacked him on the right flank. 

Corporal Foresight, a stern dis- 
ciplinarian, spoke heavily about 
duty, dogs, sentries and company 
office for several minutes and 
then retired to the guard-room. 

Peter the Perp followed him. At the 
door Corporal Foresight saw him and 
ordered him picturesquely away. Peter 
sat down on a stumpy tail, scratched 
himself intimately and then moved on 
unabashed into the guard-room. Here 
he feasted heavily on what Private Eifle 
called “a spot of gyppo,” actually about 
a pint-and-a-half of stew-gravy, and 
ended up by falling into a profound slum- 
ber Qn Corporal Foresight’s stomach. 

When Sergeant Haversack, the Or- 
derly Sergeant, arrived back at the 
Sergeants’ Mess after visiting the guard- 
room he brought Peter with him. Peter 
arrived dazed and tearful but persist- 
ent. Deep down in Jbds small bosom 
was an instinct to follow to heel, which, 


since he hadn’t had much practice as 
yet, had resulted in a badly bruised nose. 
He was given a place of honour on the 
rug, had a row with the Sergeants’ Mess 
cat, and at once sought protection with 
the Eegimental Sergeant-Major, under 
whose compelling glance the cat slunk 
away abashed. There is practically 
nothing a Eegimental Sergeant-Major 
can’t do with a glance. Our E.S.M. 
indeed has been known to stop a clock 
by looking fiercely at it. 

Peter the Perp went the round of the 
barracks the next day and was rescued I 


three times from grim-looking cats and 
once from a company advancing in line. 
He arrived eventually in B Company 
office, where he attracted the attention 
■of higher authority, through nearly 
getting sat upon by Quartermaster- 
, Sergeant Fourbytwo whose chair he 
.had selected for a doze. Of course, had 
ihe been actually sat upon by a Q.M.S., 
this colour-service would have come to 
an abrupt end and he would have been 
of no use to anybody, except as a table- 
centre. As it was he was more fright- 
ened than hurt, and proclaimed it for 
five minutes, at the end of which time 
Lieutenant Swordfrog in the adjoining 
office, trying to unravel a. knotty point 
dealing with Private Trigger’s .ration 


allowance, sent out an orderly with in- 
structions to me either arsenic or cold 
steel. 

Peter did the only thing possible in 
the circumstances. He came into the 
O.C.’s office to apologise handsomely to 
Lieutenant Swordfrog, and in a short 
while he was sitting in the “ In Abey- 
ance ” tray on Swordfrog’s table, trying 
to kill a copy of the Army Act. Five 
minutes later Captain and Quarter- 
master Ledger came in on business. 
Five minutes later still he left, and Peter 
the Perp, still displaying a taste for 
seniority in all its forms, accom- 
panied him. 

Peter the Perp lunched at the 
Officers* Mess. He did himself 
well, and was altogether so en- 
gaging that^everalofficers wished 
to adopt him and played cold 
bands of poker against each other 
to that efect. Lieutenant James 
won him, whereupon the Mess 
secretary, who had been eagerly 
hovering round, instantly fined 
him half-a-cro.wn, in accordance 
with the Mess Eules, for letting 
his dog come into the Mess. 
James put Peter out on the 
verandah and for a quarter- of - 
an-hour kept him out by lurid 
threats. At the end of that time 
the Mess secretary, a man of no 
principles whatever, lured him 
in with a biscuit and booked up 
another half-crown. After this 
Lieutenant James paid ten bob 
for a season-ticket. 

Nevertheless Peter the Perp 
left the Mess the next day and 
went to live in the Adjutant’s 
quarters. It may have been the 
bath which James gave him (it 
led to the discovery that he was 
a grey-and-whitepup, not black- 
and-grey) ,* or it may have been 
that Lieutenant Holster tried to 
do a little practical geometry ac- 
cordingto Euclid by “ dropping 
a perp.” The probability how- 
ever is that Peter was just learning the 
different badges of rank. 

Anyway he stuck fast to the Adjutant 
till, we presume, one day he observed 
(this officer saluting the Colonel, where- 
upon Peter shadowed the Colonel so 
persistently that his nose wore the 
polish off thebackof the Colonel’s boots, 
i Peter stayed under the Colonel’s aegis 
for a week, even though the Colonel of 
the regiment lying next to us was a little 
,the senior, till the day came for an in- 
Ispecting General to visit us, and we all 
isaid good-bye to Peter. 

.On that day Peter the Perp, as wa had 
.guessed, left the Colonel. But he com- 
.pletely upset the whole barracks in so 
doing,. For, instead of . adi^ting the 
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General, he disappeared completely and 
was discovered later in the cookhouse, 
where nothing would make him leave 
Private Butt, with whom he has stayed 
ever since. We are ail very offended 
about it, and the Colonel thinks Private 
Butt should be court-martialled for in- 
subordination. Private Butt, on the 
other hand, has already applied to be 
put on the list of those to be considered 
for a commission from the ranks. 

A. A 

Another Impending Apology. 

“The house in which Dr. Isaac Watts, the 
famous hymn-writer, was bom in Southampton 
in 167i, forms part of property which is to be 
sold for demolition. Even the fig-tree under 
which he wrote ‘ Prom Greenland’s Icy Moun- 
tains ’ still flourishes .” — Dmly Paper, 

Bishop Heber might consider that the 
Africans are not the only people who 
are calling us to deliver them from 
error’s chain. 

“Pedigree Pram for Sale. In good condi- 
tion. Paper, 

“Eor Sale, Grey Perambulator. Pedigree, 
in good condition .” — Scots Pajper, 

Mr. Kipling will have to revise his 
statement that “East is East, and West 
is West, and never the twain shall meet.” 


DONT YOU KNOWP.«> 

A PASSION for asking impertinent 
questions and a desire' tb obtain un- 
necessary information seem to have 
arisen simultaneously in the land. 1 
would say a word about these things. 

The ages have amassed a great deal 
of variegated knowledge and written it 
down in valuable tomes. The wise man 
is he who knows where to find it when 
he wants it, and how. Obviously in 
this matter one must exercise a certain 
amount of tact. It is useless to go 
and borrow the Post-Office Directory in 
order to find out. what a trochaic 
tretrameter acatalectic is, if it is, or 
when Meleageb flourished, if he did. 
There is nothing about the binomial 
theorem in Who*s Who, The last 
words of the speech made by Lbonabdo 
DA Vinci before the Council of Trent 
are not recorded in The Farmers Year- 
Book, Nor is the telephone address of 
Miss Eeatherstonehaugh, which you 
stupidly lost last night, to be dug out 
of the Critique of Pure Season or the 
works of Eousseau. A place for every- 
thing and everything in its place. But 
to have a lot of irrelevant information 


knocking about in the brain-pan is in- 
jurious to the nervous vitamins and 
prevents the phosphates from function- 
ing as they ought to do. It is bad also 
for the publishing trade. How can 
you hope to sell volumes of Enquire 
Within Upon Everything when the 
whole world knows exactly in what 
year Atrabilius II. died ? 

I trace this incipient mania to the 
cross-word puzzle craze. It has oc- 
curred to some foolish person to ask 
whether all the miscellaneous wisdom 
acquired in the course of this .pleasant 
exercise is of any value for its own 
sake. It isn’t. If the word autoch- 
thonous fits into the space for which 
the definition, “ a kind of cabbage,'* is 
given, and if the letters of the word 
autochthonous satisfy the other clues, 
let the solver be content. There is no 
need for him to remember for the rest 
of his life that “ autochthonous ” means 
“a kind of cabbage.” It will only 
hamper him in the road to success. 

If a child has been wandering all 
over the house for an hour saying, 
“What is a three-toed sloth’ in two 
letters of which the first is ‘ A ’ and the 
last '* I ’ ? ” either slap the child and send 
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it to bed or else answer “ Ai brightly 
and cheerfully and forget the horrible 
fact at once. The nnmber of times 
when a busy man will need to remember 
that Ai means a three4oed sloth are 
practically negligible, and the same 
applies to the Pragmatic Sanction and 
the Diet of Worms. When they do‘ 
crop Tip in the course of telephone con- 
versations with one’s solicitor or broker 
one can always refer to the Oxford Booh 
of Light Verse, the Al Bead Booh or 
LittleArthur*s History of England. One 
ought not unduly to cumber the brain. 

Already, howeva:, it seems to be too 
late to give this valuable advice. In a 
weekly review, under the ominous title, 

PoB SuMMBB Lawns,’* I find the notice 
of a book by Mr. S. P. B. Mats called 
Bo You Know, in which no fewer than 
thirty examination-papers, containing 
fifty questions each, are hurled at the 
unhappy reader’s head, not to mention 
a number of special papers upon par- 
ticular themes. 

The inquisitiveness of the author 
knows no bounds* It appears from the 
preface that these papers have been 
sent to a number of distinguished men 
who attempted to ahswer them, two 
marks being the maximum award for 


each answer. One question is, ** What 
is meant by Gothic applied to ai'chi- 
tecture in England ? ” and another is, 
** What is Theocritus famous for ^ ’* 

Six Aethur Quidler Oouoh obtained 
ninety per cent., to the sixty-three per 
cent, of Mr. H, G* Wells, in a paper 
containing the questions, “ How did 
Hainan die ? ” ** What is a Bodeo ? ** 
and ** Hoto do you pronounce Fowey ? *’ 
On General Paper No. 11 the Head- 
master of Cheltenham. College obtained 
ninety-eight per cent. 

Excuse me for a moment* I know 
why the Headmaster of Cheltenham 
College obtained ninety-eight per cent, 
on General Paper No. 11. How was 
he to feel certain that that paper would 
not be sent surreptitiously to the boys 
of the YIth Eorm?, And how many 
marks might they not have got? In 
similar circumstances I would have got 
ninety-eight per cent, on that paper 
myself, even if I had to sit up all night 
with The Encyclopaedia Britannica to 
doit. I suspect the Headmaster of 
Cheltenham College of missing the 
century over the question ** Who owned 
Sansovino ? ** But that was because 
he could not find the Concordance to 
the Apocrypha, which had been bor- 


rowed by one of the boys on the Modern 
side. 

Never mind. Much as I deprecate 
the whole business I have done my 
best to keep in touch with the current 
vogue. 

The other day I sent out broadcast 
invitations to a General Knowledge 
Garden Party bn my lawn, and we had 
a very agreeable time. Not all the 
guests invited were able to come, but 
we managed to get the Archbishbp of 
Canterbury, Madame Pola Negri, 
Mr. A. J. Cook, Mussolini, the Shah 
of Persia, Socrates, Aspasia, the 
Dean of St. Paul's, Charlotte Corday, 
Oasabianoa, Einstein, Sir Gerald du 
Mauribr, and one or two more. 

After tea had been served on the 
lawn I brought out pencils and papers, 
and set the assembled revellers the 
following charming little questionnaire, 
of which I had typed carbon copies 
previously prepared : — 

(1) At what date was Scotland first 
discovered ? 

(2) Who was the shortest man in 
the Bible ? 

(3) What is the record weight for 

a trout? , 
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(4) What is the meaning of life ? 

(5) What is the most popular way 
of pronouncing Cirencester? 

(6) Which is the oldest college at 
Oxford? 

(7) Where is my pipe ? 

(8) Who OTote the Gospel of St. 
John? 

(9) Why was the cassowary ? 

(10) What were the names of the 
heroes who fought at Troy ? 

(11) Are you a Mason ? 

(12) What is the greatest number of 
wides ever bowled in a single over ? 

(13) Who was the wife of Cain ? 

(14) What is the legal speed limit 
imposed on motor-vehicles passing 
through Evesham ? 

(15) Should a woman tell ? 

(16) What did Gladstone say in *75 ? 

(17) How many holes are there in a 
tennis net ? 

(18) What was the favourite oath of 
Henry I, ? 

(19) Where is fancy bred ? 

(20) What was the date of the taking 
of Jerusalem ? 

(21) Who will o*er the downs so free? 

(22) What is a sardine ? 

(23) Does poultry-farming pay ? 

(24) What are the contents of Joanna 
SODTHCOTT*S boX ? 

(.25) How long is a piece of string ? 

(26) Where is Toller Monachorum ? 

(27) What is a strike ? 

(28) What were the dying words of 
Heliogabalus? 

(29) How far is the doctrine of pre- 
destination reconcilable with that of 
free will ? 

(30) Who won the War ? 

(31) What is an ulph ? 

(32) Who wrote Oman's Shorter Eis^ 
tory of England! 

(33) What is the fourth turning to 
the right out of the Strand ? 

(34) Are beetles happy ? 

(35) Which was the kindest of the 
Aztec kings ? 

(36) Who said , ‘ ‘ I would soon er have 
written ‘ In Memoriam * than won the 
Battle of the Nile *’ ? 

(37) Was this true ? 

(38) Why did the antelope ? 

(39) What do the letters M.O.B.Y.O. 
stand for ? 

(40) Eor what is Bootle famous ? 

(41) Where is “The White Hart 
Hotel”? 

(42) How do you^ prevent wheel- 
wobble ? 


(43) Why do the heathen rage ? 

(44) For what was Adam notorious ? 

(45) Which are the principal Chinese 
poets? 

i (46) Can anything be done about 
1 U^ARL Marx? 

\(47) Who wrote “ What porridge had 
J6!hn Keats ? ** 



Time — Day Morning. 

Detective. “ Gome along, my lad, I want you.” 

Street BooMe, “ Be matey, G-uv’nor. Wait till tee-morrer to pinch me.” 


(48) Had he? 

(49) How old was Lancelot when he 
first met Guinevere ? 

(50) What will win the Derby? 

After a few moments’ earnest thought 
Madame Pol a Negri fainted away 
and the Archbishop of Canterbury 
discovered a subsequent engagement. 
Many others failed to stay the course, 
and Einstein, growing infuriated, threw 
a valuable tea-cup into the rhododen- 
drons. Of these who sent in answers, 
Socrates obtained two per cent. ; Oasa- 
BiANCA and the Shah of Persia, none ; 
Mr. A. J. Cook, fifteen ; and Mussolini, 
twenty-one. The Dean of Sjr, Paul’s 


occupied the whole of the available space 
in answering Question 34, in my opinion 
with merely partial accuracy, so that I 
was only able to award him one mark 
out of two. 

However I present the paper to the! 
readers of Punch in the hope that it 
may enable them to while away many 
a happy summer afternoon by flood and 
field. 

Any reader obtaining over fifty per 
cent, may have my photograph or a 
small bust of Socrates, whichever he 
prefers, “ ■ ■■ ^ Evoe. 

Our Sarcastic Advertisers. 

‘♦To Let. — For 3 months, Modem Furn- 
ished House, all incouvenienees.”— Fy i Pajoer. 






THE. TRAFFIC COMPLEX, 

There was a Irfctle man and he had a little car, 

A nice little car he had bought quite recently, 

And oh ! he was proud, of her, as owner-driyers are, 

And she ran very welhatd he drove very decently ; 

Blit he took the; train to London. (Now he lived at 
Potter’s Bar,') \ 


He would drive her out to Harrow ind to Beaconsfield and 
Bray, 

Hemel Hempstead, Eickmansworth and. other country 
places ; ‘ . 

But he wouldn’t take her’towhwards, he would shake his 
head and say, 

** I leave the London traffic to the motor-driving aces, • 
“For London traffic driving is a game I couldn't play,” ’ 

This same little man, he had a little friend 
Who drove to office daily, and the friend said, ** Jimmy, 
This London traffic complfex is a thing we've got to end, 
For London traffic driving is as simple as the shimmy. 
As you ’d find if you would try it.” But he said, “ I don’t 
intend.” 


This same little man, he had a little wife, 

And in Oxford Street and Eegent Street she wished to do 
her shopping, 

And she told him so one Saturday before he could say 
“ Knife ” — ^ 


And you 11 drive me in the car and it ’ll all be topping ; 
“ If you don’t I *11 never speak to you again in all my life.” 


The little man blenched and 'he said, It seems to me 
The country ’s looking wonderful, let ’s spend the day 
at Epping.” *. 

But she only said, “ I ’ve promised to be back in time for tea 
And I’ve lots of shops to visit; don’t you think we 
should be stepping ? ” 

And his little teeth chattered, but he saw it had to be. 

So he roused' his little bus from its cosy little bunk 
And he prayed to good St. Christopher to furtlier his 
endeavour. 

And he trod upon his pedals, and he said, “ I *ve been a 
skunk 

And to-day I’ve got to cure myself or stay a skunk for 
ever. 

I have a traffic complex, but I amn’t going to funk.” 

Edgware Eoad, Oxford Street, Eegent Street, the Strand, 
Eound two merry-go-rounds and up Piccadilly — 

Segrave 1 he could do it, he could do it with one hand ! 

And home again he drove, and he said, “ I ’ve been a silly 

And a funk and several other things. Why, traffic- 
driving’s grand!” 

This tale is full of morals which are excellent and true. 

But there ’s one and I solicit the attention of the town 
to it: 

If you’ve any kind of complex (and the darned thin^^s 
aren’t few) ‘ 'r.. 

It ’s Tip to yoTi to cure yourself, so just get down to it; A 

Or, if you can’t, get married and your wife will see 
you do. ■ _ H. B./ 1' 




MASTEE IN HIS OWN HOUSE. 

John Boll. “SOEEY, BUT I MUST ASK YOU TO GO,” 

VisiTOE FEOM Moscow. “BUT I’M YOUE GUEST!” 

John Bull. “YES; BUT THBEE AEE THINGS THAT GUESTS DON’T DO; AND YOU’VE 
DONE THEM.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, 

Monday, May .23rd. — In answer to 
Major Glyn, Captain Hacking, for the 
First Oomimissioner of Works, intim- 
ated that revised regulations are tinder 
consideration which will make it an 
offence for Park-frequenters to deposit 
rubbish otherwhere than in the proper 
receptacle. The present practice of de- 
positing it in the ornamental ducks is 
considered untidy. 

Mr. Amery, replying to Sir E. Thomas, 
said that Iraq has not only passed a 
law prohibiting the unlicensed 
export of antiquities but has 
concluded a treaty with Syria 
looking to the suppression of 
the illicit antiquity traffic. Col- 
lectors of genuine old Persian 
carpets will be advised in 
future to buy them direct from 
the British factory. 

Dr. V. Davies is a pessimist. 

He may even be a confirmed 
pedestrian. He asked Colonel 
Ashley what steps be had 
taken for the provision of first- 
aid on the roads of the coun- 
try, and if he thought the 
provision adequate. Colonel 
Ashley said he had no power 
to provide first-aid outfits. It 
was for the pedestrian to take 
his own steps, and the longer 
the better. Colonel Day asked 
the Colonial SECRBTARYwhen 
the pipe line that was being 
constructed from Iraq to the 
Mediterraneanwouldbe opened. 

Mr. Amery said he knew of 
no such pipe line under con- 
struction or in contemplation. 

Finding that he had been en- 
joying a pipe-dream, or at any 
rate a iSay-dream, the hon. 

Member subsided. 

The House in Committee 
again considered the Trade 
Disputes Bill. We shall never 
have a revival of learning int his 
country until a bowingacquaint • 
ance with the Classics is an integral t 
part of every M.P.'.s equipment. Now * 
and then a Member will quote from the \ 
\ Greeks or Latins, but such exhibitions ; 
of erudition are nob always well received. ! 
This afternoon however there was quite 
an epidemic of quotations, Bir Henry* 
Slesser leading off with a Vcrgilian! 
tag, and crowning it, at a later stage, 
with the lines from Alcestis in which | 
Heracles (he meant Apollo) explains* 
that, though a god, he had once been a , 
slave in the house of Admetm, Even ; 
so the Prime Minister, he asserted, was 
but a slave in the House of the Die-hards. ; 

The Government's i^eal object, he 
said, was to carry out the desire of the 


Conservative Party as expressed at the 
Scarborough Conference, and make not 
only intimidation but all picketing and 
communication illegal. 

Boused by Sir Henry’s versatile dis- 
play of Greek and Latinity, and deter- 
mined to show that Scotland’s educa- 
tional pre-eminence was not to be 
lightly challenged, Mr. Macquisten 
led off with what sounded suspiciously 
like a- quotation from Homer. Mr. 
Macquisten’s Greek, however, is more 
Doric than Ionic, and one caught only 
the words, . . MaKVLa-rivLOS The 







LIDDEIiL AND SCOTT. 

Sir Henry Slesser anp Mr. Macquisten. 

exploits of this particular hero have not 
received the attention they deserve. 
Mr. Macquisten contended that under 
the law as it stood there was nothing 
bo limit the numbers of a ** picket." He 
maintained that no picket of five or six 
hundred men could be peaceable even if 
thev set out singing “Onward, Christian 
Soldiers." 

A little later on Mr. Macquisten, by 
way of squaring bis match with Sir 
Henry Slesser, hurled a chunk of 
Latin at Mr. Harney, who was quite 
unable to reply, 

Tuesday, May 2Mh, — In the House of 
Lords the Bishop of Liverpool moved 
tkeSaeond Beading of the Liquor (Popu- 


lar Control) Bill, which aims at local 
option of a somewhat sweeping char- 
acter. The Bishop voiced the views of 
the Bill’s supporters in a sentence to 
the effect that “there was a vast deal 
of drinking in this country which did a 
great deal of harm, though it did not 
mean drunkenness at all." Lord Astor 
made it clear that he would approve 
any Temperance measure except Prohi- 
bition. Lord Desborough said the 
Government could not support the Bill. 
The debate was adjourned, 

Bumour having it that the Soviet 
Mission and Trade Delegation 
were to get their marching 
orders, a crowded House 
awaited the Prime Minister's 
promised statement about the 
raid on Arcos, Ltd. Some 
beneficent intelligence long 
ago decided that to build the 
House of Commons large 
enough to contain all the Mem- 
bers would be merely asking 
for additional trouble, so the 
galleries were congested with 
surplus Members in addition 
to peers and diplomats. 

“Uncle" Arthur Hender- 
son having gone to Southamp- 
ton to welcome his convalescent 
leader, Mt/Clynes invited the 
Prime Minister to make his 
statement. Uncle Arthur's 
voice, when he is demanding 
information of a Minister, 
suggests the indignant school- 
master who can see the offend- 
ing catapult bulging in the 
cringing culprit's packet. There 
is something plaintive and 
bird-like about Mr. Olynbs. 
The statement was long and 
Mr. Baldwin went through it 
at a good speed. His voice 
sounded tired but he was never 
difficult to hear. There were 
no interruptions. Even the 
Socialist back-benchers list- 
ened in interested or, in some 
cases, possibly apprehensive 
silence. Loud Conservative laughter 
greeted an excerpt from a letter in 
which the Soviet Charge d'Aff’aires 
in London besought his chief in Mos- 
cow to provide an ampler and juicier 
brand of Chinese “news" for dissemin- 
ation to the I.L.P, and The Daily 
Herald, Still louder Conservative 
cheers greeted the announcement that, 
if the House approved, on Thursday 
the Soviet Diplomatic Mission and 
Trade Delegation would be sent about 
their business. 

Some “preliminary'’ Questions fol- 
lowed the statement, and a natural 
tendency on the part of the House to 
bandy argument was with difficulty 
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squelched by the SpEAKEB,who sternly of Mr. Cuynes, made a long statement fused to let Mr. Clynes give way to 
sat upon Mr. S. Samuel for asking if giving the substance of an interview Sir B, Turton that he might give the 
the Leader op the Opposition and the between himself and M. Eosengolz, the actual facts as regards the much-ad ver- 
Opposition represented the Eussian Soviet Charge d’ Affaires, and also the tised ten million loan by the Midland 

contents of a memorandum delivered by 
the latter, on the subject of the Arcos 
raid. M. Eosengolz had vainly tried 

the ten-million-pound-loan-from-the- ^ 1 

Midland-Bank bluff on Sir Austen. To ‘'S 

the Eussian’s suggestion that the object 
of the raid had been to upset this 
arrangement, “I shrugged my shoul- 
ders” said the Foreign Secretary, 

/ ^ ** think it needed any 

1 M?' further reply.” 

^ The clause of the Trades Disputes 
Nfli ^ dealing with the political levy, 

T^B\ K which was supposed to cause such 

/J® \ ^ ® heartburning in the ranks of the Labour 

llilk \ leaders, was very tamely discussed. 

Wk Harmony so far prevailed that Sir L. 

iilL Worthington - Evans accepted two 

^ Labour Amendments ; and one Unionist 

Member, Mr. Oliver Stanley, declared 
could not support the proposal 

V ^ to change the present method of politi- '' 

cal levy. When the House adjourned 
matter was still being decorously 

debated. ELOQUENT SHRUG. 

THE RED HAND “DEBRUISED.’* . Thupday, May mh.—HhQ declared Austen Chamberlain, 

Viscount Ceaigavon, intention of the Government to order 

the Soviet Mission and Trade Delega- Bank, clearly indicated, however, that 
Government in the House or electors tion out of the country with no uncer- in their opinion the evidence was all 
in this country. ^ ^ tain voice brought together a full House forged, the only conspirators involved 

Coming immediately after these his- for a not very noteworthy debate. Mr. were the Cabinet, and the Eussian Mis- 
tory-making exercises a Bill by Mr. T. Clynes strove to be moderate, impartial sion and Trade Delegation were a body 
Johnston to enable the Scottish agri- of perfect gentlemen. 


AN ELOQUENT SHRUG. 
Sir Austen Chamberlain. 


Johnston to enable the Scottish agri- 
culturist to defend himself against the 
depredations of deer failed to arouse 
amusement or opposition. The House’s 
heart was not in the Highlands a-chas- 
ing the deer. It was still in London 
a-treeing the bear. The fact that the 
return of Mr. Eamsay MacDonald was 
momentarily expected also helped to 
distract the attention of Members. He 
entered the House about dinner-time, 
receiving a great ovation, in which all 
parties joined. Sir W. Joynson-Hicks, 
the only Minister present, crossed over 
and shook him warmly by the hand. 

Wednesday, May Chaperoned 

by Lords Oharlemont and Bangor 
and supported from the steps of the 
Throne by the Prime Minister, Com- 
mander Eyres Monsell and Mr. E. 
McNeill, Viscount Craigavon, better 
known as Sir J ames Craig, the man who 
1 oppressed the red hand of violence 
in Ulster, took his seat. Lord Parmoor 
called the attention of the House 
of Lords to Agriculture, and noble ! 
Lords, who thought he had never 














A DISTRESSED AGRICULTURIST. 
Lord Parmoor. 


Sir Austen rehearsed the whole story 
of repeated Soviet trickery and repeated 
warnings and said the House might very 
well ask the Government not why they 
acted now but why they had not acted 
before. Mr. Lloyd George said that of 
course the Eussians had done all and 
more than they were charged with. All 
the same there was some business to be 
done and peace in the world to be pre- 
served, so the Government should have 
inaintained diplomatic and trade rela- 
tions with the rogues as long as no 
honest men appeared to take their 
places, Mr, Maxton wanted to know 
more about the missing War Office 
document for which Soviet House was 
searched in vain and was visibly sur- 
prised when Sir W. Joynson- Hicks de- 
clared that he had in his possession a 
copy of the document made on the 
Soviet House photostat apparatus. 
Commander Locker-Lampson put the 
whole thing in a nutshell by saying 
that we had been giving the Eussian 
bear buns when the only thing he un- 


ploughed any field less productive than and detached, but only succeeded in derstood was knouts. The Labour 
Bcolesiastical Law, learned with as- being feeble. His attitude was that MotionbeingdefeatedandtheConser- 
tonisbmentthat be bad been cultivating Eussia was rightly in the dock, but vative amendment passed, the substan- 
foMteen hundred acres for fifty years was being condemned undefended and tive proposal to pack the Eussians off 
without any profit to anybody. unheard. The noises and remarks of was passed by the handsome maioritv 

bir A. Chamberlain, at the request his followers, especially when they re- of 248. 
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MUSINGS OF A MELOPHOBE. 

“[It is only in piirsiianoe of his policy of rigid impartiality that Punch 
prints this contribution, bneathing a Philistine spirit which he re- 
pudiates and deplores, and evidently composed in a.spasm of a4;rat^ous 
antagonism to the divmest of the Arts.] 

Shakespeaee, nueritorious in his dimmskU — 

Though they lack the interest of pyjamas — 
Thought, for various unconvincing reawns, 

Melody an antidote for treasons, 

Spoils and stratagems ; but tuneless Elia 
Knew more joy than musical 'Ophdi^j 
And a bard far wiser and discreeter 
Truly said that songs unheard are sweeter. 

Wine I find exhilarating — very, 

Port or claret or champagne or sherry ; 

Hearing music I am never merry. 

Voices, either single or in chorus, 

Very rarely charm, and mostly bore us. 

At the top sopranos tend to shrillness ; 

BtLOw ea'lled the tenor “ just an illness ” ; 

“ Eich ** contraltos are devoid of passion ; 

Basses boom in Boanergic fashion. 

i 

Instruments, though practised with impunity 
In the normal civilized community, 

Exercise the worst of kifluenees 
On the human inte^ect and senses. 

Loud bassoons, by their inept intrusions, 
to serkms pectoral contusions, 

Nebo, who at first was fair to middling, 

Perished by his mtempestive fiddling. 

Plato and Plotinus, also Paley, 

Utterly eschewed the ukelde, 

. CkEmTOPHEB CkmuMBus .and stout Oobtez 
Had no girand or cottage pianofortes 


To inspire them in their navigations 
Or in taming wild and savage nations ; 

While “ Old Eeitz ” came very near uprooting 
Prussia’s greatness by his futile fluting. 

Drums, or big ” or ‘‘ side,” or trap ” or ** kettle,” 
Mental equilibrimn unsettle:; 

Clarinets are tickKsh to the throttle ; 

Tired trombonists can’t resist the bottle; 
Powerless is the plangent plaintive oboe 
To reclaim the hooligan or hobo ; 

Useless are the accents of the tuba 
To promote tranquilKty in Cuba 
Or the regions of the Jub or Juba ; 

Worse than useless is the ocarina 
As a sedative in scarlatina. 

As for meals it simply begs the question 
To assume that music aids digestion ; 

Melody, sophisticate or ballady. 

Only is another name for malady. 

I at least prefer my tea and crumpets 
Unaccompanied by drums and trumpets. * 


Panem et Circenses. 

** EefeiTlug to tke xdatiouship of entertainment and politics, Six 

observed that from Eoman times statesmen had known that 

the panacea for discontent among the people was * a sufficiency of 
bread and of circumstances.’ *'^Daily Paper* 

Q, When is a circus a circumstance ? 

A* W"hen you’re the clown in the ring. 


“When^it is necessary to slow down suddeifiy, especially, pa 
slippery streets, make every ejSort to ensure that your r-ear wheels are 
running in the tracks of the front ones. This will greatly minimise 
the hthtse htarar rdar rhaod daod didaadrra risk 'of a really bad 
skid .” — Evenmg JPap 0 r, 

We know the . 
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njiioicArtiMo /NAot-is patronising manner in which he wrote things in Germany ! ’ was not considered 

MlbLEADINQ CASES. about it:— helpful. 

.err T' .< rm,. ru-orh shows rtranniss This “ answer to these complaints is 

With his Ihordship s address to the zi ? ' • that in this, as in everything he is 

..Trfv,;o young Company, whose name %s new , . „ •’ . 7ry. ,o> 1 = 

ry this ^se approached its conclusion ^ have mdentlv the root of the traditional lines of 


hoA^ev&nilythe 'root ofthe ^7 the traditional lines of 

^‘‘P^riHPTYiPn i‘n fhi’c pqqa fVia nlm'nHfF matter ill them, and, if they will try criticism. In the present case, 

Uentlemen, in this case the plamtifl Q-s you know, he has gone too far for 

' Mr^ among* othtfS pkintf^ manSaftulel ^^monf oS 

an author, which fact should alone dis- “ The sometimes grudging character things, a patent medicine called ‘Elatu- 
pose you in the plaintiff’s favour;^ for^, of his praise, however, did not prevent flee,* which is widely advertised as 
while the life-blood of our country is its other firms, confident in the excellence having the power to remove or remedy 
trade and commerce, we do not fortu- oftheir wares, from pressing them upon ‘That Flatulent Feeling.’ Now what 
nately depend upon our literature for him. Mr. Haddock has now a small the defendant wrote about ‘ Flatuflee * 
anything that matters. fleet of motor-cars for review, he lives was brief and blunt : — 

. . mi •» A T • -r-r T'.'i*. .. • . ..... _-.l 


***Miwww*u. j.i;?vxcivv, juo J.iv^O Wtlo IL;iJLd OtJJLU. UlLlJLiU 

“The defendant! Haddock does not in a review house, his clothes and his ,,,e» <j l m, 

appear to have been uniformly success- furniture are free samples,^he has more -r,, aoesnobremoveThat 

ful in ^y of the regular departments free pianos, gramophones, billiard-tables riO'tulent Feehng, for I have tried %t. 
of writing; at any rate he has not and wireless sets than he is able to “ The plaintiff says that these words 
grown rich, which, as I ruled at an enjoy with comfort, and the evidence are defamatory and claims damages 
earlier stage of the cas e, is prima facie is that he subsists almost entirely on The defendant says that the words'are 


evidence of incapacity. 
Eecently, however, he 
has devised and prac- 
tised a style of waiting 
which is quite new to' 
tjjis country and, like 
other novelties, has 
proved most profitable. 
Calling himself a ‘ Com- 
mercial Critic,’ he writes 
each week, in the 
paper called Veritas, a 
reasoned article ap- 
praising the latest pro- 
ducts of British or 
foreign manufacturers. 
He uses the style and 
manner of the fashion- 
able literary or drama- 
tic critic, and, as you 
have heard, he con- 
tends that the public 
need , for expert and 



Prospective Maid. “ By the way, I suppose you know how to write out 

A DECENT REFERENCE?” 


true, or in the alterna- 
tive that they are in 
the nature of fair com- 
ment upon a matter of 
public interest. 

“ You have heard the 
evidence. Several wit- 
nesses have sworn that, 
like the defendant, they 
took a dose of ‘ Flatu- 
FLEB,’ and that, so far 
from being relieved, 
their condition was, if 
anything, worse than 
before. 

“Witnesses for the 
plaintiff, on the other 
hand, martyrs in every 
case to the discomforts 
of flatulence, have sworn 
that no sooner was the 
cork removed from the 
bottle than they exper- 


. i.* 1 • ,1 j — — — — DoiiTiie man Tjney exper- 

mpartial guidance 13 afe least as strong [ goods and services provided free of ienced a sensation of relief, well-being 
m the commercial as in the literary charge by traders and manufacturers and general beatitude. The expert 

,% , anpous for his impartial but favourable medical testimony for the plaintiff is 

borne ot his earlier notices were opinion. that ‘ I’r.ATnvLEE ’ i<i mado nf hv^ro. 

SSSrom them’w? “ Whether or not he has been impar- genatin, a new and secret chemical 

kt^*h-^^?V^ m 7T compound. The expert medical testi- 

abundant evidence that he has not mony for the defence is that ‘HtATU- 
TTirl fbArA ® concerned, been afraid to cause annoyance, though flee’ is made from wood-shavings, 

^ against that you must weigh the sug- lubricating oil and bits of straw. All 

M evidence you will carefully sift, and 

^ ^ goods commended by Mr. Haddockhave I shall put to you the ^ollowin« 

11 , j accompanied by large sums of questions:— “ 

eveJrthW^fs°£’savT7hfid°n^T^ money. His habit of comparing un- (1) Was the defendant flatulent ? 

everythin^, as he says, the model of the favourably our manufactures of to-day (2) Did ‘ Flatuflee’ remove his 

“Ot ^ the products of past centuries or ■ flltileut feelfng ’ ? 

foreign countries has given (3) If not, would it have removed 

S whieftf hid Sit f fri rf' .,^^^?®®“®“ have com- thi flatulence of a reasonable man ? 

ot wmen ne nad not received a free plained that, if only a commodity is r4^ Dama-^es^ 

pSi oTM^Sdotk’s cn Timn^ w ^“erfcan or French, it is cer- “Now, if the°defendant has not estab- 

p estige 01 Mr. Haddock s column that tain of his applause. His constant refer- lished to vour satisfaction that the 

a large nnmbpofimportantfirms have ences to Oh^feudale and Sheeatoh words comSdSed of Srfteue in sib 
nSStri? ha^e. if ‘‘“ythmg. irritated the modern stoce affiri-and ‘HiL to 

A leading Motor-car Company sent furniture-trade. And his comment on muddle you I should exniain that thev 

Model, and yon will remember the but bow much better they do theseU they may be,<iorreeb in substance 
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Virtuous little girl (to small h’other who has been jpunislied for stealing “ Welii, ic ’s E-NiiEEitY your dwu eauc-t. Didn’t 

YOUR CONSCIENCE TELL YOU SOMEONE MIGHT BE LOOaEQSPG ? ” 


but erroneous in fact — ^then tbere re- demenantt and any man, in the absence 
mains the defence of fair comment, of malice, violence or fraud, is entitled 
The defendant says that, as a critic, he to take away his livelihood by hostile 
has the right to make a critical state- utterances, however ill-founded. But 
ment which, though not necessarily it is quite another thing for an author 
supported by the general experience, is to take away the livelihood of an honest 
a fair expression of his own individual trader by ill-considered judgments on 
opinion, such as any reasonable man the quality of his goods, for this is to 
with the same experience might make, assail the whole fabric of our Oommon- 
He has quoted, I think irrelevantly, wealth. I shall therefore direct you 
certain adverse criticisms on his own that there is no evidence on which you 
work, upon which, without success, he may find that the defendant's words 
has taken legal proceedings. In Had- were in the nature of fair comment, 
dooh V. Thwaits the defendant said of and, unless he has satisfied you that he 
Mr. Haddock's book, Daffodils^ ‘ Tosh ! was in fact flatulent, th^t the prescribed 
... . driveL » . vulgar and insincere . , ,* dose of ‘Blatuplee' did not relieve 
and, although several other papers had his flatulence, and, further, that it would 
printed more favourable opinions, it not have relieved the flatulence of a 
was held that these expressions were reasonably flatulent man, understand- 
fair comment on a matter rrf public ing by that a reasonable man flatulent 
interest. And thedefendant now claims within the recognised limits of every- 
the same freedom of comment upon day experience, you will find for the 
other men's wares as* is permitted to plaintiff; and in that case you will 
the joritic of hk own. ^ award him damages of, I suggest, about 

** This is a large and, I think, an ten thousand pounds.” 
untenable claim. It assumes that litera- The jury retired. A. P. H. 

tee is as impca:lsant as trade, and that - ■ ' 

^_.aB*liorhas tiie s&me rights as the British Aibmeh to Do 4,000 Miles 

tesinesss man. But this has never been ^ on One Cold Chicken.” 

the law. It must he dearly understood ' Mv&ningl^aper, 

that an author as suck has no rights. What is Our Dumb Priends' League 
At Gammon Law he ranked wfth cattle doing about it ? 


GARDEN PESTS. 

. III. — The BiiACKRiKO. 

There 's a careless, lazy beggar 
Who sings outside my door ; 

I fed him all the winter, 

For he was very poor ; 

But now he lacks for nothing, 

His wife and family 
Are fitly housed and happy, 

And so he sings for me. 

I know him for a rascal, 

I know him for a thief ; 

I *ve caught him stealing cherries 
And currants to my grief ; 

He *s quarrelsome and noisy, 

And, when the days are long, 

He chuckles in the garden 
And never lifts a song. 

But when the pussy willows 
Are golden near the npiill 
And April winds blow kisses 
To every daffodil, 

Oh, then I bless my singer 
And praise his sleek black coat, 
For all the heart-break joy of Sprir^ 
Finds music in his throat, 

- W.M.L. 

Commercial Candour. 

“ Central Bestaurant. Near the Post-Offlee, 
1st Prize ioT Gbod.RQdsing,” 
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typical revue-merchants. And not with- attractive was Miss'EnYTHB Baker 
out poetic justice, for a few moments of the very poignant face. She gave a 
earlier, in a spasm of original verse, she remarkable tour de force at the piano, 

during which she kept turning round to 

§© us with a charming air of detachment ; 

and she could be almost as agile with 
her feet as with her hands. Most of 
the chances given to that delightful 
and accomplished actress, Miss Mini 
Crawford, were not good enough for 
her. Miss Jessie Mathews showed a 
versatile talent, and, if you care for pre- 
cocity, which I don't, you will like her 
clever singing when she shows her head, 
as a mature infant, over the bulwarks 
of an out-size bassinette. I hope too you 
will share, more generously than I did, 
the popular enthusiasm for Mr. Art 
Fowler (where do these Americans 
pick up their front-names ?) in his feats 
on the ukelele, with songs to match. 
And you certainly will if you catch the 
infection of his own apparent enjoyment 
of the performance, for he wore a rap- 
turous smile throughout. 

Perhaps we did not get quite our fair 
allowance of fun. There vrere some 
lyrics and now and then a happy 
O ' wheeze ; and we enjoyed, respectfully, 

gentle titillation offered by many 

ONE DAM BALL AETER ANOTHER, “‘’if 

Me. Rich Ha^s. 


AT THE PLAY. 

‘‘One Dam Thing after Another” 

(London Pavilion). 

It is not for me to dispute Mr. Coch- 
ran’s right to his own opinion of his 
own entertainment as indicated in its 
'title, but for myself I should not have 
described it quite so disrespectfully. 

There were things in it that I rather 
liked. There was, for instance, a very 
good thing in Mr. Rich Hayes’s jugg- 1 
ling, so good indeed that there was 
no need for him to supplement its 
attractions by an appearance so gra- 
tuitously grotesque. 

And there was an excellent idea in a 
scene where all the fixtures and prop- ! 
erties— door, window, fireplace, bed — Fowler (where do these Americans 

had been set in Ihe'wrohg places, and ^ pick up their front-names ?) in his feats 

the whole company of “Lost Souls,” Kg y on the ukelele, with songs to match, 

too mechanically drilled to adapt them- w* » And you certainly will if you catch the 

selves to these novel conditions, just Q js infectionof his own apparent enjoyment 

carried on as if everything was where / g of the performance, for he wore a rap- 

ife should have been. People entered turous smile throughout, 

by the window or the kitchen lift, looked OB/ MW Perhaps we did not get quite our fair 

out on the moonh'ght through an opaque / St ' r\' allowance of fun. There were some 

cupboard, lit a fire under a table against ' V . good lyrics and now and then a happy 

the wall, walked across the bed, and Q •, « wheeze ; and we enjoyed, respectfully, 

finally retired to sleep in a roomy chest. gentle titiUation offered by many 

Then them was a very passable turn tiaat -ratt aw-tpu awatht^u pleasantly fantastic situations; but of 
by Messrs. MoERisHAEVEYandS. Hale ANOTHER, boigtgrons laughter there was 

(1 don’t feel that 1 know him wellenough nAras. seldom helpless 

to call him “Sonnie”), who reported had,unlessmyearsbetrayedme,rhymed against the assaults of Mr. Ronald 
an invisible drama, “ The Lady of the “ Portias” with “ nauseous.” Jeans, who made the book. 

Lake, ’ in the manner of those who Of individual performers the most There is nearly always some beauty 
minister to the needs of the great to be found in concerted rhythm , 


ONE DAM BALL AFTER ANOTHER. 
Me. Rich Hayes. 


minister to the needs of the great 
public of listeners-in, being as- 
sisted by noises off, such as the 
splashing of heavy bodies as 
they entered into the water. 

In another fairly good scene, 
“ Progress,’’ we were given 
samples of modes and manners 
across the ages, from which I 
gathered that our modern jazz 
does not register any very strik- 
ing advance upon the methods 
of prehistoric amusement. 

^ Nor must I forget the opening 
turn, “ The Election,” the result 
of which, thanks to local preju- 
dice, was to establish the superi- 
ority of revue over all other 
dramatic forms— musical comedy, 
melodrama, the Amerieancrook- 
play, modern social comedy, 
opera, ballet and Shakespearean 
drama — the last being ade- 
quately represented by a Vortiob 
(Miss Greta Fayne) in red 
tights. Refusing to accept the 
! decision of the electorate as final, 
this lady insisted, later in the 
evening, on giving us the Trial 
scene, but she had only just 
started on “ The quality of 
, mercy” when sHe was sum- 
marily ejected in favour of some 






■ JAZZ— RREHISTOEIO AND MODERN. 
Zab’Zah Miss Mmi Crawford. 

The Lady Anne . . , Miss Jbssie. Mathews. ' 


and the chorus had been well 
trained; but the solo dancers 
aimed rather at acrobacy than 
grace, though I must except one 
slow-motion dance for which I 
would like to thank the lady who 
did it if I could identify her 
name in the programme. Was 
it Miss Vivienne Glen ? 

Altogether, though I would 
not go so far as to say that it 
was a case of one dam good 
thing after another, I cannot 
accept the depreciatory tone of 
Mr, Cochran’s too-modest title. 
O.S. 

The rapidity with which Mr. 
Edgar Wallace produces his 
novels, plays and criticisms led 
Mr. Punch, in a recent review of 
The Terror^ to indulge in the 
frivolous suspicion that he bad 
“capably organised a factory 
where skilled artisans of the 
Amalgamated Society of Ghosts 
put in a hectic eight-hour day.” 
Mr. Punch has received from 
Mr. Edgar Wallace an assur- 
ance, conveyed in the friendliest 
spirit, that this suspicion is 
absolutely unwarrantable, and 




he herewith desires to express, in the 
same spirit, his best regrets for having 
given utterance to it. 

On June 9feh, at 3.15 p.m., Princess 
Mary, Viscountess Lascelles, will open, 
at 4, Grosvenor Square, an exhibition 
of the work of Painted Fabrics, Ltd. 

I This organisation, to which Mr. Punch 
I has before now drawn attention, em- 
I ploys only disabled ex-service men, and 
I the Directorate, the Committee and the 
1 Secretary give their services volun- 
' tarily. The exhibition will remain open 
on June lOtb from 11 till S. 

From a racing article : — 

Deacos Stays Too Long in One Place.” 

Provincial Pa^er. 

They also serve the bookmakers who 
only stand and wait. 

Oh what a tangled web we weave 
When first we venture to deceive.” 

Sunday Pa;ger, 

And oh, we strike a naughty note 
When first we practise to misquote, 

**An American, whose English ancestors 
went to America five years after the Mayflower 
sailed .” — Daily Payer, 

It is interesting to know that there is 
at least one American of English birth 
whose ancestors did not cross on that 
over-loaded boat. 


MY GEBAT-AUNT JANE. 

My Great-Aunt Jane when she was 
young 

Was gentle and polite ; 

She never once put out her tongue 
Or said what wasn’t right ; 

She always did as she was told, 

She never scowled or frowned, ■ 

And went to bed as good as gold 
When six o’clock came round. 

She didn’t want to rush about 
Without her shoes or socks, 

Or make a lovely noise and shout 
And crumple up her frocks ; 

She never tried to climb up trees 
Or use the garden hose. 

Or tumbled down and cut her knees 
In just the place it shows. 

She never said that Nurse was rough 
When combing out her hair. 

Or called her bread-and-milk “that 
stuff,” 

Bub ate itj then and there. 

She didn’t even mind the skin 
Which floats about on top, 

But asked to have it all left in, 

And finished every drop. 

She didn’t walk with, muddy feet 
About the nursery floor, 

Or find the puddles in the street 
Or slam the garden door, 

She always washed her hands and face 
And brushed her teeth a lot; 


She always said the proper grace 
And never once forgot. 

Her pinafore was always white, 

She never tore the strings ; 

She hadn’t to be told at night 
To tidy up her things. 

And what she liked the best of all 
Was sewing, which I hate ; 

The sampler on the nursery wall 
Was worked by her at eight. ** 

Nurse never met my Great-Aunt Jane, 
She died so long ago, 

But, when I ask her to explain 
However she can know 
That Great-Aunt Jane was good all day, 
She will not say a word, 

But turns her head the other way 
As though she hadn’t heard. 

I ’m not so good as that, it’s true, 
i But then it is such fun 
To do the things you shouldn’t do 
In spite of everyone, 

I ’m glad my hands aren’t always clean, | 
I ’m glad I ’m sometimes wild ; 

Oh, mustn’t Great-Aunt Jane have been 
A simply horrid child 1 

Notice in recent military orders : — 

“Wanted eob Band. —Bandsman, 

comet, doubling with a stringed instrument,” 

Let ^s hope that, if a double bass is 
selected, the cornet-player won’t be 
required to double very far with it. 
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THE FEATHER CURE, 

{By Our Medical Gorrespondent,) 

The lecture of Dr. J. BKoraiNa Alexander at the 
Institute of Hygiene on May 2ith cannot bo ignored. 
Brownino is (or was) a name to conjure with ; so is Alex- 
ander, and taken in conjunction the cumulative effect of 
them is undeniable, apart from the distinguished record of one 
who, as may be gathered from the Medical Directory , is the 
author of Fragihtas Osskm associated with Blue Sclerotics. 

It is impossible within the limited space at our disposal 
to deal adequately with all the momentous questions raised 
in Dr. Browning Alexander’s discourse, but his advice 
to those suffering from loss of appetite clamours for the 
widest currency. “ If you are not feeling^ hungry,” he 
observed, “and want to create an appetite, just tickle be- 
hind your ear with a feather.” Unfortunately be omitted 
to specify from what bird the feather should be selected. 
As a result of prolonged experiment I have no hesitation 
in stating that the efficacy of the incentive depends entirely 
on an exact knowledge of bird life. It is useless to titillate 
the back of the ear with a feather drawn from the plumage 
of a pipit. Eecourse should be had to birds of approved 
voracity, first and foremost the ostrich, next the cormorant 
or the gull. 

This omission on the part of the lecturer is to be regretted, 
but even more surprising was his failure to mention the 
peculiar virtue of a feather taken from a peacock’s tail. 
For he pointedly dissociated himself from the hostile critics 
of ante-prandial potations, on the ground that they were 
useful as an aid to digestion. “ The slight narcotic effect 
of a cocktail,” he declared, “had the power in some people 
of dispelling from their minds the worries and depressing 
I circumstances of the day. Appetite would not exist so 
long as worry excited, and quarrelling and arguing were 
not inducive to appetite.” 

This is sound doctrine in the main and felicitously ex- 
pressed. But, while appetite should be encouraged, we should 
refrain from gormandizing gluttony and gulosity. Nature 
abhors a vacuum, but, paradoxical as it may appear, too 
many square meals are apt to produce an excess of ro- 
tundity. 

Nor can it be maintained that trouble destroys appetite 
in view of the emphatic declaration of the poet : — 

“ Seared is, of course, my heart, but unsubdued 
Is, and shall be, my appetite for food.” 

Lawyers are sometimes lean of habit, but, though they 
spend laborious days in argument, they are on the whole 
lexcellent trenchermen. It is dangerous to dogmatise on a 
subject beset with difficulties, paradoxes and mysteries, 
aptly summed up in the famous problem of Duns Scotus : 
“ The less you eat the hungrier you are, and the hungrier 
you are the more you eat ; therefore the less you eat the 
more you eat.” 

In conclusion, though I have not hesitated to point out 
a certain vagueness in Dr. Browning Alexander’s recom- 
mendations, I wish to express my. cordial approval of his 
criticism of hospital diet. The menu being planned for the 
whole week, “the patients soon learned that Sunday was 
roast-beef day; Monday, cold roast-beef day; Tuesday, 
hash day, and so on; and this monotony was sufficient to 
destroy their appetites.” .Is it too much to hope that, in 
Lent at least, regard for the calendar as well as humanity 
should henceforth provide for the institution of a Hash 
Wednesday ? ^ 

Sinsteiu and the Weather. 

' “Hailstorms in East and mid-Cheshire to-day aSeoted a number of 
May festivals yesterday ,” — Sunday Paper ^ 


A FOX OUT OF SEASON. 

The gold was on all the gorses, the birds were in all the 
bowers, 

The hacks and the hunting-horses were nibbling the clover 
flowers, 

The banks were feathered with fennel, the ragged-robin was 
spun, 

The Pytchley, the Quorn and the Meyneli had finished their 
final run. 

And the hounds were singing in kennel the dirge of a season 
done ; 

The sun was a golden guinea flung down on a painted floor. 

When an old fox came from the spinney and sat at the 
Master’s door. 

A season is always a season, as the Master was well aware ; 

To hunt in the summer is treason and more than a man 
should dare ; 

But a heart that is still pulsating to the chime of a hunting 
day 

Prevails, in despite of dating, over rules that the rest obey ; 

And why should a fox sit waiting on your step at the end 
of May ? 

No doubt you will blame the Master, but what is a Master 
for? 

And the dog-fox courts disaster that comes to a Master’s 
door. 

More favoured than Mother Hubbard in quest of the 
famous bone 

He found his boots in the cupboard and the horn he had 
lately blown ; 

Old Cobber came up to the railing to a treacherous crust 
of bread. 

With a thorn in his long tail trailing. He saddled him 
under the shed. 

And he said, “ When we once get sailing we ’ll settle that 
thief in red ! ” 

And the hounds from the yard came streaming with hackles 
erect for war, 

And away went the whole pack screaming on a line from 
the Master’s door. 

They picked it up on the gravel, they held it over the drive ; 

And how did those beauties travel, and how did those dapples 
dive! 

With the rhododendron flinging her bloom as they blundered 
through, 

With the blackbird’s nest set swinging as they shouldered 
under the yew, 

With a thrush on the lime-tree singing, ye gods, but they 
fairly flew 1 

And, sinking the spurs in Cobber, their lonely follower 
swore, 

“I’ll teach that son of a robber to sit at a Master s door! ” 

, They raced him over the clover, they killed him out in the 
hay, 

That mad misguided rover that called at the close of May ; 

And the heads of the hounds were drooping and Cobber was 
black with sweat. 

And the end was a wild who-whooping ; and the Master 
blushes yet 

When he thinks how the folk came trooping to ask where 
the hounds had met. 

A season of course is a season, but what is a Master for ? 

And a fox is beyond all reason that squats at a Master's 
door. W. H. 0. 
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If you happen to go to the Tutti Peuiti at 7 p.m., OB -the Oeea Podeida-at 8, OB -THE Sub Rosa at 9, or the 
Peiandisi at 10, or the Molto Vivace at 11^ or the Oum G-rano Salis at 12 you ’ll probably pine it rather dull. 



But don’t let that lead you to imagine that ip you go to the Tutti Pbutii at 8, or the Olla Podbida at 9, or 
THE Sub Rosa at 10, or the Priandisi It 11, or the Molto Vivace at 12, or the' Oum Grano Salis at 1 a.m. you ’ll 

HAVE ANY chance OE GETTING A TABLE. 
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Friend . “ Talking about scenery, dbab, I had no idea Harold was getting so thin on the top.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Challenged by a post-war world to keep smiling, Mr. 
Denis Mackail is one of the few novelists I know who can 
be trusted to maintain that attitude with a natural grace. 
In Greenery Street he exercised his ge'nial wit on the plea- 
santest side of town life ; his latest novel takes the same 
equable and lively view of the country. - I think he has a 
harder nut to crack this time ; for the English countryside, 
unlike Chelsea, has profound observers and impassioned 
lovers who may fairly indict his observation as partial and 
his sympathy as indiscriminate. But even these willprob- 
^ ably find themselves placated in the reading, and the rest 
of ^ us of course will revel in sheer entertainment. ' Enter- 
tainment, the entertainment of one momentous day, is Mr. 
Mackail*s theme. How can I show you, he asks himself, 
the country at its jolliesb ? And because the country means 
for him the country-house and its dependencies, with new 
wealth and old poverty as mere supers and accessories, he 
very appositely hits on The Flower Shoio (Heinemann) and 
concentrates on that. We wake up with little John Hewell, 
sole occupant of the night nursery at Nutlington Court, in 
a fever of anticipation. The great day has arrived. We 
drowse off with John^ in spite of our manful efforts to keep 
awake, just as the fireworks are beginning. In the interval 
we get to know everyone — from John's grandfather (a de- 
lightful portrait) and the guests on the right side of the 
ha-ha, to the garish youth of a neighbouring house-party 
and the exhibiting notabilities of the village. Everyone 
and everything lives — the outside broker and his prize mus- 
catels, the Court's head gardener and his unsuccessful 
“ marrers." And the dialect and dialectic of every age and 
class area^ecaptured with enchanting fidelity. 

I At this of all moments the most ephemeral — even now 
under the chestnut candles the spent gnat," and with it 


the cream of another trout season, pass down the lasher 
and away — it seems a wonderfully opportune and joyous 
thing to have, what I could never have hoped to have 
again, a new book by the author of An Angler at Large — 
the late William Caine. My gratitude for this benefaction 
is due to Mrs. Caine, who has collected certain of her hus- 
band's papers, and to Messrs. Philip Allan and Co., who 
have published them under the title of Fish, Fishing and 
Fishermen. “Eew men of letters," says Mr. Guy Pollock, 
in his introduction to the book, **have written badly of 
angling. Fewer still have written as well as Caine wrote." 
I personally could name no one — and Caine founded a 
school in^ angling literature — who is equal to him in his 
own particular style, and over these happy pages I have 
been laughing and sighing (for here and there the sun- 
shine is chequered) during the last two days. Twenty-five 
articles and three short stories go to the collection’s making, 
and many of the former are masterpieces of wit. If I 
add to this that I 'd place some of them, “ An Old Pishing 
Coat,” for instance, alongside of or even before ^‘The 
Grayling” (see An Angler at Large and the anthologies), 
you will admit that not lightly do I employ the word 
‘‘masterpiece.” Caine was a fine fisherman and a 
scholarly, but he has been rightly called “the perfect 
companion,” and this most lovable book serves for a 
perfect and abiding memory of him. 

In the rather formidably titled The Smoking Furnace and 
the Burning Lamp (Longmans) some zealous and liberal- 
minded padres have, under the editorship of the Reverend 
“Tubby” Clayton, tried to explain tbe inspiration and 
methods of Too H, the fellowship which grew out of the 
cheery little hostel at Poperinghe-behind-Ypres. Here is a 
genuine attempt to call Christian citizens to civic service in 
peace-time and to break down class barriers as they were 
inevitably broken down in war. ^ Clearly the anxious times 
call for such a movement. The contributors to this exposi- 
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tion do not tone doTO their doctrine to 
make easy converts, but they do offer 
a practical interpretation of Christi- 
anity which will appeal to many 
generous minds. 

If you’ve money to burn and you’re 
anxious to learn 

Of benevolent methods of blueing it, 
In Earotm of London ’s a super-abun- 
dance ^ 

Of schemes to assist you in doing it. 

For Kathaeine Tynan sets out* to 
define an 

Exceptional modern capitalist 
Who ’s trying by stealth to be rid of 
his wealth 

Through channels of which I submit 
a list. 

One outlet for cash is to purohase and 
smash 

Dud houses — new-built ones or vet- 
erans — 

And make open spaces or raise in their 
places, 

At rents that are nominal, better ’uns. 

Then wherever he goes, with an instinct 
or nose 

That is almost uncannily ferrety, 

He contrives to unearth types of down- 
at-heel worth 

And to show them the road to pros- 
perity. 

Young lovers debating the expenses of 
mating 

He tactfully helps to afford ’em, 

And he even succeeds in supplying the 
needs • 

In a case of post-nup tial boredom. 

In fact, truth to tell, all his schemes 
work so well 

That the interest slowly diminishes, 
And you’re rather relieved when his 
end is achieved 

And the tale (Collins, Sons Co.) 
finishes. 
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In Th$ Light Leo^ding of Out Ancss- Aunt {to niece who is -at an Art School), “What aee you MAKtNO 1 study of now? ” 
tors (Hutchinson) Lord Ernle tells, Niece, “ The eigurb..** 

with equal zest for the technique of the ■■ — - . ■ ■ ■ ' 

game and the prowess of individuals, the story of the de- CLmov/r^propre, He has high hopes of the more rctfigis and 
velopment of prose fiction. Starting with old Milesian self-conscious novelists of to-day. But luckily he does not 
stories and ending with The Waverley Novels^ it is the write about them. On the heels of a learned and spirited 
novel and not the conte that he has ultimately in view ; in introduction to the matter in general he deals with the 
fact he treats the shorter and more artful form mainly as scenery of the upper waters ” with Greek prose romances, 
the bumpkin parent of a magnificently creditable child, actually rather Asiatic and Egyptian; with Peteonius 
He sees in the history of the novel a gradual orientation and Apuleius, both admirably handled ; with medieval 
towards the presentment of actual life. The novel becomes romances and with the Tudor and Stuart forbears of the 
less and less an escape from daily experience, more and Georgian novelist proper. On EiCHAEDSON,'FiBLDiNa and.^ 
more an extension of it. And because in the modern un- Smollett he is very good indeed,, and his dictum that 
differentiated world it is extremely difficult to extend any- “ Biohardson draws men from within, Smollett from with- 
one’s experience of visible realities, the novelist is increas- out, Fielding from both,” is only one of the many concise 
ingly preoccupied with ^ psychological motives and the judgments distilled from a loving erudition. . 

manner of their presentment. Lord EjRNLE does not regret — ^ 

the passing of what he charmingly styles the liberties of M. Andb]& Maurois will always be known to the majority 
a litoary Alsatia,” the easy freedom of the one accepted of readers as the creator of Odoml Bramble and the acute 
form that left the creative artist unhampered by canon and interpreter of the virtues and limitations of the English 
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CHARIVARIA. 

It is reported that Captain Lind- 
bergh is to take back a saxophone when 
he returns to America. He must come 
over here again and again. 

’ * 

“ Are the Scots a Dying Eace ? ” asks 

a newspaper headline. We doubt it, 

in spite of the fact that living is very 

expensive nowadays. 

*!« * . 
if: 

Inreprimandingadelegate for smoking 
a pipe at the conference of the National 
Liberal Federation, Sir Charles Hob- 
house, the Chairman, is believed to have 
taken the view that it savoured of Bald- 
winism. 


A scientist says that fish can articu- 
late. Gold-fish, however, are very reti- 
cent about the lack of privacy in their 
baths. 

A nineteen-} ear-old girl recently 
climbed to the top of a liundred-and- 
fifty-foot chimney and smoked a cigar- 
ette. It sounds as though she had the 
old-fashioned type of mother. 

It has just been discovered that the 
castor-oil plant kills insects, but for a 
long time we have known there were 
no flies on Italy. 

Writers on musical matters have had 


The unpopularity of tho recent rail- 
way strike in Mexico was increased by 
the fact that it threw numbers of train- 
bandits out of work. 

Mr. Arnold Bennett admits that 
he has never been able to finish a novel 
by Dickens. Yet he has managed to 
finish several by Arnold Bennett. 

A woman has invented a device 
whicli will enable telephone-users to 
have both hands free. It should be a 
boon to those who are unable to express 
themselves without gesticulation. 


**For the man with 
the true collector s in- 
stinct,’* says a news- 
paper article, nothing 
is too trifling to col- 
lect.” We have noticed 
this in connection with 
our income-tax. 

^ * 

A veterinary surgeon 
has explained, in giving 
evidence, that a cow 
charges with her eyes 
open and a bull with 
his eyes shut. The 
desire to verily this at 
fiisb hand should add 
greatly to the interest 
of a country ramble. 

An ornithologist states 
that he counted thirty- 
seven nightingales sing- 
ing one night last week 
at Wivenhoe, in Essex. 

It is not yet known 
what the B.B.O. in- i 
tends to do in the matter. 

Country sounds are to be broadcast 
to Londoners, We can imagine the 
expressions of delight from West-End 
revellers when a jazz-band selection is 
suspended in order that a sheep may 
be heard coughing in Sufl’olk. 

A London stationer supplies free ink 
for customers’ fountain pens. This of 
course places him in open competition 
with our post-cfiices. 

4< 4* 

Eeptile bathing-costumes, we note, are 
among this summer’s seaside novelties. 
Tho beach-lizard is indicated. 

* *-n 

• :ie * 

A writer remarks that nearly every 
pleasure-boat on the Thames contains 
a ukelele. This instrument is exceed- 
ingly useful if a paddle happens to get 
mislaid..' 



Infuriated Trijpper . “What do you mean by sending us out in a boat 
LIKE that? It would have sunk in another two minutes.” 

- Jolly Young Waterman , “Well, what abart it? You’d ’ad yer^hour.” 


a good deal to say lately about deputies 
in the orchestra, but not a word about 
deputies in the audience. 

A London man can write with the 
toes of either foot. This should , put 
Mr. Edgar Wallace on his mettle. 

A lady-novelist in an evening paper 
has described the beneficial effects of 
the mud-baths of Bohemia. Too many 
novelists seem to have chosen the wrong 
kind of Bohemian mud to w^allow in. 

The news that the famous mansions 
of Fifth Avenue are to be superseded 
by flats and stores seems to indicate 
that even New York is becoming Ameri- 
canised. 

Many a golfer’s style reflects his pro- 
fession. A well-known K.G. is said to 
address the ball as if it were a jury. 


It lias been alleged in Vienna that 
Covent Garden audi- 
ences behave like foot- 
ball crowds. ‘ This is 
quite untrue ; on no oc- 
casion has there been 
community-singing at 
the Opera. 

The doctor who dis- 
covered in his own blood 
what he believed to 
be the influenza germ 
bad another attack two 
months later, when the 
same germ was found 
again. The little crea- 
ture seems to have been 
fond of him. 

>!« 

3k 

A German scientist 
predicts that the time 
is not far distant when 
food will be made from 
news print and wood 
pulp. It will be jolly 
when we can dine oil* 
the lunch scores in the 
stop-press. 

sk si? 

— jjj 

In a recent* interview Pola Negri, 
the film actress, said that her greatest 
desire was for long hair and a family. 
Isn’t this rather effeminate? 

* *+ ' 

After the example set by greyhound- 
racing enthusiasts in England there is 
some talk of using an electric haggis in 
Scotland at all future haggis-coursing 
matches. 

The problem of how to make poultry 
pay seems to have been partially solved 
by some Aylesbury men, who are alleged 
to have stolen six hundred fowls last 
week. ' ,,, ^ 

We cannot endorse the opinion of a 
contemporary that there should be hun- 
dreds of thousands more telephone 
subscribers than there are. Our own 
view is that there are too many wrong 
numbers already. 


A A 
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THE PARTING. 

To THE Soviet Mission and Teade Delegation feom 
THEIR Socialist admirers. 

Farewell 1 You can’t imagine how we ’ll miss you 
Here where your gospel had ifcs holiest shrine, 

Nor what sweet thoughts go with you as you issue 
From Ohesham House to face the nauseous brine ; 
This parting fans the flame of faith, not checks it ; 

Prayers for your swift resilience shall be said ; 

And Moorgate Street, your other point of exit, 

Shall keep your memory red. 

What if no more behind those sliding panels 
In caches of steel your archives you locate, 

Nor track the enemy’s schemes by secret channels 
And fix theni on a photostatic plate ? 

Yet somewhere in a less exposed position, 

At Moscow, say, among your kind and kin, 

Means should be found to carry on your mission 
Of doing England in. 

Ours it shall be with loyal zeal to ponder, 

Pending your absence, due to vulgar force — 

Absence that only makes the heart grow fonder — 

On all the noble doctrines you endorse ; 

To make the pace to Heaven a little hotter, 

To seek Millennium by the shortest cut, 

And so advance the day when thrones shall totter 
' And .Capital go phut. 

Oh, by our vows not lightly to be broken, 

By all those proofs of love too fair to fade 
(Including brotherhood’s most touching token, 

That luncheon in the House, for which we paid) — 
Hold, fast ! We wait the hour of your returning 
With empires tethered to your conquering car ; 
Meanwhile we ’ll keep the local beacons burning. 

Pip ! pip ! and aii revoir / 0. S. 


marriage a la mode. 

“ Felicity is being married next month,” said my wife 
at breakfast, “ She wants to have an up-to-date wedding,” 
Felicity is my wife’s dearest' friend. 

“ Sensible girl,” I replied. ** Eegistry-oflBice, week-end in 
the country, reception’ a. month later disguisfed as a tea- 
party,” 

** Certainly not,” said my wife, scandalised. « She is 
being mamed in church, according to the Prayer.- Book, 
latest edition ; and she wants to walk under an arch.” . 

“ Under an arch ! What sort of arch'? There ’s a Gothic 
one at Westminster Abbey and, I believe, a Norman one^at 
the Tower. But I don’t think a marriage at the Tower 
would be quite valid.” 

** Don’t be silly. -^-Jou know how officers’ wives walk 
under an arch of sword^. , Well, that sort of thing is fash- 
ionable now, and so Felicity wants to walk under an arch. 
You must think of something topical and up-to-date.” 

“ Yes,” I said bitterly. Business combined with matri- 
mony for the benefit of those daily papers which purvey 
current news by means of picture writing, thus*^ repeating 
history. ‘ Bride and bridegroom snapped passing beneath 
an arch of spanners.’ Twenty years ago it was confined 
to the Services. Since the demobilisation of the grand 
army, however, the habit, encouraged by the hieroglyphic 
Press, has become general. The result of this professional- 
ising of an ancient rite is that the unhappy couple may be 
called upon to walk beneath an arch of almost any vocational 
gear, such as saxophones, golf-sticks or birch rods. You 
must remember that swords are symbols, not tools.” 


<*I think it ’s rather sweet,” said my wife perversely ; 'T 
must think of something suitable for Felicity.” 

‘‘How would this do? ” I suggested. ‘“A pretty wedding 
took place — no, was solemnized — last Tuesday, when Mr. 
Dace Chubb, the well-known piscator, was married to Miss 
Salmon at Fishmongers’ Hall. After the ceremony friends 
of the bridegroom lined up outside the church and the happy 
couple walked beneath an arch of split cane fishing-rods 
to the waiting car. In the course of a felicitous speech the 
bridegroom remarked that this was the first fish he had 
ever landed. (Laughter and cries of “Liar.’’) He thought 
perhaps he had had a nibble before — (Laughter) — but never 
a bite. He might say he had toiled for years and caught 
nothing, except a bad cold. (Laughter.)’ ” 

My wife clapped her hands. “That ’s splendid,” she said. 
“But of course Jack isn’t a fisherman. More.”' 

“ We might register it at Stationers’. Hall as a new game,” 
I replied. “ Your move.”' 

My wife thought deeply. At the end of a minute I pulled 
out my watch. “ Time,” I said ; “ you ’re huffed. My move 
again. At St. Thurston’s last week Miss Winnie Hazard, 
the well-known lady billiard champion, espoused Canon 
Marker, On emerging from the cathedral the happy pair 
were pelted with chalk and benzoline in a friendly spirit by 
their numerous admirers, and walked to the waiting car — 
the car always waits, luckily — beneath an arch of billiard- 
cues, with difficulty held up by the bride’s friends, one of 
I whom was heard to remark that she needed a rest. 

“ You see, we must not allow this sort of thing to become 
the exclusive perquisite of the modern snap-shot artist. It 
lends itself, as you perceive, equally well to the light touch 
of the old-fashioned journalist.” 

‘‘But it won’t help Felicity,” said my wife. “Jack’s a 
solicitor; try to think of something suitable by next week. 
Remember, Felicity must walk under an arch.” 

' * ‘ * * s!s >|e J|C :ie 

I racked my brains for the good of the cause, but was 
unable to think of anything suitable or topical or up-to- 
date for Felicity’s wedding. My one suggestion — briefs 
tied with pink tape — was rejected with scorn ; solicitors 
are such aggressive people and they always "get the better 
of me in argument. So I dismissed the aff'air of arches 
from my mind. 

A week later my wife returned home late, looking shop- 
soiled, and in answer to my raised eyebrows reported that 
she had been to Felicity’s wedding. Then I remembered. 

“Did Felicity have her arch ? ” I inquired cautiously. 

“ Yes,” said my wife. 

“ How very, very 'clever you women are! I should never 
have thought of anything suitable or topical or up-to-date 
for a solicitor’s arch, The bride, leaning bn the bride- 
groom’s arin, looked charming as she stepped' from the 
church and walked to the waiting car under an arch of^ — 
of ’ ” • . ’ 

“Umbrellas,^’ said my wife shortly; “it was raining.” 


From an account of Captain Lindbergh’s arrival at 
Croydon 

“The police were powerless, and before the aerodrome had come to 
rest it; was surrounded by thousands of people.”— DaiZ^/ Paper, 

It is not surprising in the circumstances that there was 
some little delay before the airman could effect a landing. 


“ There is a tendency to-day to omit the formal dining-room, and 
use an informal gate-leg or refractory table at one end of a large 
living-room for meals.”— ^coZ5 Magazine, 

One^ must be prepared, of course, for this kind of table 
getting upon its hind legs and ganging its ain gate. 
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SPORT ON THE ROAD. 

“ Between Dorking and Guildford 
yesterday,*’ said the first motorist, “ I 
killed two swallows and a thrush.” 

“In Oxfordshire last week,’^ saidi 
the second motorist, “I chased a hare 
along the road for three miles and a- 
half.” 

“That suggests a new stunt,*’ said 
the first motorist, “the petrol grey- 
hound and the living hare.** 

“ Not far from High Wycombe,'* said 
the third motorist relentlessly, “ I ran 
over a stoat/* 

There was a small quiet man in the 
corner. ^ There always is. He stirred 
a little in his chair. 

The speakers were sitting in the 
lounge of the White Hotel, which, 
as everybody knows, has been redecor- 
ated as an olde-time hostelrye, regard- 
less of the expense in blunderbusses and 
w^arming-pans. There are patterned 
chintzes on the sofas and chairs and 
churchwarden-pipes in the bar-parlour. 
Bushes are strewn on the floor and 
every bedroom is provided with h. and c. 

“ Bather a curious accident happened 
to me.also,” said the little man, “about 
the end of last July. I have acquired 
recently a small bungalow by the Sussex 


shore. I am not the only one. Per- 
haps you remember the lines : — 

“ * Filling the field with the woe of their 
wastings, 

Dotting the downs and the marsh and 
the strand, 

Stretching from Chichester right up to 
Hastings 

A herd of wild bungalows eats up the 
land.* ” 

None of them did. 

“They were written,** he said, “ bymy 
aunt, who caught a cold while staying 
in one of them. However, that has 
nothing to do with my story. 

“ I was going down to my bungalow, 
which was then newly built, and for 
which I had' found no name, and was 
proceeding at an early hour at a rather 
rapid pace through Eichmond Park 
when a most extraordinary thing oc- 
curred. I struck a fallow-deer,** 

All the other motorists sighed. They 
had not suspected that the little man 
was capable of this. 

“It was a fine buck,*’ continued the 
little man, “ and it must somehow have 
turned its head towards me in the 
moment of impact. We both made a 
sickening bump on to the grass, but I 
had managed to apply my hand-brake 
and, though shaken, was not much hurt. 

“ Par otherwise, however, had it fared 


with the noble buck. Its neck was 
broken. It was quite dead. Worse still, 
its antlers were in some way jammed 
underneath my radiator, so that even 
by reversing I could not get clear. I 
tried pulling the buck away by its hind 
legs, but this was equally unsuccessful. 
The animal was fast stuck. 

“I became a prey to mingled emotions 
of horror and despair. Hooked all round 
me. The silence of morning brooded on 
the decent sward. No park ranger and 
no early horsemen were in sight. No 
doubt 1 ought to have walked back to 
Eichmond and giveh-myself up to the 
police. But I remembered suddenly 
that I had in the back of the car a large 
wood-saw which I was taking down to 
my bungalow in order to do some home 
carpentering in connection with the gar- 
den fence. I took it out and began to 
employ it immediately. I don’t know 
whether any of you gentlemen have ever 
attempted to saw off the antlers of a 
fallow-buck with a large wood-saw at 
about 7.45 a.m. in Eichmond Park ? ” 

None of them had. 

“It was/* proceeded the little man, 
“ a terrible and an awe-inspiring task. 
Vague recollections of English history 
floated through my mind as I sawed. 
This was a Eoyal Park, and the penalty 
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for killing a buck on royal preserves bad 
once, at any rate, been death. I remem- 
bered that King William the Fxbst had 
loved the tall deer as though he were their 
father. This, of course, was not one of 
the tall deer, and I could not be certain 
whether King Geoege the Fifth enter- 
tained the same sentiments towards his 
fallow-deer. But in my mood of dis- 
traction I was very nearly ready to be- 
lieve that he did . Beads of perspiration 
broke out on my forehead. I kept un- 
easily glancing this way and that. ' I 
was moved also by sentiments of the 
sincerest pity for the dead animal, so 
graceful, so beautifully dappled, a mo- 
ment ago so vigorous and strong. 

“ ‘ He trod the ling like a buck in Spring,* 

I kept saying to myself as I sawed.** 

Here he stopped for a moment and 
looked round. The attitude of his 
audience apparently encouraged him. 

“Eventually,** he went on, “I finished 
tlie job and was able to wrench the 
antlers free from the car. I popped 
them inside.” 

“ Why on earth did you do that ? ** 
queried the first 'motorist. 

“ As souvenirs,*’ said the little man — 
“ purely as souvenirs. Biit I am not 
— I hope you will believe it— a dishonest 
man. It was necessary of course to 
make some compensation forwhat I had 
done. I found it a difficult computation. 
The fallow-deer, as I understand it, is 
almost exactly halfway between a wild 
animal and a domestic pet, so that the 
loss would be not only “ material but 
sentimental. On the other hand the 
carcass remained, I had no means of 
estimating, by way of counter-charge, 
the market; value of the venison con- 
tained in a fallow-buck. Finally I took 
a five-pound note from my pocket and 
placedfcit in the open mouth of the un- 
happy quadmped. I then, not without 
tears, proceeded on my way.** 

“ And afterwards ? ” said the second 
motonst, evincing a faint curiosity, 

“ Nothin g occurred at all. The matter 
was evidently hushed up. Somebody 
may have found the note and secreted* 
the body. The deed could scarcely have 
been attributed to Bolshevist activities, 
for a Bolshevist, I imagine, would not 
have left money behind him and in any 
case would probably have eaten thedeer. 
I had the antlers fitted into a wooden 
frame, and if any of you gentlemen 
care to pay a visit to my seaside bunga- 
low at any time, he will be able to 
bang his hat on one of them.* My 
bungalow is quite close to Pevensey 
Bay.** 

** And what is it called ? ** inquired 
the third motorist. “You told us at the 
beginning that you hada*t found a name 
ior it at the time.” 


“ I have called it,” said the little man 
simply, “ ‘ Balmoral.* ** 

There was a short silence. Then the 
first motorist got up and rang the bell. 

“ A large whisky-aud-soda,” he said 
to the waiter, dressed as a mediaeval 
henchman, who instantly appeared. 

“The same here,*’ said the second 
and third motorists. 

“ You may fetch me,” said the little 
man plaintively, “ a very small glass of 
still lemonade.** Evoe. 


Unrecorded History. 

‘‘ Tbe painting, a picture of the Holy Family, 
is said to have hung in the ancient chantry of 
St. Michael’s Tokyngton, which was sacked by 
Oliver Cromwell about 1615 .*’ — Daily Paper. 

We had no idea that Ckomwell (born 
1599 ) had displayed his icqnoclastic 
tendencies while still in his teens. 


Our Cynical Organists Again. 

** To-morrow, at St. 's Church, the 

Rev. will preach his farewell sermons. 

Anthem, * Oh Give Thanks/ (Elvey),” 

JS^orth-Countrif Paper. 


“70 CROCODILES IN BATHROOM. 
Wife Leaves Home.” 

Daily Paper. 

They do it now on the flimsiest provo- 
cation, 

” Italy’s Futueb. 

Mussolini declares that they must be able at 
a moment’s notice to mobilise five million fn®u 
and to arm them. They must reinforce their 
navy, and their air forces must be so numerous, 
so powerful, that tbe surface of their wigs must 
obscure the sun over their land.” 

Irish Paper. 

The utilisation of their wigs for this 
purpose should leave them free to go for 
the enemy baldheaded. 
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of ninepins across the horizons, fore- a thick and impenetrable hide. That 
WHAT ENGLAMD IS THINKING. grounds and middle- distances in all beef , I judge, had rhinoceros in its veins 

III. — Wigan. directions, a set of ninepins bigger and and it must have been cooked all ready 

Wigan I blacker than any I had seen before ; and for the annual visitor to Wigan in the 

Alone in Wigan 1 I tapped on the glass and, peeping round later months of 1926. 

Alone in Wigan on Sunday! the corner, said hopefully, **Is that At this point there entered another 

Wigan — fruitful mother of mirth! Wigan?” And in every case the driver guest. He had left Glasgow very early 

Everybody knows that Wigan is funny, said, “No, that is or some other that morning on a motor-bicycle and 

After the mother-in-law Wigan is per- community whose name I do not even was aiming, he said, at London. I lent 
haps the most certain laugh on any dare to write. The truth is that there him some of my bread, and he gnawed 
stage. At the name of Wigan every are many worse places than Wigan on at that for some time. He was evidently 
face relaxes. Speak of ^‘the pier” at theroadto Wigan and all round Wigan; acquainted with travel in England, so 
Wigan or “the promenade” at Wigan and here and now I wish to make for “Can you tell me,” I said, “why Wigan 
andoldmen “ dooble oop.” Millions of the nation the amende honorable to is funny?” Just then the maiden came 
my fellow-countrymen who could not Wigan. iu with^ more salmon, and said again, 

point to Wigan on the map are aware Wigan might be much, much worse. “ There's no soup to-day.”^ My feliow- 
that Wigan is funny. Hut no- j guest took one look at the 

body has yet been able to ex- ^ yz salmon; he rose up and 

plain to me whtj Wigan is 1 '/^// -7 strapped his motor-goggles on 

funny. 7X7 ‘7 and without a word went out ; 

So i went to Wigan to find 2 he mounted his motor-bicycle 

out why Wigan is funny. And . rode away to London, 

to do the thing thoroughly I ; W W / ^ [M | watched him from the 

went to Wigan on a Sunday. JL v window. 

I am the only man in his- : 1 '7^.^ m '^/ 1 “ ^ hurry,” I said, 

tory who in cold^ blood has y W 

Wigan on a Sunday. ' Wigan w We talked, “What is there 

is^ eighteen miles odd from ^ to do in Wigan on a Sunday ? ” 

goes all the way. I think the 't ~ “Nothing,” she said, “Un- 
tram goes everywhere in the I y/mWm S| less you go clicking.” 

North. They say you can go -izzr ^ ^ "-^ssss^ “Where is that done?” I 

from Liverpool to Leeds by “ Is there a park ? ” 

tram. But I went by taxi, and / know. “I've 

I could scarcely have caused never been farther than the 

a greater sensation if I had post-ofiice,” she said. And 

ridden on a swan. On that worked in Wigan for 

long road there is never that I ociany months. 

Sunday procession of motor- | I ^ When 1 told h'er that I was 

cars which gives so horrible a ^ • going back to Liverpool she 

gaiety to the high roads of the I sighed and said wistfully, “I 

South. No man or woman is 1 suppose you/11 be clicking 

hurrying to Wigan. So my taxi ^ | along Lime Street this even- 

rattled on as lonely as Godiva, ^ ing ? ” 

but much more stared at. ' M ^ “ Is that where they click ? ” 

There are a few fields left m- • 7 -rr / ' I said, 

between Lirerpooland Wigan, ooL Ming). “En-mn rou » ,j;hat ’s the clicking-place,” 

bat there is no doubt that be- Truculent Cook. “You know veey well I didn’t.” answered simply. 




my fellow-countrymen who could not Wigan. 

point to Wigan on th^map are aware Wigan might be much, much worse, 
that Wi^n is funny. ^ But no- ' 

to do ^e thing thoroughly I : K 

w€^nt to Wigan^on a Sunday. ^ ^ ^ 

from' LivMp^ol "^ 0 ^ Leeds ' by 
long road there is never that 

cars which givp so^ horrible ^a ^ j ^ 

but much more stared at.' ^ 

There are a few fields left ^ , 

between Liverpool and Wigan, 

but there is no doubt that be- Truculent Cook. “You know veey well I didn’ 

fore long Lancashire will be — 

one large town. Even now, I notice, I It has a fine church and a fine War 


Timid HouseJiolder {after much knocking). “Ee — did you 
S4.Y ‘OOME in’?” 

Truculent Cook. “You know veey well I didn’t.” 


fore long Lancashire will be I — I Then I passed out of her life. 

one large town. Even now, I notice. It has a fine church and a fine War At the “Collier’s Arms”— not thescene 
every window on that road is shut ; the memorial, and fewer chimneys than of my lunch, I should add — they knew 
men of that part of the world spend many places. But the lunch which I more about Wigan. The man behind 
their lives getting coal-dust out of the had at Wigan could not have been the bar said there was nothing to do in 
ground, and the women in keeping it out worse. This was without exception the Wigan. Nobody in any Northern town 
of the house. Still it is not true that most awful food for which I have ever ever admits that there is anything to do 
thesunnevershines onBritishlndustry. paid mone;^. After a painfully long in- there. But he said there was a park. 
The sun shone brightly that morning terval a maiden at last appeared to min- The man behind the bar was a moralist, 
and lit up generously the wondrous ister to my needs. Without other in- and he said I ought to be iu that street 
works of Man— the factories, the slag- troduction or preamble she said shortly, in the evening when the young men 
heaps, the pit-heads, the chimneys and “ There ’s no soup to-day." And with and women were walking up and down 
I the cranes, the tiny cottages and vast thesewhippingwordsshesetbeforemea clicking. He said they walked up and 
advertisements and all those lovely way- cubicinch of many-coloured salmon. The down clicking till the pubs opened and 
side places where petroleum-spirit is salmon began green and passed through then many of them came into the pubs, 
purveyed for motor-trafiSc by dazzling various blues and reds to a pale pink, because it was -generahy raining and 
robots in yellow or red. I nibbled delicately at the pink end and there was nowhere else for them to go i 

Every now and then, when the roacl waited for the beef. The beef had fewer for in the virtuous North there are no 
rose, I saw ahead among the clusters of colours than the salmon, though not picture-houses open bn a Sunday, 
faotory-chiinneys, which stand like sets many fewer; but it had on each side Wigan’s park is pleasant enough, with. 
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LE MOT JUSTE. 


flowers and- lawns, ducks, water and so 
forth . I watch ed the band massing and 
thought I had never seen such splendid 
uniforms, so deep a blue and so much 
gold braid. The band of the Fourth 
Hungarian Hussars, I thought. But 
this resplendent band, I discovered, is 
composed of working miners and rail- 
way men, who play to their fellow- 
citizens on Sunday “ for a hobby.*’ And 
this day on which I went to Wigan 
was the first day on which those bright 
new uniforms and brand-new silver 
instruments appeared in public. By 
such chances is the persistent traveller 
rewarded. The conductor was a rail- 
way-man, earning not very much a 
week, and Wigan, I think, should be 
proud of him and his band. 

But Young Wigan, I fear, was think- 
ing less of municipal music than com- 
munal clicking. The young men walk 
about in bands, in lovely Homburg hats 
of heliotrope and mauve and purple, 
and the young women walk in couples, 
in silk stockings and pearl necklaces 
and fetching cloche hats. They all 
look prosperous, they pass each other 
by and they eye each othpr and prepare 


to click. But the park, I fancy, is too 
respectable for much of a click. 

Biding back to Liverpool,- 1 read in a 
Lancashire paper a letter of protest from 
a worthy citizen about the conduct of 
young people in the ■ museum on 
wet Sundays. They simply walk up and 
down the museum, he says, and look at 
each other’s clothes instead of studying 
the fossils. I have no doubt the same 
gentleman has set his face against 
opening the picture-houses on Sunday 
evenings. But what Wigan is thinking 
is that really it looks as if the young 
people of this disastrous age. were deter- 
mined to enjoy themselves somehow, 
some time, and, if they cannot go to the 
pictures on a wet Sunday, they will 
click in museums or go to the pubs. 
And if the gentleman thinks the pub 
is better for them than the pictures — 
well, very well, then . . . 

But still I do not know why Wigan 
is funny. A. P. H. 

“Women’s voices should be, if anything, low 
and well modulated ,” — Monthly Magazine. 

“ If anything ” is good. Unheard melo- 
dies are the sweetest. 


A WIEELES8 8BBENADE. 
Miranda, are you listening ? 

For here am I announced to sing. 
Tune in, tune in, 'tis striking eight ; 
My heart will shortly oscillate 
(Although its valves are passing 
strong) 

In trembling waves of winged song. 
My filaments of hope mount high 
As do aerials up the sky, 

And, like those wires, are also found 
Frequently dashed upon the ground. 
The battery of your bright eyes 
Life’s motive power for me sup- 
plies ; 

My 60- volt affection, dear, 
Accumulates when you draw near, 
And with anodic rapture sweet 
Is now assembled at your feet, 
Though yours for me, capricious 
maid, 

Is oft cathodic, I 'm afraid. 

Yet if you’d only marry me 
A fine connection it would be. > 
Don’t think that I *m a shallow loud- 
speaker. With feelings I ’m endowed, 
And all my world will soon become, 
If you say “Np,” a vacuum. 
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NOCTURNE. 

A PERFECTLY appalling thing hap- 
pened to me last night,” said Edward. 
‘‘Perfectly appalling. I don’t know 
what to do about it, because it 's — well, 
one of those things that are rather diffi- 
cult to explain.” He coughed politely, 
to indicate that he intended going into 
details. 

*‘You know how sometimes, when 
you ’re talking to a person, you may be 
most frightfSly interested in what 
they’re saying and yet somehow lose 
consciousness, if you take me, so that, 
when you come to, they ’re well away on 
Home Eule for England or Modern 
Architecture or something equally 
blighting, and you have to look fear* 
fully intelligent all of a sudden and say, 
Yes, you were always brought up to 
think of it like that, but things do 
change so nowadays. And then the 
other fellow tells you it was a quota- 
tion from the Eussian, and you look a 
fool. Well, it was like that ; only in — 
in circumstances in which you don’t 
generally do that sort of thing. Per- 
fectly appalling,” repeated Edward 
sorrowfully. There ’s no other word 
for it,” 

“You see, it was the first time I*d 
ever proposed to her, so I was naturally 
a bit dutraity as you might say ; but it 
was a nice night ,and there wasn’t ,any 
one else on the balcony, and we seemed 
to be getting on awfully well. As a mat- 
ter of fact I believe it would have been 
perfectly all right if she hadn’t been 
weaiingtihat infernal frock. It was new, 
you know, and wlien Helen has a new^ 
frock you can’t help noticing it, ' One 
of those very tight skinny-looking ones, 
green, up in the front and down in the 
back. Extremely-taking. And the par- 
ticular thing about it was an enormous 
sash affair at one side, with two long 
thin ends that flapped behind her when 
she walked. I don’t know the technical 
term for that sort of thing,” he ex- 
plained, “ but the effect was distinctly 
good. 

“Well, there we were all quiet and 
secluded in the moonlight, with one or 
two stars shining over our heads, you 
know, and the dance-music coming soft 
and soothing from somewhere behind 
us, and what with one thing and another 
it seemed a chance in a thousand, so I 
did.” Here Edward stopped to grin 
self-consciously ; but not for long. 

“ It was after that that I went and 
made such an awful mess of things. 
You see, when I ’d done it I sort of — 
er — paused. You know how you do. 
Eising intonation. And, while I was 
pausing, that sash affair caught my eye 
again, and I suddenly wondered where 
on earth it came from. The dress was 


perfectly plain, straight up and down, 
not an inch to spare anywhere, and this 
great bow effect suddenly appeared 
h'om nowhere, if you see what I mean. 
There was nowhere for it to come from. 
And it wasn’t stitched on afterwards, 
because you could see where the stuff 
went into the knot ; besides, the whole 
frock was sort of pulled together at that 
point. It simply sprouted. 

“ Eirst I wondered whether the stuff 
had been specially woven with long ends 
hanging out in the middle, but that 
seemed too jolly complicated. And 
then I wondered if it could be grafted 
on in any way ; I mean I once had a 
Scotch batman who used to put new 
heels into socks somehow or other, so 
that you couldn’t see the join, but of 
course this stuff was much finer. It 
was simply fascinating. I tried to think 
what the dress would look like if you 
could turn it inside out, because it 
suddenly struck me that the ends might 
be coming from underneath. And I was 
working all this out, trying to visualise 
it before the inner eye, you know, when 
Helen suddenly got up and smiled 
kindly at me and walked away.” 

Edward went quite pale at the re- 
collection. 

“ I hadn’t been listening,” he went 
on earnestly. “ You can’t imagine 
how appalling it felt, I ’d absolutely 
no idea whether she’d accepted me 
or not, and the only thing I could 
think of doing was chasing after her 
to ask; and then I thought. Dash it 
all, you can hardly do a thing like 
that.' What I mean to say, you can 
hardly hare up to a woman and say, 
‘ Oh, pardon me, but you know I pro- 
posed to you just now. Would you 
awfully mind repeating what you said, 
because I ’m afraid I was thinking of 
something else?’ It's impossible. And 
if it weren’t it would be with Helen. 

“ Well, then I thought perhaps some- 
one might have been standing near and 
overheard, and I could ask them. But 
there wasn’t anyone except the police- 
man in the square underneath, and he 
was too far. And then I tried to think 
whether she *d be more likely to smile 
kindly at me if she’d accepted or if 
she ’d refused, and it seemed about fifty- 
fifty. And then I thought that, if she 'd 
accepted, she wouldn’t have gone off 
like that and left me ; but of course she 
might have had the next dance with 
someone* or just got bored waiting for 
me to go on. You see, I ’d no idea how 
long I ’d been trying to work out about 
her sash. And then,” finished Edward 
bitterly, “I found everyone had gone 
home, and the butler had to come and 
let me out.” 

He sighed profoundly and got up. 

“ What I want to know is this : Ought 


I to consider myself engaged or not? 
It’s a pretty grim feeling not being 
sure. Of course the person who does 
know is Helen, but I can’t ask her. I 
suppose the best thing to do is to hang 
about public places and see if anyone 
congTatulates me, but I don’t know how 
I ought to be looking. And it might 
be as well,” observed Edward thought- 
fully, “ if I were to send her a bunch of 
flowers now and again in case we are ; 
but something fairly sober in case we 
aren’t. I think violets would about 
meet the case.” 

Edward sighed again and began to 
look for his hat. 

“But I wotdd like to know,” he said 
wistfully, “ how they worked that sash,” 


CRICKET FROM THE TRAIN. 

No one who has any regard for truth 
would describe me as a cricket-fan. 
Season after season goes by without 
my causing one click of the turnstiles at 
Lord’s or the Oval. I couldn’t even 
tell you off-hand how many centuries 
SANDHAMhasmadeup todate. A news- 
paper announcement that Glamorgan 
is fighting to avert defeat leaves me as 
cold as the latest murder does. And 
yet whenever I come across a game of 
cricket in progress the instinct that is 
more or less developed in every Eng- 
lishman compels me to watch a few 
balls bowled. 

As I am living in London at present 
it will be understood that most of the 
games of cricket that come to my notice 
are those I see from railway-trains. 
When motoring it is my experience 
that the comparatively few cricket- 
grounds that are visible from the main 
roads are two parishes behind by the 
time I have turned my head. 

Now there is attached to these 
glimpses of cricket that I get from the 
train a curious fatality to which, though 
I have been aware of it for years, I feel 
at last impelled to draw attention. Ife 
is just this : in none of them have I 
ever seen a ball bowled. 

To give instances, I select from at 
least two-dozen cricket-matches that 
were being played within sight of the 
Southern Eailway last Saturday week 
as I travelled through Surrey. In one 
a bowler was in the middle of his pre- 
liminary trot when a long train on the 
up line intercepted my vision of him 
for ever. In another the fieldsmen, 
crossing over in the leisurely manner 
typical of rural half-day matches, were 
suddenly obliterated by a thick belt of 
trees. In a third a new batsman was 
taking guard with extreme care when 
the whole scene Was “blacked out ” by 
a tunnel. And so in all of them . , . 

I feel that in relating my experience 




I am performing a public service, for 
if I, who am no cricket-fan, found it 
irritating it is not unreasonable to infer 
that there were among my fellow-pas- 
sengers enthusiasts whom it exasper- 
ated. I would therefore urge the rail- 
way companies to instruct their guards 
and drivers that trains passing cricket- 
matches are to be delayed for the dura- 
tion of at least one over, or longer if 
desired by a majority of the passengers. 
My view is that the spirit of good- 
fellowship thus promoted would more 
than compensate for the slight derange- 
ment of the train-services. 


CHACUN A SON GOtTT. 

My mother likes songs that are beauti- 
. fjdl songs, that charm and soothe 
the heart, 

Composed while beauty was still the 
duty and ultimate aim of Art ; 

Melodies made to be sung by a swain 
to the light of the silvery moon, 

Harmonious sounds, a mellifluous voice 
and a soft sweet tune. 

My daughter likes songs that are intri- 
cate songs, that are not sweet at all; 

They are sung very loud to a highbrow 
crowd in a sweltering concert-hall ; 


If so much as a trace of a tune should 
appear it is speedily nipped in the 
I bud 

■ By consecutive fifths, a chromatic dis- 
p!ay and a last deep thud. 

But the only song'in the world for mel 
the song for which I wait, 

Is the coppery song that is played on 
the gong in a private hall at 
eight : 

Soup, fish, joint, sweet, savoury, cheese, 
dessert, 

A bottle of wine and a poet replete in 
t ' a stiff white shirt, G. B. 
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LIVESTOCK IN BARRACKS. 

IV, — Montague and the Machine- 
gun, 

We heard it through the usual chan- 
nels. That is to say, the General gave 
an order to the Brigade-Major, the 
Brigade-Major’s clerk told, in confidence, 
one of the orderlies, who told a friend, 
who that night in the canteen met a 
pal in the Army Service Corps, and our 
Adjutant heard it next afternoon from 
the Quartermaster. Three days later 
of course he got the official letter about 
it, but that ’s nothing ; it takes a priority 
telegram at least to get ahead of our 
Qaartermaster. 

The letter was about machine-guns, 
I don’t know anything about machine- 
guns myself, but apparently somebody 
had complained that the habit of carry- 
ing one’s machine-guns 
on the backs of mules 
was all very well in 
theory, but in practice it 
took too long to get into 
action. If, so to speak, 
the enemy met you be- 
fore you met him, he sat 
down and picked you ofi' 
at leisure, while you, I 
gather, up to the waist in 
shavings and cardboard- 
boxes and excited mules, 
were trying to fit your 
gun together and wonder- 
ing who had borrowed 
the spanner and where ^ 
your fool of a man had ■- 
packed the bullets. ^ 

The General had appar- " 
ently been stirred by this 
complaint, and his letter 
suggested that our experts should experi- 
ment with mules and machine-guns and 
devise some means by which, if occasion 
demanded, the machine-gun might be 
fired direct from the back of the mule. 
The suggestion was handed to our 
Lieutenant Swordfrog to deal with, and 
I made a mental note to be present at 
the result. 

Three days later the Colonel was in- 
vited out to see what Swordfrog had 
done. The cast at this dress-rehearsal 
was very varied. It began with Lieu- 
tenant Swordfrog, looking very import- 
ant and full of explanations; then there 
was Sergeant Haversack, whom one 
suspected of having supervised most of 
the real work ; , and two worried-looking 
lance-corporals who had probably done 
it.. There was also a driver with a 
broad grin, and lastly Montague. 

Montague is our oldest mule and has 
decided some while ago that life holds 
nothing further for him. He is content 
to meditate on his youth, and how hay 
isn’,t what - it used to be in his young 


days, or whatever it is that old mules do 
meditate about. In the intervals he 
browses peacefully on anything that 
comes his way, from stable doorpost to 
second-lieutenant’s tunic. 

On the audience side were the Colonel, 
the Adjutant, loaded with note-books, 
B Company Commander, the Eegi- 
menta! Sergeant-Major, myself, because 
I wouldn’t have missed it for worlds, 
and Lance-Corporal Pouch, who has a 
habit of butting in curiously on these 
shows to see what 's going on. I was 
the only one, however, who seemed to 
know that he oughtn’t to belong, but I 
couldn’t say much as I was too busy 
trying to look as if I belonged myself. 

The stage was a vast open space on 
the ranges, lit by the spring sunlight 
and surrounded by danger-flags; for 
naturally we were going to fire live 



“A BURST OF FIET2 SWEPT THE COUNTRYSIDE 


rounds, at targets which our Private 
Trigger, hidden in the butts, was ex- 
pectantly watching. 

Lieutenant Swordfrog explained his 
idea. I haven’t the vaguest recollection 
what it was all about. The only thing 
I really remember is that there was a 
string to work the firing apparatus of 
the gun. 

We began. 

Sergeant Haversack and the driver, 
still grinning, lined Montague up facing 
south, while the two lance-corporals 
stood at his side and tried to draw a 
bead on the target. Swordfrog fluttered 
nervously round. The audience got 
well to the peaceful end — of both the 
gun and the mule. Montague began 
to eat a ripe-looking button off Sergeant 
Haversack’s tunic. 

Then Swordfrog said *‘Gol” One 
of the lance-corporals jerked the string 
smartly and a few bullets sped off to 
the butts. 

The effect on Montague was curious. 
He first threw up his head, incident- 


ally throwing up the driver’s head with 
his nose and removing the grin. Then 
he quivered from stem to stern. Never 
in all his varied life had such a thing 
happened to him. The lance-corporal, 
a little unnerved, pulled the string 
again. This time Montague decided it 
was no place for him and, despite the 
driver, began to stroll off. 

As long as he kept direction it was 
all right, but when he began to turn, 
thus bringing his broadside to bear on 
the surrounding country, we realised 
the situation had further possibilities. 
We bad an idea we would lie down on 
the nice soft ground. 

At this point the lance-corporal did 
quite the wrong thing, though it was 
to an extent very natural. He found 
himself with a string in his hand, at the 
other end of which was a mule walking 
away which oughtn’t to 
walk away. Instinctively 
he said “Whoa!” and 
pulled the string. 

A burst of fire swept the 
countryside. The driver 
lay down ; Sergeant Hav- 
ersack lay down ; and we 
lay further down. Mon- 
tague, puzzled at this in- 
explicable phenomenon, 
threw up his tail and 
kicked playfully at the 
lance-corporal, who let go 
the string and lay down 
too. The string there- 
upon became entangled 
in Montague’s tail. 

The next quarter of an 
hour was full of incident. 
I don’t think Montague 
was frightened, for he has 
never yet been that, though he may have 
been a little perplexed. 1 prefer to think 
that it was that feeling of spring in the 
air, coupled with the sudden and unac- 
countable disappearance of all human 
beings, which suddenly brought back his 
lost youth. Anyway, Montague frisked. 
And every time he f ri sked he twitched his 
tail, and every time he twitched his tail he 
fired a short burst off: into the blue, and 
every time he felt his armament go off‘ 
he frisked a bit more. The range echoed 
to the noise ; the neighbourhood was 
alive with bullets. And in the middle 
of a deserted space Montague played 
happily with himself and wondered 
where the noise came from and what 
had happened to everyone. Throughout 
it all the conscientious Private. Trigger 
in the butts was busy signalling misses 
with a flag. 

When at last an intermittent clicking 
told us that Montague had run out of 
ammunition we emerged and carried 
him with a determined rush. 

We were all very silent on the way 





back, and Lieutenant Swordfrog re- 
turned a different way. 

I hear that the report to Brigade was 
on the following lines : ** Firing machine- 
guns from the backs of mules has great 
possibilities. In war, however, the most 
efficacious plan would be to get the 
enemy to do it.*’ . A. A. 


HAREBELL 

The Harebell is singing its stern little 
song, ^ 

“ Eing-a-ding, ding-a-ding, bustle 
along 1 ** 

x\nd all the young hares with a grunt 
and a yawn 

Boll out of bed at the break of the dawn. 

The Harebell is singing its gay little 
song, 

Eing-a-ding, ding-a-ding, bustle 
along ! ’* 

And all the young hares scamper wildly 
away 

To race in the meadows and nibble the 
hay. 

The Harebell is singing its soft little 
song, 

‘‘ Eing-a-ding, ding-a-ding, bustle 
along!” 

And all the young hares snuggle up in 

- a heap, 

-Pull up the bedclothes andiall off to 
sleep. 


MISLEADING CASES. 

XVL — The Spy System, 

Bex V. The Commissioner of Police, 
Chief Inspector Charles, Inspector 
Smart, Sergeant Oliphant and Con- 
stable Boot. 

At the Old Bailey the hearing of this 
case approached its conclusion to-day, 
when Mr. Justice Swallow began his 
address to the jury. He said : — 

** Gentlemen of the Jury, the facts of 
this important and distressing case 
have already been put before you some 
four or five times, twice by the prose- 
cuting counsel, twice by the counsel 
for the defence, and once at least by 
each of the^various witnesses who have 
been heard ; but so low is my opinion 
of your understanding that I think it 
necessary, in the simplest language, to 
tell you the facts again. 

The prisoners are officers in the Lon- 
don Police Force, and, at the instigation 
of a public-minded citizen, Mr. xUberb 
Haddock, they are accused of conspir-^ 
ing to do certain unlawful acts. Now 
it is my duty to inform you that, 
although a given offence by a single 
individual may be a trifling one, a 
conspiracy by a number of persons to 
commit that offence in concert may be 
a much more serious affair; and in 


view of the stupidity which I see carved 
upon your faces I will explain that by 
an illustration which should be intelli- 
gible to the most bovine member of the 
jury and may even penetrate to the 
slumbering consciousness of the fourth 
gentleman from the left in the back 
row. For any member of a quartette 
j to sing out of tune is undesirable ; but 
if by arrangement they all sing out of 
tune, the act is many more than four 
times more deplorable. 

“ Some of the offences alleged in this 
case appear trifling in themselves. By 
the wise ordinances of our land it is un- 
lawful to buy or sell chocolates after the 
hour of half-past nine o’clock in theeven- 
ingor to buy cigarettes, cigars or matches 
after the hour of eight. It is not for 
the subject to question or to comment 
on these provisions. It is at about the 
hour of half-past n ine that the thought of 
chocolate first enters the minds of large 
numbers pf the citizens, and it is right 
and proper that at that precise hour 
the supply of chocolates should be 
sternly cub off* by a maternal Govern- 
ment. As for the cigarettes, these regji- 
lations arb in line with the ancient 
tradition of this island,, which has 
always been to discourage and irritate 
the foreign visitor by every form of in- 
convenience and restriction, and so dis- 
pose him to return to his own country. 
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*^Now the evidence for the prosecution play and decency that it has never found evening-dress as the occasion demands ; 
is that at 8.5 p.m. on April 14th the expression in our language. I have he endears himself to women, is affable 
defendant Boot, being in plain clothes, seen no comment, judicial or other- to men, and at last, by a shameless ex- 
entered the bar of the Folliseum Theatre wise, upon the importation of this ploitation of his personality, demands 
and asked the barmaid for a packet of loathsome practice ; it has stolen in, and is granted, at the public expense, 
Anodyne cic^arettes. Miss Perceval, as unblessed and almost unobserved, and tobacco, chocolates, matches, beer, snuff, 
she has told you, replied that the magic taken a firm place in the national life, champagne and barley-sugar, or what- 
hour -was past, but Boot pleaded with It is not employed for the suppression ever other commodity it may be unlaw- 
her and no one else being present ex- of the major crimes, where official dis- ful at that time and place to purchase, 
cept the vigilant Haddock, who hap- honour might be forgiven in a noble The ordinary citizen, however rich, con- 
pened, it appears, to be preparing his cause; no constable causes himself to tents hiniself with an occasional lapse, 
mind for the performance, Miss Perceval be murdered or robbed for the protec- but Boot is constantly breaking the law. 
at last relented.. As .you have seen, tion of the public by the apprehension And this is the more shocking from the 
Boot has a pleasant countenance and of a dangerous person; but it is the honest aspect of the man. If the evi- 
manly figure, *a,nd Miss Perceval liked constant support of small prosecutions 1 den ce is to be believed, seldom in the 


the look of him. Her evidence 
is that he put her in mind of 
a Mr. Thomas Mix,- a gentle- 
man who has not been called 
in evidence and is not known 
to the police. 

“At 9.35 P.M. the defendant 
Boot again entered the bar 
and asked for a box of choco- 
lates. Miss Perceval, who had 
just refused a number of simi- 
lar requests, was moved by 
the specta;cle of this strong 
man pleading for sweetmeats, 
and as a personal favour made 
him a surreptitious sale at the 
end of the interval, when 
everyone had left the bar ex- 
cept, as it happened, Mr. 
Haddock, who was refreshing 
his mind for the Second Act, 
and had been intensely irri- 
tated by Miss Perceval’s re- 
fusal to sell him chocolates. 
Of which, as he told you, he is 
passionately fond. 

“Boot then took Miss Per- 
ceval’s name and address and 
informed her that a charge 
would be made. TKe inanage- 
ment was prosecuted and 
fined, and the tender-hearted 
Miss Perceval was dismissed 
fromtheiremployment. There 



Euffled Veteran (drawn into argument), “Mv good man, I 

KNOW WHAT I TALKING ABOUT. I’VE PLAYED ON THIS VERY 
GROUND.” ' { 

The Other. “Yus, and in that very *at, I should' think.” 


history of wrong-doing can a 
countenance so open and en- 
gaging have been associated 
with so much duplicity. 

“ It is urged for the defence 
tliait these officers have broken 
the law for the law’s good; 
but this is as much as to say 
that the police may break a 
man’s head if be complains of 
headache. This, however, is 
a matter to be considered in 
mitigation of sentence, if any; 
but I may say at once that I 
shall not consider it. It can- 
not be too clearly understood 
that the police are not entitled 
to break the law, and so long 
as I am on this bench I shall 
do what I can to discourage 
the hateful practices of the 
agent ^provocateur. If the 
public cannot be prevented 
from enjoying themselves in 
an honest and straightforward 
manner they had better be 
allowed to enjoy themselves. 
And if you find, as you had 
better find, that these officers, 
high and low, have been guilty 
of conspiring together to do 
things which the good Mr, 
Haddock is hot allowed to.do, 
then you will return a verdict 


^is no doubt upon the evidence that Boot for small offences wisely invented by of Q-uiity. If, on the other hand, you 
deliberately broke or procured a breach righteous people for the hindrance or find that, on the weight of the evidence, 
of the law, and he has told you that prevention of public enjoyment. adding one thing to another and taking 

what he did he did by the general or “ The defendant Boot has been prom- this away from that, looking upwards 
specific instructions of his co-defendants, inent in many of these. In one of his ex- and downwards and sideways and all 
“ Now this is only one of a number of ploits.asyou have heard, a humble tobac- round, they have not been guilty of the 
similar episodes; In recent years, it conist had a cigarette-machine in his acts alleged, then you will return a 
appears, there has entered for the first shop; Boot invited him to place a sixpence verdict ofNot Guilty ; and I shall ignore 
time, systematically and unashamed,- in the slot forhim, and, on the man oblig- your verdict. Now, Gentlemen, I have 
into the administration of British jus- ingly doing so, he was gloriously prose- done my duty. Do yours.” 
tice the repellent figure of the agent cuted for an offence against the Shop The jury retired. A. P. H. 

puvocaifewr, which is a French expres- Acts, Boot, it is said, has more automa- : -rr?: n 

sion signifying an official spy who tic-machine proseeutiions to his credit “ Micky Walker, the world's middle-weight 

causes an offence to secure a convic- and has deprived more barmaids of their now here in readiness for 

I tion: and I nse that phrase partly to livelihood than any officer in the For^ 
impress upon you your own profound Boot is always m disguise. With the suggestive width of his shoulders.” 
ignorance and partly because there is defendants Charles and Smart, as you Evening Paper. 

no other. There is no other phrase, and have heard, he lurks in theatres and in We have often noticed how closely a 
for a very good reason ; the idea is so public-houses, in sweet-shops and night- boxer’s fighting-suit fits him about the 
repugnant to British notions of fair clubs, in borrowed overalls or chartered shoulders. 






630 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


[June 8, 1927. 


!' will III il.liili'.l ' 


trUl 


^si. 






life, 1! € 


^ L I \ !;■■.! '. *1 


ll/ " 






V'> ‘ 




WW. 




/i jfi 




■ 




MANNERS AND MODES. 

The latest thing in vanity bags gives a severe shock to a short-sighted animal-lover. 


THE YOUNG BUCCANEERS. 

[The British Young Comrades’ League has 
received, on behalf of the working-class 
children of Great Britain, an invitation from 
the second Congress of Moscow Pioneers (The 
Russian Red Scouts League) to send a Dele- 
gation of six children to visit the Union of 
Socialist Spviet Republics. 

The Delegation is made up of — 

Two Miners’ children (Fife and S, Wales 
coalfields). 

One Young Comrade (London). 

One Young Co-operator (Manchester). 

One Socialist Sunday-School child 
(Glasgow). 

One child or unemployed parents (Tyne- 
side), 

They will leave England on June 14th, in 
the charge of a responsible adult, will remain 
at Moscow and provinces for one month visit- 
I ing the schools, homes, playgrounds and 
studying the life of children under the Soviet 

0 HAPPY band of comrades 
Who sail across the sea 

To learn to practise bomb-raids 
On simple men like me ! 

Come, tell me now, be truthful, 

And butting me no “ buts,” 

What yearnings fill your youthful 
Co-operative nuts. 


Young Communists of Britain, 

Ere yet the steamer steams, 

Lay down your buns unbitten 
And tell me of your dreams. 

'fi ❖ * ^ i\i 

The First Child — 

“ I wants to go to Rusher, 

I wants to be a Eed, 

I wants to tell my usher 
The things as Trotsky said.” 

The Secootd Childr—^ 

I wants to be a pirate 
And with the pirates stand 
All bour-joo-ees to fire at 
And fill their boots with sand.” 

The Third Child — 

“ I wants to end abuses 
And wear peculiar hats 
And learn to fasten nooses 
Eor necks of plutocrats.” 

The Fourth Child {rather more seri~ 
ously ) — 

An edjercated nation 
Like what the Bussians are 
Can teach a child its station 
As pupils' Commissar.” 


The Fifth Child {even more seriously ) — 
I wants to preach with candour 
To every playmate’s soul 
The district propagander 
Of working kids’ control.” 

The Sixth Child (rather pathetically ) — 
“ I seek the proletariat 
Dictatorship’s advance ; 

I wants to be a fairy at 
The Moscow children’s dance.” 

>1' r- * s;; ;;; 

0 happy band of trippers 
Who sail across the foam 
To take your tea and kippers 
Where Arcos had its home. 

Don’t tumble in the water, 

Don’t work yourselves too hard 
In thinking how to slaughter 
The unregenerate bard. 

And if you strike bad weather 
Bemember this from me, 

The more you ’re sick together 
The sicker you will be. Evoe. 

A Proof of Befinement. 

“Englishwoman, refined, wants washing 
and cleaning, daily.”— Paper. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT led by Sir H. Nieed, crifci- mises and concessions. The Chancee- 

. ‘ cised fehe danse on the ground that it; left lob's remarks were less decorated than 

^ Mond^, May Soviet House the Civil Servants without an efficient usual with the fair flowers of oratory, 

IS not the only spot t hat has been in method of redressing their grievances but he was quite alert. On the question 
bad odour of late. Sir William Davi- except the Whitley Councils, which were of whether Civil Servants who violated 


SON, who has an inexorable nose 
for anything rotten in the state 
of London, asked Captain Hack- 
ing if his attention had been 
called to the bad smell arising 
from the lake in St. James's 
Park. People sitting by the 
water had in some cases caught 
sore throats from it. 

Several obvious replies of a 
strictly Parliamentary nature 
must haye occurred to the Un- 
der-Secretaey for the Home 
Department. He might have 
replied that there are no seats 
by the water or that it was not 
possible for anybody to be given 
a sore throat by a smell. He 
might have insisted that the 
smell was an alien and interlop- 
ing smell that had escaped from 
the Underground Eailway or the 
Foreign Office. Instead he re- 
plied that attention had already 
been drawn to the smell, and 
steps were being taken which 
would induce it to go quietly. 

Lieut.-Commander Kenwoethy 
wished to know if any of the 
papers printed in the Arcos raid 
White Paper (better known as 
Part ir. of Cmd. 2874) had 





A LA EUSSE. 

SiE James Agg-Gaeduee, Chairman of the Kitchen 
Committee, as seen by Sir William Davison. 


the provision would be dismissed 
under certain conditions, the 
Chancellor announced that the 
regulations would come into 
force on January 1st. You will 
be dismissed before then," inter- 
jected Mr. Jack Jones. “Ahope- 
ful disposition is not the sole 
qualification to be a prophet," 
retorted Mr. Churchill. 

A mild and rather laboured 
debate ended with the applica- 
tion of the guillotine, various 
Government amendments and 
finally the whole clause being 
disposed of before half-past 
eleven. 

Tuesday, May 81st,-~On the 
eve of adjourning for its Whit- 
suntide recess the House of 
Lords had quite a busy day, 
disposing of the Committee 
stage of the Indian Church Bill, 
adopting the Select Committee's 
Eeport on Peerages in Abeyance, 
and disagreeing with Lord Par- 
moor and his Socialist colleagues 
on the desirability of dismissing 
the Soviet Mission and Trade 
Delegation. 

The debate on abeyant peer- 
ages was somewhat involved, a 


been seized in the raid on the Bussian powerless in the face of obstinate de- Select Committee having investigated 
Legation at Pekin. Sir Austen an- partmental chiefs, Mr. Churchill in at some length and with no particu- 
swered*‘No." Then how did the Gov- a lengthy speech defended the clause, ’ lar approval the recent practice of 
ernment get possession of them ? in- but found himself compelled, in face of ; abeying abeyances that had been in 
quired the Member for Hull persuas- the formidable assaults of the serried! existence — if u condition of having 
ively. ** Aha ! That would be telling," dockyard Members, to make some pro-! lapsed can be said to have existence — 
replied the Minister in effect ; and he for hundreds of years. ^Abeyances bad 


ively. Aha ! That would be telling," 
replied the Minister in effect ; and he 
wasn't telling, not even to Lieut.-Com- 
mander Ken WORTHY. 

But he did inform him that the Nor- 
wegian Government would take charge 
of British interests in Bussia after the 
withdrawal of our Mission. Bussian in- 
terests in this country will presumably 
be looked after by Lieut.-Commander 
Kenworthy. 

Sir W, Davison raised the question 
of the question which he had not been 
allowed to raise about the farewell lun- 
cheon given in the House by Socialist 
Members to the evicted Soviet officials. 
Did the Speaker know of any precedent 
for such an afi’ront to the House ? The 
Speaker maintained that, the matter 
being one of taste rather than of privi- 
lege, the Befreshment Committee was 
the proper authority to deal with it. 

Clause 5 of the Trade Disputes Bill, 
limiting the conditions under which 
Civil Servants may belong to a trade i 
union, was in charge of the Chancel-; 
LOR OF THE EXCHEQUER. Several Con- : 


. also been terminated after a long lapse 
‘ of time in favour of j)ersons Bolding 
^ mere fraction — ^in one case a twenty- 
."T Ew . fourth-— of the original peerage. The 

/ * I ' Committee recommended that no peer- 

/ age should be disabeyed — or whatever 

/ / technical phrase is — that has been 

[y more than a hundred 

or in favour of a petitioner who 
represented less than a third of the 

-> Lord Par moor, who raised the Bnsmn 

question, picturesquely described theLa- 
M W hour Party as a “ stalwart barrieragainst 

^ f all Communist propaganda," and the 

WHik ^ Home SECRETARYas^ a cuckoo in the nest 

^ W Foreign Secretary." Lord Bal- 
^ m FOUR in reply declared that there was a 

. point at which a steady course of deli- 
J M ! berate and organised perfidy became 

I really intolerable in international re!a- 
' ‘ j tions,andthatpointhad been reached by 

UEBIO TTJTISSIMU8 IBIS. ! the SovietGovernment. LordBEAiUNG^s 
Loed Beading takes a. middle coxtrse ? argument was directed, like that of Mr. 

ON THE Bussian Question. Lloyd George in the Commons, to the 


MEDIO TUTISSIMUS IBIS. 
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question of expediency. Lord Bieken- 
HEAD said British prestige would be 
enhanced throughout the world by 
severing the pretence of diplomatic re- 
lations with the Soviets, a remark that 
caused Lord Haldane to accuse the 
Segretabt for India of “mounting his 
battle-charger and galloping about.*’ 

In the Commons the incident of the 
day was the appearance, in the Dis- 
tinguished Strangers’ Gallery, of Captain 
Lindbergh, He heard Mr, Groves 
proclaiming the benefits that West 
Ham had bestowed on the cause of 
national efficiency by compelling its 
employees to belong to trade unions, 
and was no doubt duly impressed. 

Eeplyingto Mr.TnuRTLE, who wanted 
to know the nationality of British secret 
service employees, the Prime Minister 
drily replied that he had nothing to 
add to previous answers, “ from which 
the hon. Member will have gathered 
that the essence of a secret service is 
secrecy.** 

No Minister so easily arouses the 
angry passions of the Socialist Party 
as the Minister of Health, and this 
evening he annoyed Mr. Wheatley by 
producing ffd7isard (on beingchallenged 
by the hon. Member) and quoting him 
so confoundingly that the ex-Minister 
OP Health could only- ait and glare 
and, at a later stage, launch a violent 
personal attack on him. On the whole, 
however, the debate on Clause 6—which 
prevents municipalities from insisting 
I that their employees shall belong to a 
trade union — dragged considerably, and 
the guillotine motion nipped no flower 
of persuasive oratory in the bud. 

Wednesday, June 1st — In a House 
well purged by Epsom, which had even 
lured Lord Balfour, on the eve of his 
eightieth year, to pay his first visit to 
the Derby, the Foreign Secretary bore 
the. brunt of Question-time, and gave, 
Inter alia, a summary of the position 
in regard to Egypt. 

Mr. Eobert Morrison wished to 
know about an injunction granted in 
the Chancery Division restraining a 
retailer from selling a sixpenny cake of 
soap for fivepence, but the President 
OP THE Board of Trade, recollecting 
perhaps the slipperiness of soap, made 
a guarded reply, Mr. Thurtle drew 
I attention to the increasing popularity 
of sweepstakes on horse-races, and 
“ JiCKS *’ replied that he rather hoped 
ho would not have to give his attention 
to the matterfor another eleven months. 

Sir W. Davison again asked the 
Speaker if he could say what the 
position was in regard to the use by 
Members of the House dining-rooms for 
the entertainment of persons whom the 
House had just resolved should be 
ordered out of the country. The Speaker 


replied that he had been looking into 
the matter and found the Eefreshment 
Committee arrangedior the use of the 
dining-rooms, but exercised no censor- 
ship over the qualifications of the guests. 
And if there was any suggestion that ho 
should be saddled with that responsi- 
bility, the Speaker added very firmly, 
he must respectfully decline. 

“Am I to understand then, Sir,*’ 
asked Sir William Davison, “ that it 
has been the practice to leave it to the 

honour of hon. Members ’* This 

was too much for Messrs. Saklatvala 
and Maxton. “ Was it in order,” de- 
manded the latter angrily, “to ques- 



A CHILD IN THESE MATTERS. 
The Earl of Balfour. 


tion the honour of hon. Members ? *’ 
The Speaker suggested that -Sir 
William be permitted to complete his 
remark, “May we understand the 
position to be this,** resumed the latter 
calmly, “ that in the past it has been 
left to the honour of Members to see 
that no collective affront was offered to 
the House?** Mr, Maxton, finding 
nothing in this sentiment to complain 
of, said no more. 

The Prime Minister explained, in 
answer to Mr. Clynes, that the House 
would meet on Monday week, and that 
the Session would be resumed in Novem- 
ber, the House having adjourned, he 
hoped, about the end of July. Cheered 
by this prospect Members again turned 
to the Trade Disputes Bill 


THE PARADISE STAKES. 

“Hulloa! Is that you, 0, B. ?** 
said a voice that could only have be- 
longed to Sylvia. 

“I don’t think so,** I replied. “At 
least it doesn’t feel like me at all 
I ** 

“ What are you-doing to-day ? ’* said 
the voice. 

“1 was about to explain,*’ I said, 
“that I was not feeling at all like my- 
self to-day and to call for a little 
sym *’ 

“What are you doing to-day?” in- 
terrupted the voice. 

An underhand and cowardly method 
of taking you unawares. I had warned 
her about it before, but I was not to be 
caught this time, 

“1 am going to a Communist meeting 
in Hyde Park,” I said. “ The place i"s 
to be lavishly decorated with red flags, 
giving one the impression that the whole 
park is up and closed to traffic for an in- 
definite period. There *s going to be a 
huge anti-British demonstration of the 
sorb that is so popular with Britons, 
and half London is expected to turn 
out for the entertainment. Would you 
care ** 

“But you’re not a Socialist,” inter- 
rupted the voice. “ You *ve got to come 
to the Hampton Park races with me 
and Charles.** 

“1 am a Socialist,” I replied. “At 
least I am when I *m talking to Fosby 
or the Browne-Smytbes. You 11 admit 
they deserve it, won't you ? ** 

“I admit nothing,” said the voice. 
“ I think they *re dears. Anyway, will 
you come to the races ? ** 

“I don’t race,” I replied. 

“It’ll do you good,” said Sylvia. 
“But we ought to be getting a move 
on. The meeting starts at two.” 

“How are we to get there?” I 
hazarded. 

“ Why, you *11 take us in the car, of 
course,” she said. 

“ I can’t,” I said. “ One of the wheels 
is absent, most of the cylinders are 
missing ; the battery ” 

“Now listen,” said Sylvia. “We 
mustn’t waste time as I ’ve one or two 
things to see to before we go. Be round 
here at eleven-thirty and we ought to 
be down there in good time. And bring 
your binoculars. Don’t forget them. 
Good-bye.” 

Jl! s’li i|s i]' 

“You realise,” I said as we approached 
Hampton Park,“ that I haven’t been on a 
race-course for ten years, and shall rely 
on you for advice on remunerative in- 
vestments ? ” 

“ Throughout his life,” began Charles, 
“he possessed the simple faith of a 
child. He ” 
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ANOTHER WORLD’S WORKER. 

The specialist who keeps his finger on the knot. 


“We *11 see what can be done,*’ said 
Sylvia. 

“Por the information of all whom it 
may concern,** said Gharles, producing 
three race-cards and an evening paper 
(breakfast edition) when we had gained 
the enclosnre, “the,, first .race is the 
Paradise Stakes for a hundred guineas.” 

“ Beautiful,’’ I said, searching un- 
successfully for a pencil. “ How many 
runners are there, who is favourite and 
what are the odds? *’ 

“Why, 0. B.,’* said Sylvia, “ you’ve 
been deceiving us ; you *re quite intel- 
ligent.” 

“The favourite,” said Charles, refer- 
ring to the breakfast edition, “ is Tough 
Duck. He is recommended by journal- 
ism generally, a notable exception being 
The Motherwell Missive, which I be- 
lieve has revolutionary tendencies. At 
eight o’clock this morning his price was 
2 to 1 against, but he *s probably worked 
down to evens since then.” 

“I knew we didn’t start soon enough,” 
r said. : 

“ You ’d better both listen to some 
sound advice,” said Sylvia, “or the' 
race will be over before you ’va decided 
anything.” She studied the race-card 
closely. “Blue Garter ought to be a 
good thing,” she continued; “owner. 
Lady Siegmund. She’s had a bt of 
successes lately. Buttercup, trained by 
Hunt. Very good trainer. His mother i 


won the Derby, His father — let ’s see 
— Edward I — ^h© won ” 

“Don’t be silly,'” i said ; “ Hunt may 
be a good trainer but I don’t believe 
his mother won the Derby, and I ’m 
perfectly certain his father was not 
Edward 1.” 

“ Idiot i !’ said Sylvia. “Don’t inter- 
rupt. Buttercup’s father, not Hunt’s. 
030,” she added, glancing at the even- 
ing paper. “ H’m ! ” 

“Yes,” I said, “h’m. Pretty poor 
weight that.*’ 

“ Age, you fool,” said Charles, 

“You’re impossible, both of you,” 
said Sylvia. “That means it’s run 
three times, on the second of which it 
came in third,” 

I seized the paper. “ That settles it,” 
I said. “Look at this. Hasdrubal 131. 
Pirst, third and first in three races. 
How ’s that ? ” 

“ Out,” said Charles. 

“Bidden by Eitzpatrick, trainer Job, 
owner Lord Bird,” read Sylvia. 

“Eatal combination,” said Charles. 

“ Eisky,” said Sylvia. “ You see the 
horse is entered for the Enamel Plate 
next month, and the probability is that 
they don’t intend to spoil the price by 
letting it win this race, and Eitzpatrick 
is the cleverest jockey on the course’ at 
losing a race when he sets his mind to 
it.” 

“ Add to that,” put in Charles, “ that 


he’s carrying nine stone, and that his 
grandfather, Snowburg, was a notori- 
ously bad finisher.” 

“ And that his colours are heliotrope 
with puce sleeves,” I added. 

“ Cf course, if you take it like that,” 
said Sylvia, “ it ’s no use my trying to 
help you.” 

“ C. B. never had a spark of gratitude, ” 
said Charles.. 

“ I ’m all gratitude,” I said ; “ bub If 
you think I can take the trainer, age, 
owner, 8-a.m. price, father and past his- 
tory of a horse, subtract the length of 
the course, jockey, weight, mother, and 
future intentions, and get the answer 
right, I ’m afraid I must disappoint you. 
1 ’ve decided,” I added firmly, “ to have 
five shillings each way on Edward I. — 
I mean Hasdrubah Introduce me to a 
bookmaker, please.” 

“ Hear, hear,” said Charles. Clarity 
of thought and rapid decision, I don’t 
guarantee that he ’ll take all that at once 
without knowing you, but we can try.” 

“ You ’ll find me in the paddock,” said 
Sylvia. 

Charles introduced me to the reputable 
firm of H asbroke and left me. Hasbroke 
was a charming fellow and at a personal 
sacrifice gave me 2 to 1 against Has- 
drubal. I returned to the paddock. 
Sylvia and Charles were in conversation 
with a magnificently military-looking 
gontlemsin. 
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’ “Colonel Spurling—Mr. Bunting,” 
said Sylvia. 

After a while Spurliog drew me aside, 
“ Got anything on this race? ” he said. 

This was dreadful. ' Here was a swell 
racing-man and a friend of Sylvia's. I 
could not let her down. 

“ Pony/’ I said stoutly. 

“ I beg your pardon ? ” said Spurling.” 

“Pony/’ I repeated, with no confi- 
dence at all. 

“ Er — what on ? ” said Spurling, look- 
ing at me curiously, 

“ Hashroke/’ I replied—** that is, Has- 1 
drubal,” I added, being now perfectly 
miserable. ** What about you ? “ I asked 
desperately. 

“I’m not betting,” said Spurling; “if 
I was I should favour Crocus — very 
promising young outsider.” 

Heavens, what a swell! Not betting 
I and yet having promising young out- 
siders to tip to others I I managed to 
get away and made good progress back 
to Hasbroke, who agreed to cancel the 
bet on Hasdrubal and gave me a pound 
each way on Crocus. 

^ J.': ili 

The race was run. Hasdi’ubal won by 
a length. Crocus being a good seventh. 

I found Sylvia quietly studying the 


ancestors and future intentions of the 
competitors for the next race. 

“Well donel” she said. “I put a 
pound on Hasdrubal myself at the last 
moment. You backed him, didn’t you ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, looking fixedly at the 
ground, “I did.” 

^ “ Good,” she said. ** By the way, why 
did you talk all that rot about ponies to 
Colonel Spurling 7 ” 

“Eor your sake and yours alone, 
Sylvia,” I said bitterly. 

“ Thanks,” she said ; ** but he never 
puts more than ten shillings on a horse 
himself, you know.” 

This was too much. I rose. 

** Sylvia,” I said, ** what is racing but 
the pastime of a parasite ? To gain by 
others* losses. To lose by others’ gains. 
Should we.not spend our leisure hours 
on things constructive, recreate our 
bodies, improve our mi — < — ? ” 

** Where are you off to now ? ” said 
Sylvia, 

“ To the Communist demonstration,” 
I said; ** I should be just in time.” 


When a door-key is hung up outside a 
house in Sweden it is a sign that the family 
IS not at home.”— Paper. 

Oh, to be a burglar in Sweden ! 


GARDEN PESTS. 

IV. — The Greenfly. 

Tub greenfly gives her heart and mind 
To propagation of her kind ; 

She does not vex her simple soul 
With theories on birth-control ; 

She does not quench her countless hopes 
Consulting Dr, Marie Stores, 

But faster far than any other 
[Becomes a great-great-great-grand- 
mother. 

.The Heralds’ College cannot trace 
The ancestors of all this race ; 

The.sum would tax a Wrangler’s brain, 
And mine would never bear the strain. 
Take one fly of the female sex 
And multiply the thing by a?, 

Then, with a jug of soapy water 
And syringe, set forth armed for 
slaughter. ^ W, M. L. 


“This Electiuo Chicken Sinobb 
serves for singing of owls of every kind. It is 
indispensable to hotels, restaurants, etc.*** 
German Commercial Paper, 

We doubt if there will be much demand 
for this implement. We don’t -want 
our owls to sing ; their hoots are bad 
enough. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Shadow op a Gunman” 
(Oouet). 

One assumes that Mr. Sean 0'0asey*s 
method of setting his tragedy against a 
pattern of jokes is not due to ignorance 
of the difficulties involved but is a de- 
liberate device to heighten the effect of 
the catastrophe. In The Shadoxo of a 
Otmman the tragic ending is effective 
enough when it arrives, but it is not 
sufficiently prepared, or perhaps too 
subtly, so that the audience has got 
itself into a thoroughly rollicking mood 
(sustained by Mr. Aethue Since aie’s 
broad diverting humour) and refuses to 
smile but must needs laugh aloud at 
everything. The discerning, who in 



WHY WASH? 

Seumas Shields . . Mb. Abthur Sinclaib.' 

the Second Act begin to see the drift of 
the playwright’s plan, are necessarily 
grieved. However, I think Mr, O’Casey 
must share some of the blame for that. 

Donal Davorerit • a young poet — 
whether good or bad it was not easy to 
determine, as Mr. Haeey Hutchinson 
persistently .read his verses to the 
backcloth — is sharing, a room in. the 
distraught Dublin of 1920 with a vulgar 
feckless pedlar, Seumas Shields, The 
other denizens of the tenement have 
decided that Donal is a gunman on the 
run, which flatters the boy’s vanity 
and helps him to retain the admiration 
of that sturdy patriot, pretty little 
Minnie Powell, When the house is 
raided by the “ auxiliaries,*' ilfmwje takes 
the bag of bombs which some casual 
member of the I.B,A. has left under 
Seumas' bed to her own room, thinking 
they will be less likely to be looked for 


there, and, when they are found and the 
young girl is haled to the lorry by her 
brutal captors, the two room-fellows, 
whose brave pretences have given place 
to abject terror, let her go to her death, 
the poet cursing his cowardice, the 
huckster bawling that it was no affair: 
of his anny way. 

Irish dramatists of the candid school 
are not kind to their countrymen. Mr, 
O'Casey has indeed an almost inhuman 
detachment. The black-and-tanner who 
makes the search of Seumas' s room is 
a bully and a ruffian, but he is a less 
contemptible figure than Seumas or 
Donal or Tommy Owens, the little 
boasting slum-rat, or the drink-sodden 
Adolphus Grigson, with his Bible and 
his law-abiding pose. 

This play is a reminder of unhappy 
things that both Irishmen and English- 
men of sensibility would be glad to for- 
get. Perhaps, then, there is something 
to be said for the laughter which is the 
standard English way of relief from dis- 
quieting reflection, I hope that was 
partly the explanation of it. 

Mr. AethueSinclaie, who plays most 
of the two Acts in his untidy bed, has a 
wonderful Sincdaie part. A gross, lazy, 
peppery humbug of a man is Seumas 
Shields, Mr. Haeey Hutchinson’s 
Donal was skilfully and carefuhy played 
—a little too quietly f orcomfortable hear- 
ing. Mr. Sydney Moegan’b Adolphtis 
couldn’t have been bettered, and Mr. 
Beian O’Daeb’s Tommy Owens was 
horribly effective. MIssMaiee O’Neill 
and Miss Saea Allqood gave us two 
competent short studies of Irishwomen, 
and Miss Eileen Cabby’s charminglittle 
portrait of Minnie ©wed more perhaps 
to her natural gifts than to her techni- 
cal accomplishment, I say “perhaps,” 
because it isn’t easy to be sure that her 
reticent method wasn’t a deliberate 
choice and the best choice for the part. 
This company of players deserves the 
benefit of all doubts, 

J. M. Synge’s Eiders to the Sea, with 
Miss Saea Allgood in her old part of 
the bereaved Maury a, did not move us 
as it was wont to do. Is this really no 
more than a too self-conscious literary 
drama which fails to wear ? 

Throe ladies of the audience performed 
deeds of grace which deserve a chronicler. 
One (poordarlingl) afflicted with a cough 
twice fled from the theatre to avoid 
spoiling her neighbours’ pleasure ; two 
others, coming late, stood through the 
first play. A tablet should be pub up 
to thorn at the Court in perpetuam rei 
memoriam, T. 

“The Combined Maze”. (Royalty), 

Studying the- programme with the 
view ot deducing the plot and general 
drift from the list of characters and 


scenes — a diverting game for the in- 
structed — I gathered from the descrip- 
tion, “ Eront sitting-room of * Granville ’ 
in the Paradise of Little Clerks, Wands- 
worth,” that we were going to be shown 
the drab life of mean and sordid folk. 
But Miss May Sinclaie, whose novel 
has been translated into terms of the 
theatre by Mr. Eeank Vospee, does not 
forget that little clerks have hearts that 
beat as true as big clerks’, and hex John 
Eansome, the much- tortured hero of 
this charming and forcible play, is a 
fine human being, with character, tender- 
ness, loyalty, humour and courage ; and 
it may be as well to say at once that 



OIEOE AT THE POLYTECHNIC. 


Manny Mb. Eichard EiBD. 

Violet Usher i Miss Mary Grew. 


Mr. Richard Bied’s quite superb acting 
carried the play past all traps and diffi- 
culties to assured success. 

Technically there is much to be said 
agains.fc the play, which conspicuously 
suffers from the weaknesses incident to 
adaptation from the novel form. “Ten 
days,” “Two months,” “ Eighteen 
months,” “Two years,” “Three years 
pass.” The novel cam ‘explain ; the play 
must assume, or throw cut just a bare 
hint or two of, what has happened in 
the intervals. Mr. Bied showed you, 
with an admirable skill and a subtlety 
which is beyond praise, his hand- 
some, resolute, modest, boyish, inno- 
cent ’’ keeping his fine body 

fib at the “Poly”-; diffidently in love 
with the equally staunch, diffident find 
charming Winnie ; crudely seduced by 
the wiles of her false friend, Violet; 
trapped into marriage; depressed by 
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poverty; betrayed by his worthless 
woman; losing -his self-control for one 
brief horrible' moment ; surrendering, 
silently and as a' matter of course,’ to 
his mother, so as to save his worthless 
father, the savings that were to be de- 
voted to paying for the divorce asked for 
by his wife ; and finally baulked in the 
fulfilment of his love for Winnie by the 
inability inherent in his character to turn 
away from Violet when she returns to him 
deserted, degraded and desperately ill. 
If or this was by no means a part which 
plays itself, or, at any rate, not one 
which plays itself as finely as that. It 
is hard to speak temperately of this 
performance. 

Miss fi’oRBES-EoBERTSON gave us also 
a clever study (her difficulties were 
greater as she bad less time and op- 
portunity given to her) of the faithful i 
Wmnie^ One misses that desirable note 
of warm tenderness — it cannot be that 
all her parts call for such austerity as 
she so consistently gives us. Miss 
Mary Grew handled the difficult part 
of Violet — difficult because Violet was a 
little the villainess of melodrama — with 
a nice discretion, and in general avoided 
overplaying, a very praiseworthy feat. 
Miss" Clare Greet’s motherly Mrs, 
Bansome^ full of humour and tender- 
ness, was a charming portrait, as was 
Mr. Edward Chapman’s of Fred Booty, 
Banny’s hero-worshipping friend. Mr. 
Anthony Iredand’s sketch of* the un- 
pleasant Leonard Meixier, Violet's lover, 
was well done, while Mr. Gordon 
Harker gave us a brilliant thumbnail 
of the cynical Mr. Usher (of Elstree), 
Violet* s father, which simply could not 
have been better— a triumphant exposi- i 
tion of the commonplace. 

Miss May Sinclair, in short, has pro- 
vided admirable material (finely vindi- 
cating the ‘‘little clerks”), which has 
been cleverly handled by Ml Vosper, 
by Mr. Aubrey Mather, the producer, 
and by his team of players. 

A beautiful and moving perform- 
ance. The Eorum Theatre Guild is to 
be warmly congratulated for its per- 
ceptions. , ‘ T. 

“ White Birds ” (His Majesty’s). 

The smooth running of the usual 
review, inti'icate or spectacular, pre- 
vents us from realising what a consider- 
able feat of organisation it is. It is not 
merely that a number of ingenious, amus- 
ing, impressive or semi-shocking turns 
have to be invented or rehearsed, but 
they must be fitted Hke a mosaic so as to 
allow an ordered, not a merely casual, 
variety. Certain simpler scenes must 
be so contrived that the more elaborate 
sets may be altered behind their backs 
in order that there may be no time for 
the audience to think ; but these scenes 


should not betray a consciousness of 
their purpose. 

White Birds offers several admirable 
individual features, but has not been 
organised into a smooth-running whole, 
Of the thirty scenes (I should judge 
there were some two hundred players), 
there were still seven to go when I 
staggered out at midnight, and time 
hM been wasted over the vain repeti- 
tion of a rather naive joke which was 
not billed at all— the great Scapini pre- 
tending to attempt to worm himself out 
of a straight- waistcoat. There is more 
than enough -good matter to make an 
excellent show, but an autocrat with a 
clear head must get busy on it. 

Of the really successful items I should 






EXCEPTIONALLY BBIGHT BIRDS. 
Mr. IMatjrice Chevaueb and IRIiss Yvonne 
YALL ilE, 

place first the singing of Mr. Maurice 
Chevalier, who has a pleasant voice, 
mobile features, expressive hands, the 
born comedian’s skill in the selection of 
his material and a winning person- 
ality. Miss Gwen Farrar with Mr. 
Billy Mayerl gave us three well- 
written songs, of which we could hear 
all the words, The travesties of the 
principal comedians in Blackbirds by 
the Misses Mildred Melrose, Euby 
Dupe, Mary Barlow, Marion Phillips, 
Marjorie Daw and EbniS Dawes were 
admirable, particularly the step-dancing 
of Miss Dawes. 

“ Traffic in Souls,” the pidce de 
resistance, was a most ambitious affair, 
a scene in Montmartre, which must 
have cost a profiteer’s ransom to build. 


In, on and in front of it appeared artists, 
apaches, midinettes,' goats, donkeys, 
monkeys, drug-takers, suicides and the 
other usual inhabitants of stage Mont- 
martre. I do not know what it was all 
about, bub Mr. Anton Dolin nearly 
died of exhaustion interpreting his part 
of the Pet of Montmartre in gymnastic 
terms and dancing more soforly with 
graceful Miss Shelagh Harley. 

.“The Constant Broadway Digger” 
was an amusing lampoon on three 
plays current; “Lady Duff Gordon’s 
Fashion Parade” showed us some 
lovely frocks on lovelier English girls ; 
“The White Bird Steppers,” a comely 
team of four-and-twenty or so, moved 
with more accuracy than variety, or 
were piled up on mountainous sets in 
the Folies Berg^re tradition ; Aliss JoBt 
Collins’s many admirers made a de- 
monstration of their loyalty and grati- 
tude for past favours ; Mr. Ed. Lowry, 
an engaging comedian with a pleasant 
voice, did much to pull the show to- 
gether and deserves high marks. 

Sections of the audience were in per- 
verse mood and discourteous beyond the 
needs of the occasion. Disapproval 
can be expressed without noise, and 
demonstrators no doubt do not appre- 
ciate how shattering the ordeal of 
torture by buzz and snigger is to nerves 
frayed with the hard work and anxie- 
ties of preparation. 

This show can be retrieved. It has 
good stuff and clever folk in it. T. 

THE SAFETY-VALVE. 

There are birds that bring me cheer 
By St. James’s pleasant mere ; 

1 am jocund and rejoice 
When I hear the widgeon's voice ; 

I respond to the appeal 
Of the shoveller and teal ; 

I am never known to hoot 
At the conduct of the coot ; 

When the pelican unbends 
I am found among his friends, 

For his vein of antic jest 
Is a tonic of the best ; 

And I find it most reviving 
To observe the dabchick diving ; 

As I try to spot his bubbles 
I forget my lesser troubles. 

But, if luck has passed me by 
And the world is all awry, 

Full of purpose I repair 
To the ruddy sheldrake there, 

And I tell him what he is 
With envenomed emphasis — 

Tell him fervently and straight 
Till my grievances abate 
(For it does the bird no harm 
And disperses like a charm 
All my heaviness of heart). 

Then I thank him and depart. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF TWEODELL 

I NOTE that in The Manchester Guar- 
dian the recent Amateur Championship 
meeting at Hoylake is described as “ a 
quiet and domestic event,' ’ In view of 
the absence of some of our niost famous 
native players and the small contin- 
gent of competitors from overseas 
there is some apparent justification for 
this description. But a more careful 
scrutiny reveals features of outstand- 
ing and possibly epoch:making im- 
portance in their bearing on sporting 
journalism. 

To begin with, this was the first occa- 
sion recorded in golfing annals oh which 
the championship was won by a physi- 
cian, and at the same time one of the 
most formidable competitors was a dis- 
tinguished surgeon. This fact, however, 
may be passed over without detailed 
comment since no calling is immune to 
the lure of the links. Much more re- 
markable is the information as to the 
antecedents of the winner divulged by 
the writer from whom I have already 
quoted. For it transpires that Dr. 
TweddelIi is a Durham man by birth, 
that he learned his golf in Yorkshire, 
improved it at Aberdeen, spent some 
time on the Manchester links at Hop- 
wood, and is now in practice at Stour- 
bridge. The advantages of this Odyssey 
cannot be exaggerated when one reflects 
on the peculiar virtues of the various 
districts in which he has successively 
resided — the fine fighting qualities of 
the men of Durham; the imperturb- 
able solidity of the Yorkshireman ; 
the pawkiness of the Aberdonian ; 
the traditional pre-eminence in light 
and leading of the Lancastrian, and 
the fame enjoyed by Stourbridge for 
the manufacture of iron and fire- 
bricks. 

The excellence of Dr. Tweddell’s 
iron play was remarkable, and it is not 
fanciful to ascribe it to heredity, since 
I find, on consulting the Dictionary of 
National Biography, that a distinguished 
engineer of that name in the middle of 
the last century was the inventor of the 
hydraulic riveter. 

The success of a competitor so formid- 
ably equipped ought not to have excited 
surprise. It was rather the predestined 
triumph of one endowed with an irre- 
sistible superiority complex. And it 
is to be hoped that in future our golfing 
chroniclers, instead of confining their 
attention to the condition of the course, 
the conduct of the spectators and details 
of the play, will devote themselves to 
tracing the family history of the com- 
petitors and their efforts to overcome 
those hereditary inhibitions and sub- 
conscious urges which are responsible 
for the tragic collapses that so often 
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Joan (to next-doorneighbow'^s child), “Very well, I won't speak to you again; 

AND I don’t want TO SEE YOU ANY MORE. So YOU ’D BETTER GET YOUR PEOPLE TO 
MOVE.” 


cast a gloom on these meetings. As a 
great writer has recently observed, the 
weakness of British golfers, amateurs 
and professionals alike, is an inability 
to preserve uniformity in excellence. 
How painfully acute are the emotions 
excited by these fluctuations of form 
is admirably shown in the moving 
lines recently written by a friend who 


for obvious reasons is desirous to re- 
main anonymous ; — 

“At Worplesdon and LeatherLead 
Strong women weep for Wethebed ; 
And olubmates of stout Tolley 
Are whelmed in melancholy ; 

But Stourbridge, happy Stourbridge, is going 
to strike a medal 

To celebrate the victory of Doctor William 
Tweddell.” 
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THE UTE UMENTING. 

Ohbistmas Day has its glamour and 
Boxing Day its devotees. New Year's 
Day finds the impassive Scots almost 
excited. Easter Monday, Whit-Monday 
and the August Bank Holiday are beacons 
in the lives of millions of toilers. 

Let that be granted, but allow me at 
the same time to know what I am talk- 
ing about when I say that the day on 
which our Hunt gives the earth-stoppers 
their annual dinner is marked with a 
letter no less ensanguined in hue. There 
are earth-stoppers in our Hunt who 
could sleep peacefully through all the 
sacred anniversaries that I have named 
but who, on the day of this feast, must 
be acutely conscious of everything that 
is happening. Such a one is Pedder, a 
gardener and handyman of my acquaint- 
ance, who, having charge of a spinney 
which is drawn several times every 
season, is an important guest on such 
occasions. Although by no means un- 
able to provide delicacies in his own 
home, and although married (for the 
second time) to an excellent cook, this 
dinner means much to him, and is worth 
preparing for with fasting if not also 
with prayer. Prayer quite possibly, for 
Pedder is a light in his community and 
holds forth in some small conventicle | 
on Sunday mornings ; and did not the 
greatest Nonconformist of our time, 
ChaeXiES Spoegeon, explain to a dis- 
approving elder his devotion to cigars 
by saying that he smoked them to the 
glory of God ? 

Into the ethics of earth-stopping this 
is no place to enter, even if 1 were 
qualifi^. There are some who like to 
think that^the pack should do without 
the advantage which the process gives 
them'. These chiefly are non-hunting- 
men. Hunting-men view the proceed- 
ing with more leniency. There let the 
matter stay. My immediate concern is 
with the admirable and abundant repast 
offered by the Hunt to its earbh-stoppin g 
allies, which this year was fixed for 
Monday, May 2nd. Pedder showed me 
the invite.*’ The feast was to be held 
at ‘‘The Half Moon,” Tboresby Minor, 
at seven o’clock : his horizon again had 
a star indeed, a star to which he intended 
to hitch a very receptive digestive ap- 
paratus. 

We arrive now at the question of un- 
punctuality, by which, oddly enough, 
although earliness and lateness are 
equally involved in the word, we mean 
! only lateness. Those who come early 
do so at their own risk ; they may be 
smiled at for poor fish, but they are 
under no stigma. It is those that come 
late whose conduct is execrated. When 
we come early it is due notoriously to 
a foible of our own: “We have such 


a horror of being late; ” “ It is so diflS- 
cult accurately to gauge the time a car 
takes ; ” “ Taxis are so rare that one 
must snatch at the first,” and so forth. 
When we are late the fault is anyone's 
but our own, usually our wives’. 

So much for the mere condition of un- 
punctuality. We come now to degrees. 
Lateness, so long as it is a matter of 
minutes, is tolerable, and in fact it is 
now so common that hostesses and 
theatrical managers prepare for it, so 
that if you are punctual you are eply. 
But the number of minutes is strictly 
rationed: the curtain must rise within 
ten of the advertised time and guests 
must be at dinner within fifteen. Por 
lunch eight minutes is the permitted 
limit. 

It is unwritten rules like these that 
make Pedder so remarkable and worth 
(i hope) the attention I am paying him ; 
for, having lost his “invite,** he trusted 
to what has hitherto been a very sound 
memory, and in his best clothes, with a 
“twist ” on him (his own phrase) that he 
wouldn’t have taken five pounds for, he 
arrived at “The Half Moon,” Tboresby 
Minor, an hour-and-a-half on foot from 
his home, at 6.55 on Tuesday, May 3rd 
— exactly a day late ! 

He cannot forget it; nor has the 
countryside been allowed to forget it ; 
nor have I. Before the fatal 3rd of 
May Pedder was interested in other 
things— in religion, in potatoes, in slugs, 
in cauliflowers, in blackbirds, in weed- 
killers, in this here broadcasting, in 
that there Labour Party ; but now there 
is but one theme for bis mind and tongue 
— his colossal blunder, 

“ How I come to make such a muddle 
of it beats me altogether.” 

“ * Pedder,' says my old woman to me, 
‘ Pedder, you *ve never been late for your 
ordinary vifctles. Think of being twenty- 
four hours late to the invited feast. You 
must be getting to second childhood.' 
That ’s what worries me. Do you think 
I be?” 

“If I ever bad anything really fixed 
in my mind it was that the dinner was 
of a Tuesday.” 

“ When 1 got to the ‘ The Half Moon ’ 
and heard that it had been yesterday 
you could have knocked me down with 
a feather.” 

“A whole day late ! Of course there 's 
somethingfunnyaboiitthat,! know; but 
the shame of it is what I can't get over.” 

“I've always been famous as a 
punctual kind of man up till now.” 

“ The more I think of it, the more . . 

And so forth. 

These lamentations will never quite 
cease. Time will soften the smart, but 
to the end of his days his lateness and 
his loss will form the burden of Pedder's 
dirge. 


And we — what will be our redress ? 
We shall have none but the satisfaction 
that a little malice can give. For in- 
stance, when he gives mea chance, I am 
now saying, at intervals, “ I hear it was 
a wonderful spread.” B. V. L. 


TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

[One liundred and seventy-four male inmates 
of the poor-house at Merryflats, in the parish of 
Govan, recently marched fi\e miles to the 
Council Chamber to protest against being 
obliged to eat porridge seven hundred and 
thirty times in the year.] 

If there is virtue in a name 
As some, in spite of Shakespeaee, claim, 
Life should be one long wedding-bell 
Por those in Merryflats who dwell ; 

Instead, alas! of which 
Nearly nine-score of them, red-hot 
With wrath, have now bewailed their lot 
In tones of dolorous pitch. 

You ask what urges them to vent 
So* vocally their discontent — 

What is the grievance that of late 
Caused them to march and demonstrate ? 

The answer's crystal clear. 

Por respite and relief they pray 
Prom porridge — porridge twice a day 
All through the rolling year. 

Scots wha of old wi* Wallace bled 
Were never reared upon white bread ; 
On oatmeal they grew stout and strong. 
And rushed into the battle throng 
To conquer or to die. 

But Scots wha hae in Merryflats 
Their home need ampler fare, and that 's 
What prompts their bitter cry. 

Moreover from their piteous tale 
We learn that prisoners in jail 
Enjoy a liberal diet free 
From nauseous monotony, 

While blameless Merryflatiers 
Are doomed their appetites to stay 
On oatmeal served up twice a day 
Upon the Poor-house platters. 

The upshot of their bold appeals 
Por more variety in meals 
Is doubtful ; but the powers that be 
Might well appoint a referee, 

And Mr. Justice Hokeidge 
Seems on euphonious grounds the best 
Equipped to succour the oppressed 
Victims of ton jours ponidge. 


Another Headache for the Historian. 

At the presentation of Colours to the 
Irish Guards : — 

“ The little Princess Elizabeth, sealed in her 
perambulator at the foot of the terrace, clapped 
her baby hands and gurgled delightfully as she 
watched the evolutions of the Guards.” 

Sunday Paper, 

“ Little Princess Elizabeth was present, but 
could hardly be regarded as a spectator. Even 
the lively music ot the big band did not dis- 
turb her : she slept peacefully all the time.” 

AnotJier Sunday Paper, 
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Our ^dRTHUJRy he that handed over Chequers 
To house our Tremiers and uplift their pecJ^ers ; 
Who^ sitting on the ^ridges^ held the view 
That Condon must not lose her 'Waterloo; 
Tassing to scenes with Royal memories 7'ife^ 
Assumes the White Lodge, of a blameless life. 
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She plays her irons like a man; 
She’s wonderful with wood; 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks) 

It has probably often occurred to you that the day can- 
" not be distant when the transmission of scents and odours, 
as foretold by Hans Andersen in The^ Swimherd, will be 
an accomplished fact. Smellers-in of all nations will enjoy 
the fragrance of Oriental gardens or the savour of City 
banquets at their own firesides. The Londoner, exiled, let 
us say, in Baghdad, will switch on the smell of ^petrol, burnt 
grass and tallow which, according to Herr Capek, is the 
characteristic attar of London. The tourist, debarred from 
a projected fortnight in Germany, will shut his eyes and 
evoke the two-and-seventy stenches of Cologne. Not 
enough scientific deference has latterly, I feel, been paid to 
the human nose. The sages of antiquity took its reactions 
seriously. How seriously you can discover from The 
Mystery and Lure of Perfume (Lane), a compilation of curi- 
ous lore concerning the effect of odours on men and gods, 
and the matter and manner of their fabrication. In this 
entertaining but somewhat desultory volume Mr. C. J. 8. 
Thompson has not attempted either a scientific or an his- 
torical treatise, but a popular blend of the two. Neither 
has he aimed at anything like exhaustive completeness; 

pomander,’* for instance, and ‘‘pot-pourri” being both 
absent from his index. But within the range of his re- 
! search, between the^ ritual perfumes of Exod^ls and the 
last synthetic substitute for hawthorn- blossom, he has 
contrived to be uncommonly picturesque and informative. 
Old recipes for incense, unguents and essences, signs of 
perfumers bearing civet cats- and musk deer, prints of 
stills and alembics, portraits of mysterious makers of and 


But in the ball-room with a pan 
She isn’t quite so good. 


trafidckers in fragrant wares — all are reproduced in his 
pages. Placed in the right feminine hands, the book should 
herald a revival of the still-room. 

There has always been a school of Irish novelists who 
paid a divided allegiance to sport and sentiment, and the 
tradition has sunrived the War and the aftermath of Easter, 
19^16. Some thirty years ago the authoress of Molly Baton 
had a considerable vogue, thanks to her assiduity in ringing 
the changes on one theme — ^the romance of lovely but im- 
pecunious Irish maidens of gentle birth who restored the 
decaying fortunes of their families by captivating and 
marrying richly-endowed English officers. The title of one 
of Mrs. Conyers’ earliest novels, The Boy, Some Horses and 
a Qirl, marked her out as a loyal adherent to this school, 
and her latest venture moves in the main on familiar lines. 
Mrs. Conyers knows much more about horses and hunting 
and horse-racing than the author of Molly Baton, and the 
story which gives its name to her new book, Grey Brother 
(Mills and Boon), is as rich in effusive sentiment as any of 
the romances of her predecessor. We meet the impecunious 
landowner on the verge of bankruptcy, and the lovely 
daughter who saves the situation and restores her “ b’lov- 
edest Daddy ” to health by taming, d la Earet, a ferocious 
three-year-old, riding him to victory — made-up to imperson- 
ate a lame jockey — at various meetings, winning substantial 
bets and stakes, winding up with the Cesarewich, and 
marrying her rich officer-cousin, Colonel Cavanagh, who 
discovered but eondoined her fraud. My chief regret in 
reading the story was that PiiLissiEB was no longer alive 
to turn it into a “ potted play ** on the lines of the immortal 
burlesque on The Whip, The rest of the book is made up 
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of a series of episodes in the career of 
the “ great detective,” Mervyn Hender- 
son, as narrated by himself, in which 
manicured beauties, slim flappers, girls 
with hair of the true Titian red, eminent 
E.O/s, crooks and vamps pass in rapid 
successionbeforeus. The recital “teems 
with unconscious humour,” with “pa- 
thos and bathos delightful to see.” As 
a corrective to such luscious fare I am 
returning to a study of the works of 
the authors of An Irish B. M, and The 
Beal Charlotte, 

By Mr. Eobebt Nathan’s pen, 

The Fiddler in Barly 
(From Heinemann), Hans Andersen 
Eecalls peculiarly. 

Now, Barly ’s in the Golden West, 

A village round a steeple, 

Inhabited by all that *s best, 

Both animals and people. 

To Barly comes a roustabout. 

His dog and his fiddle ; 

His luck, it seems, is sadly out, 

He ’s empty in his middle ; 

He boldly begs from door to door 
(To beg you have to be bold) 

And gets employment at the store 
Of comely Widow Sehold, 

Of plot, there's none; you’ll be 
beguiled 

By pencraft the sheerest, 

And character ; that cheerful child 
Young Metabel ’s the dearest ; 

And Jule and Edna — can you fail 
To like him and enjoy her, 

Until the fiddler goes to gaol 
And marries his employer? 

A jolly book this, with its hint 

. Of fay, in the writing ; 

The panpipes wander through the 
. print, 

Insidious and inviting ; 

Jusjb read it, though the woodcuts, 
will, , , 

Prevent you reading straight on ; 

You ’ll have to stop and praise their 
skill ; 

The artist is Clabe Leighton. 














Mother {to daughter who is going to tea with a school-friend), ^‘Now do try to keep 

The best essays of Mr. J.B. Peibstlby I mother ^bToi/-" ™ 

strike me as bearing the same relation to Daughter, “That’s all bight, Mums; I won’t telii them.’*, 

the general run of essays that marma- ■■ • ■ — 

lade does to jam. J ams come and go, but marmalade remains. For, while this volume is by no means given over to criticism, 
a zestful unobtrusive conserve whose homely quotidian its happiest points are certainly scored by way of estimation 
appearance, belies the. artistry of its preparation. . Experts, and appraisement. On its creative side it suffers now and 
I ^m told, mingle a lemon or two with their fruit of Seville, again from “ mental histrionics,” its author's candid term 
counterbalancing the wry flavour of the lemons with a few for the process which all hustled journalists* substitute at 
sug^y oranges of the baser sort. This, I suspect, is the times for the elusive workings of fancy and imagination. On 
formula on which Mr. Pbiestley has gone to work, though its meditative side it has an almost infallible charm, arising 
he would probably expound his recipe, in the phraseology of out pf honest, if not always conclusive, thought, diffidently, 
one of his beEt numbers, as “broadbrow,” with regrettable merrily and gracefully presented. That is why I prefer 
touches of high ” . and “low.” The broadbrow, he who “Doubting It,” “Monologue on a Blunderer,” “A Young 
“.snaps his fingers at fashions,” who only asks “ that a thing Man of Promise,” The Pessimists ” and“ Having Covered 
should have character and art,”'who cares not a rap whether the Card-Table’’ — all of which deal with the dogma add' 
it be V born in Blackburn or JBaku,” is undoubtedly respon- ritual of life — to even such original and pleasant fantasies 
sible for the critical excellence of Open House (Heinemann). as “ The Berkshire Beasts ” and “ Midsummer Day’sDream.'” 
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Were one of the gods of Olympus to revisit the world of English garden literature, though formidable in bulk, is 
mortals, dropping in to lunch in a friendly way, how jolly lacking in good monographs, and Magnolias will take its 
. it would bel If we are to believe Mr. Dion Clayton Cal- place on the shelves beside . Mr. Bowles's Handbook of 
THROP.that is exactly what happened, only a few years ago, Crocus and Golchicum and the late Mr. E. Dykes’s Hand- 
when “ a youth of extraordinary beauty, dressed in a suit of hook of Garden Irises. The collotype plates with which 
light grey flannels, with a soft white shirt and a tie of the the volume is illustrated invite the reader no less power- 
pattern known as bird's-eye,” arrived upon Hammersmith fully than does the text to own at least one magnolia. 

Bridge. In Hyacinth (Williams and Norgate) Mr. Cal- 

THROP has composed, as it were, a hymn in praise of the I should have judged from her delightfully named new 
adventures ,of that lesser divinity— though he was, as Mr. novel, The Quince Bush (Mills and Boon), even if I had no 
said, pagan, I fear — during his sojourn in London, other reason for the belief, that Miss Marion Bower 
The lad with the scar upon his forehead, where the quoit “fares” to know, as they, would say, a great deal about 
thrown by Apollo struck him, went about helping all sorts Bast Anglia and its humbler inhabitants. The first part of 
of people who were so sorely beset with troubles that, her book is sheer joy, and the love of Jiessica, 
lacking the succour of the Immortal, they must have sought hige's passionate proud daughter, for Halliwell Farthing- 
escape in death. Not that Hyacinth worked miracles, field, the actor, makes an opening that is full of promise. 
Excepting two or three little feats of magic, performed The book’s comparative failure begins when the interest 
merely as graceful acts passes over to the 


merely as graceful acts 
of courtesy, the god 
wrought his marvels by 
using his supernatural 
knowledge of the innate 
goodness of human na- " 

ture. So he asked for ■ ■ if 

what he wanted, and 
he got it ; for his per- I 

feet simplicity and be- 
guiling charm disarmed 
suspicion, asindeedthey 
very well might. Per- i ^ 

haps a mortal, were he 
gifted with a like faith, ^ 
might have done as 
much; but he would i 
not be clothed with the K 

irresponsible gaiety and j 

careless serenity of the >| 

lad from Olympus. I '[ ' g M 

An air from the fields 
of asphodel exhales from 
these bright pages, so 
deftly decorated by Mr. ^ 

A. H. Watson (but I 
wish he had sometimes 
forgotten his initials). 

I dislike finding fault, 
bub should unhnh«,p: l 
ter X. in the book precede Chapter VIII.? 




Mother. “ Very soon we shall be coming to a tunnel where it will 

BE QUITE BARK.” 

Small Son. “Then I shan’t have to bee that gem’plum.” 


younger generation as 
represented by Farmer 
Cushinge^s posthumous 
daughter Daphne, who 
turns out to be the 
child of very different 
parents, though I must 
not spoil the sport of 
Miss Bower’s readers 
by saying whose. Daplv- 
ne is one of those tire- 
some young heroines 
for whom their creators 
demand our fullest ad- 
miration and widest in- 
dulgence, while making 
no attempt to give us 
grounds for either. In 
the course of a few 
months she has four 
love-affairs, including 
one while she herself 
was engaged, and one 
with a married man. 
In fact her ready re- 
sponse to any and every 
lover reminded me of 
those advertisements 


DUG snouia noa unap- 1 | which include the 

ter X. in the book precede Chapter VIII,? phrase “no reasonable offer refused” — though she did not 

A u 1 1. liir iDuch stress on the reasonableness. I was invited to 

A new book by Mr. J. G. Millais is something of an believe that a parent on the stage must sufficiently account 
event. Once it was an event in the world of hunters and for all this, but, from some experience of the acting profes- 
naturalists, but since middle age and the garden at Horsham sion, I take leave to doubt it. -At the end I found her 
have claimed him for their own it has become an event for “clamouring ” at Jessica's death-bed to be told the name of 
horticulturists. As becomes one gifted alike with pen and her mother, and my dislike of ber became too stron<y for the 
brush, Mr. Millais produces what are known to the trade pleasantness of the earlier pages and people to outweigh it 

as sumptuous rnonographs rather than books to fit the ® 

pocket of a multitude. Bhodode^idrons- (First Series) cost Sir Richard Muir (Lane)— its sub -title is “ A Memoir of 
ten guineas and would barely go into a suit-case, much less a Public Prosecutor ’’-caunot fail to attract notice, for Sir 
a pocket, and then came a Second Series at the same price. Bichard during many years was engaged in practically 
Sonae regret was expressed that rhododendron-lovers, who every important criminal case. A learned judge once spoke 
are by no means few and far between, should have to pay for of him as “ the most thorough man in England,’/ a state- 
1 ^ s andard work on the subject as much money as would ment which readers of this memoir will find themselves very 
lay the foundation of a very nice collection of the actual ready to support. Written by Mr. S. T. Felstead and 
® appeal, and his edited by Lady Muir, it is not only a record of an exceed- 

(Longmans), IS reasonably priced as mgly strenuous life, but also a book of reference for anyone 
That is as It should be, for the author lays interested in criminals and criminology. Mr. Pels’Lad 
stress on the fact that magnolias are for every garden and cannot claim to be a literary stylist, and he refers too often 
not, as so many suppose, rare and difScult things that call to the brilliancy of Sir Eichaed’s career ; but in spite of these 
for ample estates, clever gardeners and w ell-lined purses, defects he has succeeded in drawing a memorab?e portrait 
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Me. Clarence Chamberlin’s feat of last week, 
flying the Atlantic with a millionaire as 
passenger is regarded as bringing the A famo 


We gather from The Daily Mail We read of a novelist who makes a 

British farmers were ruined once again practice of pausing before finishing a 
last week. ^ novel. Another good plan is to pause 


A famous tennis-player, writing in 


before beginning one. 

sis 


transport of multi-millionaires within the Press, advises beginners to culti- Increasingnumbersof members of the 
the possibilities of practical aviation. vate a powerful downward stroke, but Peerage ai’e taking up weekly gossip- 

^ he omits to say that the makers will writing. No popular Sunday paper is 
“Every workman a cheque-book ’* is nearly always give one another fountain- now considered complete without its 
advocated by a correspondent of a daily pen free. ^ ^ page of title-tattle, 

paper. “ Overdrafts for All has long 

been our slogan. Many Chicago business men are in It seems that t>he importation of 

''' ^ ^ London just now, and people are advised foreign tombstones into England is 

A man was recently fined for littering not to fire revolvers at them in order seriously affecting Aberdeen. This ac- 
a tramcar with nut-shells, We knew to make them feel at home, because counts for the rather forced note that 
that something would happen to strap- they are over here for a rest. has lately been detected in Aberdonian 


hangers in the course of evolu- 
tion. * ^ 

A racing expert explains that a 
horse’s disinclination to do its 
best may be due to superior men- 
tal development. We must have 
backed some very highbrow 
horses in our time. 

il; ;I4 
5l« 

The announcement that a 
prominent cheesemonger has 
severed his connection with 
the Turf reminds us that the 
Jockey Club is still obdurate in 
refusing to sanction the training 
of gorgonzolas on Newmarket 
Heath. ^ ^ 

* 

Signor Mussolini insists that 
Italy must have enough aero- 
planes to darken the sun. But 
surely he doesn’t regard the sun 
as a serious rival. 

* s{c 
* 

Mr, Henry Eord complains 
that funny stories about his 
cars have prejudiced women 
against -them. It becomes in- 
creasingly difficult to know what 
funny stories may safely be told 
in the presence of ladies. 



Answering a series of test' 

questions a Surrey schoolboy of eleven A correspondent in Eussia says that ^ 

replied that when he was old enough he the only person who works on a Soviet A paragraphist recalls that Mr. Sidney 
would be a tax-collector. It is rare to ship is the stewardess. It looks as. if Webb once told him that every speech 
find such morbidity in one so young. there are some things the Kussians should contain three funny stories. Jt 

can’t keep to themselves. has been noticed bow quickly the House 


Caller (to eminent official of Astronomical Scciely). “Ex- 
cuse ME, StE, BUT I THOUGHT IT MIGHT BE OP INTEREST 
TO YOU TO KNOW THAT THEBE WILL PROBABLY ‘ BE AN 
ECLIPSE OP THE StJN ON THE TWENTY-NINTH OP THIS 
MONTH.” 


gaiety, ^ ji, 

A sporting journalist remarks 
thatEnglishmen are good losers, 
but it must be remembered how 
much practice we have had at it 
lately. ' ^ 

* 

The decline in the number of 
remarriages of widows is attri- 
buted to the fact that the modern 
widow doesn’t remarry nearly 
so often as she used to do. 

After a duel between two 
French barristers £ad ended in 
one being slightly wounded in 
the arm they parted without 
shaking hands. It is very re- 
grettable when people take these 
meetings in a spirit of ill-will. 

We note that the London 
journalists’ rifle-meeting at Bis- 
ley is postponed till next month. 
It may not be generally known 
that a journalist’s rifle gives an 
exceptionally full report. 

* 

The revival of moustaches at 
Oxford is ascribed to a desire to 
preserve one privilege in which 
women-students cannot partici- 
pate. 


find such morbidity in one so young. 


“‘Mary Had a Little Lamb,’ ” says a 
daily, “.was written many years ago.” 
Nowadays Mary has of course a cock- 
tail first. 


Ein’t keep to themselves. has been noticed bow quickly the House 

fills when word goes round that “ Webb 

. Sports wear is to be allowed in the is up.” ' ■ - — -r 

stalls of the Shaftesbury Theatre. We uNews in Briep 

have often felt that wicket-keeping pads 


St. George’s Day. — William Shakespeare 


Owls in large numbers have been against people who come in late. 


are the only satisfactory protection died’ 


heard hooting in South London. One 
theory is that there is something being 
broadcast of which the birds disapprove. 


•gainst people wbo come m late. . commuhtcationK between' the Old 

n. • 1 A . Country and New Zealand are still 

According to the National Associa- oanable of improvement, 


broadcast of which the birds disapprove, tion of Head Teachers, school-children ^ U 

. ’‘'.j.* gamble a great deal. Sums in arith- ** Would some kind perspn give a boy of 16 , 

A Berlin engineer refers to a new metic will soon be set dealing with such who has been in the pantry 18 months, a start 
motor-car; Ac wheels of which will problems as ninepenco each way on a asa GardenBoy?”— 
fold benaath the chassis; The.collap- horse that comes in third with seven The need of a little fresh air is clearly 
sible pedestrian was invented years ago. runners. - ‘ indicated. 
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THE GALLANT COWARDS. 

{With respectftil compliments to the heroes of the flight from 
America to Germany) 

[In the graphic account which Chamberlin and Levine wrote of their 
experiences we are told that, when their compasses went wrong, they 
were in doubt whether to go forward, till one of them sa'd that “ it 
would Idg better to be buried in Davy Jones’s locker than return and 
face the criticisms and hee-haws of people . . . especially some news- 
papers.” This thought decided them to continue.] 

When all those myriads met to greet 
With plaudits pardonably frantic 
(For it is not a common feat 
To fly an ocean like the Atlantic) 

The heroes of that record spin, 

Messrs. Levine and Chamberlin, 

Hot envy took me in the heart ; 

So far from reaching their objective 
I felt I shouldn’t even start, 

My courage being too defective ; 

It seems that I am built of stuff 
That isn’t nearly stout enough. 

Judge, then, of my delight to read 
How, with their compasses in error, 

They hesitated to proceed 
Tin goaded onward by a terror 
So ghastly that it made them go 
Harder than ever Eastward Ho ! 

Bad it might be above the foam 
' Blindly to steer through fogs and vapours, 

But three times worse to make for home 
And face the mirth of ribald papers ; 

The prospect turned their blood aU. blue, 

And, out of sheer funk, on they flew. 

So at the thought of what they dared 
My envy grows a shade more tepid ; 

I too, if adequately scared. 

Might thus contrive to be intrepid ; 

I too might do a deed like this, 

Egged on by moral cowardice. 0, S. ^ 


TELEVISION. 

Possible OomplioaItions in 1937. 

[‘^What its practical use may be I leave to your imagination. I 
am confident, however, that in many ways and in due time it will be 
found to add substantially -to human comfort and happiness.” — Mr, 
W, S. GiFFORi>i President of the American Telephone and Telegraph 
Cmupany."] 

Sadie and I have recently had a television screen fitted to 
our telephone. At first we- were Very proud of it, but I 
cannot truthfully say that it has proved the blessing we 
imagined it would be. 

For instance, the other morning I ran in from the bath- 
pom, just as I was, to answer the telephone (Sadie was stiU 
in bed), and found on the screen the smiling face of one of 
her girl-friends. The smile vanished as my form in its 
primitive costume leapt on to her television apparatus. The 
only thing I could do was to vanish too. 

Another misadventure occurred when old Bob Buckhili 
rang up to know if I could find it convenient to pay him 
the fifty pounds which he had lent me. It was on the tip 
of my tongue to assume the voice of a man-servant and tell 
him that I was out of town, but I recalled that this would 
have been futile with my face before him. 

Since^then Sadie and I have collected a few acting proper- 
ties which we keep behind the screen — a cap, an apron, 
a pair of specs,” side-whiskers and a shirt-front. We 


wear a selection of them whenever we answer the tele- 
phone. It certainly makes the use of this instrument more 
of a business than it was in the good old ante-television 
days. 

Perhaps the worst misfortune for which we have to 
thank this novelty befell us a few days ago, when my Aunt 
Frederica rang up to know if we would care to go to one of 
her recitals that evening. It happened to be lunch-time 
when the bell rang and Ellen was busy serving, so Sadie 
popped on her property cap and apron and answered the 
telephone. This is the conversation I heard ; — 

<‘I rather think Mrs. Soames is out, Mum. . . Can I 
take a message ? . L A recital of Madam’s to-night ? ... at 
eight o’clock ... at the Squawkaway Hall? . . .I’ll tell 
Madam directly she comes in. , . Mr. Soames ? . . I don’t 
think he is coming in to lunch. . . He said he ’d ring up. . . 
No, Mum, he hasn't. . . I ’ll tell him . . . two tickets . . . 
anyhow, one. . . I ’ll look at his engagement block if you 
want to know at once, Mum.” 

Luckily I had a genuine engagement for that evening, 
which however I had not yet entered on my block, so I 
thought; I would give Sadie the chance of telling at least 
one item of truth by informing her of it forthwith. Bushing 
impulsively across the room I whispered it in her ear and 
darted away again. 

“ Aunt Frederica has rung off,” said Sadie a moment 
later. I can’t get her again.” 

Never mind,” I said. “ She '11 give the tickets to some- 
one else as we haven’t accepted them at once. Pity you 
couldn’t have told one little piece of truth in that orgy of 
deception.” - • 

‘‘Anyhow we’ve got off another recital,” sighed Sadie 
happily. 

“I hope two a year are enough to keep us in Aunt 
Frederica’s good books,” said I. 

“I scorn,” said Sadie, “to sacrifice my artistic taste for 
the sake of future prospects however rosy.” 

“You have lied for them, at any rate,” I retorted. “I 
shall write an article entitled ‘Is Television Undermining 
our Morals ? ’ and in it I shall discuss the question as to 
whether a lie is a worse lie because we disguise ourselves 
to tell it, or if, on the contrary, it is less of a lie because 
dressing up for it transforms it from lying into comedy or 
tragedy, as the case may be.” 

As the case actually was, I received the following letter 
next morning • 

Dear Nephew, — I cannot bring myself to look upon a 
young man who kisses the parlourmaid when his innocent 
young wife is out of the way as one deserving of any further 
affectionate consideration from me, either here or hereafter. 

Your astonished and grieved Aunt, 

Frederica Soames. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“Back to 1307. 

Six centuries of living history are piled up on this desolate spot. I 
found the smugglers’ lair in an old inn whose title-deeds bear the 
date, 1307 — ^in the reign of Edward the Confessor, great-great-grand- 
son of William the 0onq[ueror’s grand-daughter.”— 

A new title indeed for Edward II. 


Extract from account of the loading of the Eussian ship 
Youshar in which thirty of the Soviet officials travelled en 
route for Moscow : — 

“ There was a handsome saloon car, a piano, and a wonderful variety 
of household articles. Everything was damped on board.” 

Evening Paper, 

A wise precaution in view of the inflammatory tendencies 
of the passengers. 
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HOUSING AND HEALTH. 

Mb. Pokoh. “EXCELLENT TO SEE ALL THESE HOMES SPEINGING UP; BUT HOMES 
MEAN CHILDEEN, AND OHILDEEN WANT SPACE TO PLAY HI. I HOPE THIS WON’T BE 
EOEGOTTEN.” 

pChe Duke of York, as President of the National Playing Fields Association, has issued an appeal for more public playing-fields, 
and points out 'that for want of them boys and girls in ever-increasing numbers “ are being deprived of their chance to take part in 
our hQaIth-giid'n£Jjvii^tional gabies.” Donations, large or small, should be sent to the Midland Bank, 6, -Threadneedl© Street, E.O., 
pr to any of cits branches. , ... 
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THE GAEDBNING MANIA. 

** Mania ” is the only word to explain 
it.; If I sold life-assurance policies I 
wouldhavesomeof the questions framed 
so as to discover these man^iacs — 

Are you addicted to drugs, alcohol 
or gardening ? 

, Do you suffer, or have you ever 
suffered, from consumption, rickets, 
rheumatic fever, bulbs, herbaceous bor- 
ders, cucumber-frames, lawn-mowers? 

Is .there any insanity or horticul- 
ture in your family ? 

People who suffer in this last way 
are so deceptive. They act and converse 
normally until you get on to the sub- 
ject of gardening or get into a garden. 
They are like the poor cashier who is 
now in a private nursing home as a 
result of sitting up all night over an 
error of fourpence in his books. The 
man is charming until the word ‘‘four 
or “ fourpence ” is mentioned, and then 
he foams at the mouth and tries to brain 
you. 

.Mention “earlies ” to your allotments 
eering friend and watch him react. 

Take poor old William for example. 

I went to see him the other day in a 
weak moment, and in spite of myself 
he dragged me out “to look over thei 


estate,’* as he said with fiendish jocu- 
larity, When I had said. “ Yes ” and 
“No ’’arid “Splendid” for spme time 
with idiotic’ sympathy on my face and 
black revengeful fury in my heart, we 
came to a deep trench about six feet 
long. 

“I could kill him here quietly and 
bury him,” I said to myself, looking at 
the shallow grave with a macabre satis- 
faction; and in my mind’s eye 1 saw a 
simple white stone surrounded with 
forget-me-nots and inscribed as a warn- 
ing to all : — 

“He Died Gakdening.” 

He turned to me with a fatuous 
smile (all gardeners grow fatuous-^it ’s 
the digging). 

“ Now what do you think that trench 
is for ? ” he said. And then, just as I 
was going to break my decision gently 
to him, he bellowed — 

“ Why, sweet peas, of course.” 

Of course; but dear William will 
never know, I suppose, just how near 
death he was as he said it. 

Perdinand saved him, for just as he 
spoke my eye caught sight over his 
shoulder of the terrier gambolling in a 
bed of bulbs. 

That dog shall never want tit-bits 
while I can give them to him. William 


was still droning on about King Edwards 
or Queen Elizabeths or King Coles, but 
a gentle peace came upon me as I 
watched Perdinand. 

First, he playfully stalked one central 
bulb larger than the others, dragging 
his body artistically over the smaller 
ones and playing havoc with his hind- 
legs as he crawled along. Finally, with 
a triumphant bound, he sprang upon 
his quarry, killed it with a stroke and 
deftly uprooted it. 

In his ecstasy he rolled about among 
the crushed, young shoots and William’s 
eagerly anticipated show of bulbs wilted 
beneath his joy. 

That dog has a real love for flowers. 
He smelled delicately at a little cluster 
of peeping shoots destined to form, as 
William had told me, a scarlet heart, and 
then fairly gave rein to his passionate 
affection. He probably meant to find 
out where tulips go to in the winter- 
time. His theory seemed to be that they 
went down through to New Zealand, 

And, as I watched the flying shower 
of earth and bulbs and young shoots, 
my peace grew deeper and I felt that 
Ferdinand had made amends to me for 
his master. 

Suddenly I was conscious that Wil- 
liam had ceased to babble of sweet peas. 
The air seemed to grow suddenly cold. 



June 15, 1927.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


649 


His affable inanities fell away from him 
as a cloak, and- for one moment, under 
the shock of this blow, William stood 
out in that garden as a mighty and 
terrible figure. 

He had seen little Ferdinand too. 

Without unseemly haste I diplo- 
matically took two full paces to the rear, 
and my movement broke the spell in 
time to save my boyhood’s friend from 
apoplexy. 

With a whining groan he took off 
from the mark like a champion and 
scarcely seemed to touch the ground as 
he hurled himself towards the jubilant 
Ferdinand. 

The dog looked up with the conscious 
air of an aesthete, but must have caught 
sight of William’s face, for with a yelp 
of terror he hurled himself through the 
privet hedge behind him. 

But William, in the grip of his mania, 
was past stopping, and, stumbling as 
his foot sank in the soft mould, he buried 
himself, wallowing in the middle of the 
hedge, while Ferdinand fied swiftly 
towards the house. 

To clinch my conviction that William, 
in this direction at least, is a maniac, 
he still sticks to bis gardening, having 
made me a present of Ferdinand. In 
accepting him I squared the debt be- 
tween me and the dog, for he would 
undoubtedly have lost his life if he had 
remained with his mad master. 


WALWOETK LANGUAGE, 

[Under the above heading an evening paper 
recently made the following report : — 

“ When a man was charged at Lambeth Police 
Court to-day with drunkenness, a constable 
declared that he usod improper language. 

Magistrate. Would you call it Lambeth 
language ? 

Condable. No, Walworth. 

Magistrate. What is the difference ? 
Constable. I think Walworth is the wann- 
est.”] 

Fhom Eatcliffe Highway you ’d expect 
A word or two not quite correct ; 

No infant should inscribe its slate 
With language learnt at Billingsgate, 
No bishop listen unawares ^ , 

When barges moor at Wapping Stairs ; 
Sometimes the Speaker has to frown 
On phrases coined in Silvertown ; 

And sailors shouting from the river 
Sometimes make ShadwellBasin shiver, 
And once in bygone years, they say, 

L. G., who happened down that way, 
Became infected with the speech 
Habitual in Limehouse Eeaeh, 

And shouted it, without rebuke. 

To vilify some harmless duke. 

The little Hamlets of the Tower - 
Use words of less repute than power, 
BvJt not our Wahuorth ; she, I leel, 

Is slandered ^by this son of Peel; 
Immaculate ste stands alone > 
far'lrom'the objurgative ^sone. « 



Tea-Shop Waitress (severely). “Was roi7 rin^gtn’ the bell?” 
Customer {tvearUy). “No, I was tolli^tg it.” 


Here Weonmich, when he found release 
From Joggers, sought the ways of peace 
And quiet domesticity 
With stunts to please the Ag^d P. — 
The indicator on the wall 
In case Miss Shiffins chanced to call, 
The moat, the drawbridge and the 
gun 

That crowned the Aged's birthday 
fun. 

Here Pip would bring his load of care, 
Unfold his heart and lay it bare 
And, while the tea-pot stood to brew, 
Listen to Wemmick's “Walworth view.’^ 


And I refuse to think that this 
Eegion of quietude and bliss 
Could ever be the picked domain 
Of language doubtful or profane, 

Or deal in oaths of stronger tang 
Than “Dash itl” “Bother it!” or 
“ Hangl” 

Or else perhaps (when greatly vexed) 
Such form of words as “Well, what 
next ? ” 

“ Yorksliire made a disastrous start, Sutcliffe 
being leg' before to Macdonald before be had 
bowled a ball .” — Provincial Paper. 

No wonder Yorkshire was beaten. * 
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uc DA-r-ri c r\c dicmutim seeing a searcHight tattoo at ten o’clock and propel the majestic orb towards 
THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM, in the morning, although it lacks a cer- you. The least thing a fellow dressed 
ARRiviNa from Guildford by car we tain atmosphere, or cachett if you like, up for the party could do was to face it 
came up behind a tall man with beauti- possessed bythe ordinary evening tattoo, like a man and not try to dodge. And 
fully curled hair, white stockings and I don’t know exactly what the defect is, dressed up how gaily for the party! The 
crimson-coloured plus-fours, who was but I think it must lie in the absence army of Marlborough was a dream, 
carrying in his hand the kind of silver of searchlights. The advantage, on the The number of people visiting Blen- 
wand which is usually associated with other hand, consists in the fact that the heim this week will probably exceed 
a fairy queen. By these signs I knew whole of London is not there. that visiting any other English beauty- 

at once that I was at Aldershot and in I meant to point this out to a Major- spot during the year, so perhaps I need 
the presence of a non-commissioned General in uniform who kindly came up hardly describe the place. I merely 
officer of the British Army. He was to me to explain the position of affairs mention that the little hamlet is full of 
shepherding a platoon of other ranks, in front of Blenheim, but I was too much an old-world charm, contains several 
also attired in the fancy S. D. clothing confused. I stood up when he came, choice residences and has a background 
of the time when Marlborough went and he told me to sit down again. To of umbrageous trees. It was taken by 
to war. They were more sunburnt sit down in the presence of a Major- Marlborough’s troops. I knew it would 
than most masqueraders and much less General in uniform who is standing up be. I never thought thatTALLARD’s and 
shy. If yoti looked at them hard they is even at this distance from the Great Marsin’s men could hold out against 
smiled, but not otherwise. War as near to a physical impossibility those terrific assaults. They hadn’t the 

I notice in all that is written toughness of our chaps — ^no, not 

about searchlight tattoos that , even the ones with red-and-blue 

we hear very little about the . i ^ ,i[ ' tassels under their knees, 

trying life of the Battalion Ser- ( \ !• Which reminds me that a 

geant- Major when rehearsing "A ['rr rather interestingspectacle could 

the details of Blenheim or Mai- A > / y ^ be presented of eighteenth-cen- 

plaquet in 1927. Does the i /V/ - v • / Q.l-nrMOC! /nr nv\ I 

trained soldier, I mean, become 
a mere recruity for the nonce ? 

“Now then, Sergeant Wilks, 
don’t hold your partisan as if 
it was a fishing-rod 1 Saluting a 
with the three-cornered hat. By 
numbers. One, two, three. At 
the word one the brim of the hat ' 

will be seized with the thumb 
and forefinger of the disengaged 
hand at a point six inches to the 
rear of the. fore peak, At the 

word Uvo it will be swept off and - When the conflict was over, 

outwards in a genteel and grace- ^hen Eow had fallen and Marl- 

ful manner and ’eld at arm’s borough had led his counter- 
length. At the word it will charge, and the final assault had 

bereplaced onthe’ead. You go ^ ^ ' been made, and Tallard had 

ALDERSHOT TATTOO. ' Surrendered his sword, and the 

coming "bn parade again with Kaspab’s ooiTiOB. skipp^ I cou^e C’drld 

yom Wig only arf curled! Pull up your as anything lean achieve. I should years. Two single-seater fighters at- 
white stockings, ’No, 4 platoon, and for like to have complimented him also on tacked a- bomber dn the air, and then 
the Lord’s sake don’t let them garters the perambulator park. I don’t suppose Blenheim, poor little Blenheim! was 
• • • *iliere are any perambulator parks at the assaulted by grim infantry sections in 

Of courae I don’t know. I am only evening search-light tattoos, but when I khaki and by tanks— the infantry pre- 
just imagining. Possibly the post-war saw the Battle of Blenheim there were ceded (very closely preceded, I thought) 
army takes to eighteenth-century spart- about fifty baby -carriages neatly ar- by a neat little barrage of artillery-^re. 
ness and efiBcienoy as a duck takes to ranged under the command of an N.O.O. Blenheim got it in the neck again 
water. Anyhow, the faii accompli as outside the entrance to the arena, -one yielding this time some rather lively 
seen ia_ a full-dress rehearsal was a or two of them with a live baby waiting prisoners in field-grey, who came gaily 
thing to admire not only for its splendid until Blenheim was won. This seems to back with their captors across the level 
manoeuvring but for its simple unself- me to be a record in military staff work, sunlit sward. 

consciousness. Cavalry moved in p^erfect I learnt the curious fact that in eigh- If I dared to make any suggestion 
rank with turbaned drummers. Grena- teenth-ceuturywarfareitwasthe correct to the authbrities responsible for the 
diors in taU pointed hats and tail-coats thing to hold a short service and address Aldershot Tattoo— and I do not dare- 
fell dead on the grass as though to the your troops whilst under fire from the it would be that they should hei<^htea 
manner born Artillerymen trailed their enemy; and also that it was not con- the drama of Blenheim by means of 
ammunition behind them with a grOTty sidered sporting to get out of the way some little connecting link between 
which made you wonder whether they of a cannon-ball when you saw it coming. Maelborough’s time and our own. 
knew that the little wheeled boxes After all, the other side had taken the This might be done, I thinlr, by intro- 
looked rather like hutches on a rabbit- trouble to get the wretched cannon-ball ducing Southbv’s old Kaspar—ot whose 

Tfaeie is a definite advantage about aim it, and cause the powder to ignite his tiresome little grandchild, Wilhel- 


even the ones with red-and-blue 
tassels under their knees. 

Which reminds me that a 
rather interestingspectacle could 
be presented of eighteenth-cen- 
tury armies cleaning up their 
uniforms after a muddy day in 
Flanders. Strange old words of 
command, according to the pro- 
gramme, are heard on the battle- 
field, such as “Take heed to 
double your ranks to the right ! ” 
But there must have been many 
a time after the battle when 
the dragoon’s heart was almost i 
broken by a corporal’s “Take 
heed to get your pinafores tidy for 
to-morrow morning’s parade ! ” 

When the conflict was over, 
when Eow had fallen and Marl- 
borough had led his counter- 
charge, and the final assault had 
been made, and Tallard had 
surrendered his sword, and the 
tropps had marched past, we 
skipped a couple of hundred 
Two single-seater fighters at- 



THE ALDEBSHOT TATTOO. • 

Blenheim— AND apteb. 

A CEEEPING BABBAGE, IN MaELBOBOHGH’S DAY, WOULD HAVE BEEN BATHEB DISCONOEBTING- 
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onine. Supposing we were to see old 
Easpar in the searchlight for a moment, 
sitting at his cottage-door, and con- 
fronted by Wilhelmine with one of 
Marlborough* s cannon-balls, which 
she has discovered lying about. 

** It was a summer evening 
Old Kaspar’s work was o’er, 

And he had got a large round shot 
Of seventeen-o-four. 

His little grandchild, Wilhelminf , 

Had found it rolling on the green,” 

After that we would see Wilhelmine' s 
granddaughter talking to her (the grand- 
daughter's) grandson. He would be 
very nearly old enough to take part in a 
tank attack, or fly a bomber, or walk 
I behind an artillery barrage, and his 
grandmother would mention how her 
grandmother had told her how her 

grandfather had told her ' Well, 

you see what I mean, don't you ? 

Of the musical part of the Tattoo, 
impressive enough as I saw and heard 
it in the sunlight, with all the artifice 
visible, I need not speak. It is un- 
necessary to paint the lily — no, not the 
lily ; I mean the thistle and the rose. 

— „ Evoe. 

THE FUTURE OF MOTORING. 

I THINK I may claim to view motor- 
ing with an impartial eye. When I 
am in a car I am convinced that pedes- 
trians are a menace to modem progress, 
and when I am on foot I am broad- 
minded enough to agree that every 
motorist ought to be in a cage at the 
Zoo. Who could be fairer than that ? 

As I look at this present-day England 
of ours I perceive three outstanding 
types of humanity — people who own a 
car, people who are saving up to buy a 
car, and people who are trying to sell a 
car. 

There are moments when I ask my- 
self whether our civilisation has pro- 
duced anything less deserving of the 
mercy of Heaven than the man who is 
saving up to buy a car. There are, it 
is true, occasions when the man who 
owns a car and the man who is trying 
to sell a car would look their best on 
the scaffold, but in their favour let it 
be said that at most the Eecording 
Angel can only charge them with talk- 
ing about one particular oar, whereas 
the man who is saving up talks about 
every car under the sun. 

Take such a man for a stroll among 
the rnost striking wonders of Nature 
and his eye will lack lustre until a car 
I heaves in sight, when he will brighten 
up and tell you what make it is and 
why he has decided not to have one 
like it. 

Cars continue to be comparatively 
expensive because a good engine is still 
considered to be an important feature. 
That problem, it seems to me, is rapidly 


being solved. It should not be long 
before the quality of the engine will 
not matter a bean. When the number 
of cars manufactured has reached such 
a point that the motorist must crawl in 
a queue the entire length of the Great 
North Eoad and similar thoroughfares, 
an engine will scarcely be necessary ; a 
sort of punt-pole arrangement will do 
as well, with perhaps a reaping-hook 
for cutting away the growing weeds and 

ivy. 

In that tranquil era little children, 
rousing themselves from slumber, will 
look out of the family car and maybe 
catch sight of a man striding across a 
field. ‘*Oh, Mummy," they will cry, 
“how fast that man is going !*' 

“Yes, darlings," Mother will reply 
with a shudder, “ he is what they used 
to call walking; but don't look or it 
will make you giddy; and you must 
promise never to try to go so fast as 
that. . If motoring is good enough for 
your father and me it should be good 
enough for you. Now sit tight, because 
your father thinks we may be moving 
on another yard or two soon." 

It is only too likely, however, that 
before then someone will have invented 
a jumping motor-car, a handy little 
thing in which it will be possible to 
buzz across country without damaging 
the scenery too much, and* the road 
traffic jam will be eased off for a time. 
Hunting will be revived and consider- 
ably brightened by such an invention, 
though it will probably be found neces- 
sary to fit the hounds with rear shock- 
absorbers. 

Accepting the grim possibility that 
motoring will continue to dominate our 
lives, my suggestion is that we each 
have a motor-bed and be done with it. 
With a bed capable of moving under its 
own power and going practically any- 
where there would be no need to get 
up in the morning and no bother about 
going to bed at night. And in the 
event of an accident happening — well, 
[there you are in bed, and under no 
necessity of cadging one at a hospital. 
^ D. 0. 

Precocity. 

“ Oar heartiest congratulations are due to 

the Bav. and Mrs. on the birth of a 

son, which took place on Grood Friday last 

at on-Tyne, where he is now engaged in 

parochial work.” — Parish Magazine, 

“ A well-spent Lent makes a good Eater.” 

Parish Magazine, 

True, no doubt ; but is it not a rather 
belated discovery ? 


* Sijeunesse savait ! Si vieiUesss savait I ’ 
cried the philosopher who was either very 
young or very old.”— Paper, 

He didn’t seem to know much about it, 
so it must have been a case of jeunesse. 


AN ADMIRABLE COLLINS. 

Should you arrive home to find a 
python festooning the hall lamp, or an 
alligator in the scullery, let me recom- 
mend you to send for Collins. 

Collins is the head keeper of the 
reptiles at the Zoo. When these 
fascinating creatures were being trans- 
ferred to other quarters the other day, 
it was Collins who threw a sack over 
the gaping head of the thirty-foot 
python and bustled it into a strong 
box before it could throw a single coil ; 
it was he who tickled the twelve-foot 
I alligator until, smiling, it submitted to 
be bound without tears. 

What sort of man is this Collins ? 
Is he of a physique similar to that of 
the Laocoon ? The Zoo’s grey uniform 
keeps the secret well. See him tossing 
caterpillars gently to his pet bull-frog 
and you would hardly imagine that 
snakes were the strong suit of this 
amiable creature. Not because he is a 
myopic weakling does he wear goggles 
on occasions. The snake is of all beasts 
least amenable to the correction of- 
nasty habits, and certain snakes, in- 
different to notices on the walls, are un- 
mannerly enough to — er — to spit, aim- 
ing with Trans-Atlantic skill at the 
human eye. 

What a mto to have about the house ! 
In the presence of a pounce like his no 
mosquito could survive. The domestic 
mouse must be brave indeed that in- 
vades the home that is protected by 
a Collins. And so sure and deft a 
control over thirty feet of activity must 
indicate a past-master at papering a 
room or laying linoleum, 

I cannot help feeling that Collins 
could be even more usefully employed 
in other spheres. With the coming of 
the warmer evenings might it not be 
well if, with his sack, his net and his 
goggles, he were engaged to look after 
the precincts of the House of Commons ? 
Would he not be a useful man to render 
assistance on the field of oratory at the 
Marble Arch? And there are gentle- 
men in Moscow for whom one would 
desire nothing better than the atten- 
tions of this Collins. 


Commercial Candour. 

Prom an Indian watch-seller’s cir- 
cular : — 

“ Our newly import time pieces are the best 

that cannot be had anywhere. , , Oar 

pocket-watches are excelled in keeping correct 
time, long wear.” 


“Lord Bosebery won the Derby when he 
was at Oxford.” — Sunday Paper, 

It was an open secret at the Varsity 
that he was also Prime Minister at 
the time. 
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WHAT EHGLAND IS THINKING. 

IV. — Huddeesfibld. 

I SPENT four hours at ’Oodersfield. 
I did two factories, the Cattle Market, 
the Art Gallery, the Park, the George*’ 
and the ‘‘Green Man/’ ’Oodersfield, as 
you know, thinks a lot about,wooL And 
’Oodersfield thinks that things are very 
slack. When I was at Manchester they 
thought things were very slack there, 
but they said that at ’Oodersfield they 
were doing well. At ’Oodersfield they 
said if I was to go to Leeds, now, they 
were doing fine at Leeds, I went on to 
Leeds, and they said things were terrible 


slack at Leeds, but if I was to go to 
* Oodersfield, now, I should really see 
things 'ooming. But I did not go 
back to ’Oodersfield. Is it not an odd 
thing that in this great country, broad- 
based upon her trade and all that, it is 
impossible to find a trader. North or 
South, who will admit that he is doing 
any trade ? And is there not here, may- 
be, a profound psychological thingummy 
or something ? If I were to go to Phila- 
delphia would the traders of that town, 
I wonder, say to me, “ Say, boy, this is 
a bunl city ; you gotter go to Chicago 
for business”? Or. would they say, 
Nix on Chicago, stranger ; right here 


is where the dollar’s breeding”? I 
think so: But in this great country 
nobody is earning money except the 
man next-door. 

Is it modesty? No. For Manchester 
does not suggest that ’Oodersfield is 
more worthy, and Leeds is very sure 
that Leeds deserves to prosper. What 
I suggest is that the business men of 
the Industrial North should organise a 
Smile Week. Nobody at ’Oodersfield 
would be allowed to say that things 
were slack at ’Oodersfield but ’oomming 
at Leeds, but everyone would repeat 
each hour the universal slogan, **Bah 
gocmv, hut trade is *ooming at 'Coders- 





field to-day t ’ ’ And perhaps trade would 
be good. 

Meanwhile, considering how slach 
trade is, it is extraordinary how much 
time people can spare from their perish- 
ing businesses in the middle of the day. 
Lunch takes as long, 1 calculate, in the 
Industrial North as it does in the un- 
productive cities of the South. At half- 
past twelve in the bar of the “ George ” 
there were about twenty gentlemen re- 
viving the wool trade. At half-past 
two I happened to look in again (pure 
curiosity), and most of them were still 
pulling the wool trade on to its feet. 

I For one wild moment I thought that 
I ’Oodersfield was thinking about the 
Trade Disputes Bill. Far off, on a 
piece of waste land, I saw a bunch of 
men, and in the middle of them a man 
raised up and gesticulating with his 
arms.^ At last,” I thought, “ the In- 
dustrial North is registering its detesta- 
tion of the shackles of serfdom ! This 
is the voice of outraged Liberty.” I 
urged my taxi over a canal, I climbed 
a fence, I jumped a brook, and came 
breathless to the edge of the embittered 
throhg. ^he impassioned orator was still 
speaking. ' And this is what he said : — 


‘^Five shillings I am bid for the 
donkey — six shillings — seven shillings. 
Seven shillings for the donkey — say, 
two donkeys, for the donkey is in foal — 
eight shillings— eight shillings for this 
fine donkey — ^look at the donkey, gentle- 
men—a worker if ever I saw one— eight 
shillings — nine shillings — ^nine shillings 
for this perfect little donkey . . 

I passed on, a disappointed man, to 
the great heart of the Cattle Market, 
where the farmers drink beer and discuss 
heifers and bankruptcy. And, said I, 
“ At any rate I will sound the pulse of 
agricultural Yorkshire.” I went up to 
a gentleman and said, How is the hay 
doing ? ” He said he was in the wool 
trade. He said trade was very slack 
and he had come down to the Cattle 
Market to see a relative who was a 
farmer, so we had a glass of beer. To the 
second gentleman I said, <‘What are 
heifers to-day ? ” He said he was in the 
furniture trade ; he said trade was very 
slack and he had come down to the Cattle 
Market to have a glass of beer ; so we 
had a glass of beer. The third gentle- 
man was in the piano trade ; he said 
trade was very slack and he had come 
down to the Cattle Market because he 


always did; so we had a glass of beer, 
I began to think there were no farmers 
at the Cattle Market, but the fourth 
gentleman turned out to be a real 
farmer ; he said trade was very slack, 
and dang ’im if he knew why he came 
to Cattle Market, because he couldn’t 
sell beast, and if he did sell beast price 
was cruel, so we had a glass of beer. 
The fifth gentleman was in the toy 
trade; he said trade was very slack, 
so he had come down to the Cattle 
Market; and we had a glass of beer. 
And after that, well, dang I if I didn't 
think that trade was a bit slack myself. 

But I went to two weaving fac- 
tories or spinning or something; and 
they looked pretty lively. I must not 
tell you too much about this, because 
of trade secrets. But roughly the pro- 
cess is this : The Australian wool 
(which is obtained from the sheep) is 
put in at one end and at the other end 
it comes out fifty yards of gent's 
trouserings. First of all the wool is 
wound upon a bobbin ; then it is wound 
off the bobbin on to a spindle ; then it is 
spun off the spindle into a woof ; then 
it is tied to a warp and the weft is 
added ; then the warp is revetted by a 
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special machine, and the whole thing is 
placed in tar ; then the woof is combed 
and plucked, and the weft is wheedled, 
but upside down ; then the stripe is put 
in with a stripe-machine and the whiff is 
dried off in a vat ; then it is all pressed 
and welted and steamed and re-hung, 
and sixteen bobbins go to a large roller 
and all this is done for the pure love of 
the thing, because, you see, there is abso- 
lutely no trade in wool, and, as for cotton 
and silk, these are no longer worn. 
Trousers in the naaking are terribly 
noisy, whatever they may look at the 
tailor’s ; and when someone is shouting 
woofs and wefts at you in a room full of 
thousands of spindles and bobbins and 
things it is really quite difficult to bag 
a trade secret. The only thing I dis- 
covered was that the whole of the textile 
trade is done by young women. If you 
see a great clanking machine it is run 
by a good-looking lass with bobbed hair 
and the Charleston, or sometimes a dear 
old lady with spectacles and grey hair ; 
but, if you see some really finicky job it is 
being done by a man. No man, I think, 
could walk round four or five textile fac- 
tories and continue to fulminate against 
“Votes for Flappers.” If it wasn’t for 
“flappers ” he would have no trousers. 

Talking of votes, one of the best 
things at ’Oodersfield is an old handbill 
in the Art Gallery : — 

At a 

MEETING 
of the 

INHABITANTS OF LOCKWOOD 
And Its Vicinity 

Held on the SSfch of December, 1833, 

IT WAS UNANIMOUSLY BESOLVJ2D 

That we, the Inhabitants of Lockwood and 
its Vicinity, have come to the determination 
not to purchase any articles of those Shop- 
keepers, Publicans, Brewers, Shoemakers, 
Tailors, doggers, or any other Tradesmen, 
who from this date purchase goods of any 
description from those who vote against or are 
not friendly to the return of the advocate of 
the people’s rights and interests — the patriotic 
friend of the people— Capt. Wood. 

James Clough, 

Chairman. 

BEOTHEB NON-ELECTOES 
Of all the surrounding country, 

“ 6^0 Ye and do Likewise.^* 

Let us be unanimous, let us be organised, 
let us be ready, and let us be prepared to pour 
in our thousands on the Day of NTomination , 
and, if necessary, on the two Days of Polling, 
and thus secure the return of the sincere friend 
and advocate of the people’s rights. And let 
the universal cry be 

WOOD 

AND LIBEBTY. 

WOOD AND THE PEOPLE, 
Non-Electors, do your Duty, and rest assured 
the Electors will do Theirs I 

Good old Wood! But I dwsay trade ; 
was a bit slack in his day. I wonder if 
there hits ever been any .trade in , this i 
country. ^ 
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MANNERS AND ~MODES. 

Flapper. Mind ip I finish my gaspeb while we dance ? ^ 
Eero, “N-no— IP you don’t mind the smell op burning flesh.” 


Before the Eyder Oup golf-match in 
America : — 

“‘I feel certain we shall do well,’ was 
George Gadd’s opinion. ‘ And the absence of j 
Mitchell will make us pull a bit harder.* ” 

' Daily Paper, 

Judging by the disastrous result, the 
British team seems to have done a bit 
of slicing as well. 

The Macdona Players, who return to the 
Royal Court Theatre for two weeks of Bernard 
Shaw’s plays, are to produce ‘ Mrs. Warren’s 
Confession’ on Tuesday. This play, which 
was banned 30 years ago, deals with a great 
social problem, which even in the present day is 
not satisfactorily solved.” — Provincial Paper. 

Otir contemporary, you will notice, is 
still so bafded that it has confused the, 
“Pro” with the “Con.” 


“Modern Girl in Japan, 

The eyebrows are worthy of the * modern 
girl * stamp all by themselves, it is pointed 
out, for the style is called * 15 minutes past 
seven o’clock.’ The eyebrows are painted with 
black chalk in the directions indicated by the 
hands of a clock as 7.30.” — China Paper, 

The modern girl in Japan seems to he 
a bit fast. 

At the Cambridge Union ; — 

“Mr. John Trimble, of the George Washing- 
ton University, said that they had found 
England a wonderful country, especially the 
cathedrals. When he stood in Westminster 
Abbey he had really thought he was in heaven 
until he turned round and saw his colleagues 
Standing by his side.” — Daily Paper, 

We congratulate Mr. Trimble upon 
maintaining Washington’s reputation 
for telling the ruthless truth. 
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woods which he called the Duokery and As a matter of fact we were all 
LIVESTOCK IN BARRACKS. where the eggs were busy hatching rather nervous, because the Oolohel had 
V. — Duoe. under the supervision of a keeper. He asked oyer a brother of his, a fearfully 

All round our Mess we have a lot of looked very impressive as he passed rare Admiral and an experienced gun. 
Government land. It has Government us, because the “box’* projected (up- who had many a time shot 

rabbits, Government wild duck and the side down) four feet out over the back, du^ up the xangtse. t ^ 

Government pheasant on it, and regu- and Bronx, J ames’s outsize in cocker- We reached the poiid m extended 
larly every season we go out and blaze spaniels, who had started in the front order and soon a cloud of duck got up. 
off at them' a;nd pretend we have saved seat, had got inside the cage and was We gave them one round rapid, and those 
money oh our food-bills. running up and down its length Uke a really- wild,duck who were misguidedly 

Last year, however, was one of the squirrel on sentry-go. using Thatchmere Pond too were at 

lean ones; -not only did we shoot hardly After this there was a silence for once for the next county. 

any rabbits and no duck, but Lieutenant several weeks while the wild duck grew own wild duck, however, brought up 
Swordfrog, who was then new to the up. ' James used to drive out daily to under military^ di^ipline, were made 
Army, went and wounded the pheasant see that they were fed, and the spaniel of sterner stuft. They merely circled 
so siverely that it was only , round and round at a convem- 

under the most skilful nursing iL ■ height, quacking .volubly 


that it recovered at aU, and /% a M, braving our voneys wiin 

certainly wasn't strongenough the utmost unconcern, 

to get about for the remainder We brought, down several 

of the shooting. So we decided y, , while James, covered his eyes, 

we would increase our chances and at last they *0 circle 

for next season and would sup- farther, away. At.this point, 

plement the few very wild duck to our horror,_we observed that 

who are brave, enough to in- '/ the rare Admiral, judging from 

habit the Targe shallow pond language, had not got 

in our domains. Lieutenant This was awfuL We 

James having given us to un- ^ii®w the Colonel would con- 

derstand that he knew a man ^W( ^ sider it insubordmate on our 

who dealt in wild ducks’ eggs. parj ^ his brother went away 

we appointed him Acting Un- n^uWMI. ' duckless. Meanwhile the duck 

paid Putter-down of Wild Duck moved still further away. The 

and sent him off. Admiral swore, the Colonel 

He retnrned with eleven and glared, yet we could do nothing, 

two-thirds dozen eggs, all done James, the noble 

up in a packet, and a third of Tw James, sank his own personal 

a dozen loose in the back of feelings and saved the situation, 

the car. It seemed more than ^ a Putting his hand to his lips he 

enough ; in fact we thought he ^ A gave ^ vent to a shrill call: 

had rather over-reached him- - /'/ “ Billi-billi-billi-billi.” 
self, but he explained that, 7 y' The fast-disappearing duck 

knowing his man, he had got a 11 beard it and turned. Straight 

large number cheap. Itwasn*t / ( / /// at us they flew with anticipa- 

tili only three dozen hatched / '"fjfA f/ f /'iWrf/ ^ cries, and the stoutest 

out that we understood exactly H’I/AMm among us quailed. Save the 

what he meant by “knowing - 7 ' /Mi ' ^1/ / Admiral; he alone stood to his 

his man.” y f gun and fired round after round, 

We realised when the great f . / / 7/ ^ bringing down birds right and 

day of hatching was expected be- t >? l®fL Many fell to him; I even 

cause a hurriedly- written order saw him ward on: one witn a 

from Lieutenant James suddenly ap- used to play with them. It was really high parry and finish it with the butt, 
peared in the battalion workshop asking rather delightful fora nature-lover to They were on us, circling our heads 
for a special box to be made. I say watch Bronx lying down while the at a few inches, quacking over our feet, 
“special,” because, accordingto James’s wild ducklings came and pecked at his sitting on our shoulders and guns. A 
specification, it had to be eight feet long long ears, and James said “ Billi-billi- few were playing with the delighted 
by three feet by three feet and was to billi-billi” in a high-pitched voice and Bronx’s ears; quite a crowd were thrust- 
be a box without sides or ends, top or treated them to biscuit. ing eager beaks into James’ pockets, 

bottom. It wasn’t till Private Muzzle, When the time came for the ducks It is difficult if not impossible to shoot i 

a carpenter by trade, had gone into to be put out on Thatchmere Pond, a duck sitting on the end of your gun. 
hospital sujfiering from mental strain James was rather broken up. I under- It is dangerous as wall as difficult for 
that James sent down a further note stand that the farewell between him the next man to do so. So we adjourned 
to say he was sorry he had forgotten and Bronx of the one part and the to the Mess, the Admiral in high feather 
to add on his original specification for ducks of the other was very touching, and talking about duck he had shot on 
“Runs, Wild Duck , . , 1 ” that the And when the day came for the Mess the Ping-Pung or in the paddy-fields of 
missing parts were to be made of wire- to turn out for a little wild-duck shoot- Ohong-Bang. His bag was being brought 
netting, except the bottom, which still ing on Thatchmere, James was so upset along later, for we had both swept and 
wasn’t to be there. ^ that he actually signed someone eise’s dragged the pond and taken out for him 

When the duck-run was at last made chib for a round of drinks. That just alone over a dozen duck and one part- 
James took it in his car to a lair in the shows you, doesn’t’ it ? ridge. This last by mutual consent was 




/-m/f 






‘ I SAW HIM WARD OFF ONE WITH A HIGH PARRY.”* 


ent height, quacking .volubly 
and braving our volleys with 
the utmost unconcern. 

We brought.. down several 
while James* covered his eyes, 
and at last they began to circle 
farther, away. At.this point, 
to our horror, we observed that 
the rare Admiral, judging from 
his language, had not yet got 
one. This was awful. We 
knew the Colonel would con- j 
sider it insubordmate on our 
part if his brother went away 
duckless. Meanwhile the duck 
moved still further) away. The 
Admiral swore, the Colonel 
glared, yet we could do nothing. 
And then James, the noble 
James, sank his own personal 
feelings and saved the situation. 
Putting his hand to his lips he 
gave vent to a shrill call: 

“ Billi-billi-billi-billi.” 

The fast-disappearing duck 
beard it and turned. Straight 
at us they flew with anticipa- 
tory cries, and the stoutest 
among us quailed. Save the 
Admiral; he alone stood to his 
gun and fired round after round, 
bringing down birds right and 
left. Many fell to him ; I even 
saw him ward off one with a 
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also attributed to him, but actually I 
think it must have been one Lieutenant 
Holster had shot a week or two before 
and liad never been able to find. When 
the Admiral saw it he graciously pre- 
sented it to the Mess ; and we passed it 
on to the Sergeants’ Mess, who I think 
don't often oat partridge, as indeed I *m 
sure they don’t, because Sergeant Gren- 
ade told me some time later it had been 
‘‘nice and tasty.” 

We only bad one more duck shoot 
after that; but it wasn’t any fun, be- 
cause, when we weren’t poking ducks 
off their perches with sticks, Bronx was 
letting them play with his ears. It 
ended by their following us back to the 
Mess and taking up a more or less per- 
manent abode in the Mess garden. 

They are there still, living at the back 
with the Mess Caterer’s tamo ducks. 
You can always tell our wild ducks from 
his tame ones, because, when you go 
out and say *‘JBilli-billi-billi-billi,” ours 
come rushing up to you while his run 
away in terror. A. A. 

dance was held on Saturday night in 

honour of Miss , who was married to-day. 

The station employees took tho opportunity to 

present Miss a life of great hapipness and 

fruit servers .” — New Zealand Faper. 

Just the thing to take the pip out dt 
happiuess. , . 


"CRICKET LUNCH SCORES.” 

I WISH the papers wouldn’t promise 
information and then withhold it. 1 
have bought them in thousands, expect- 
ing to learn what the cricket lunch 
scores were, and all that I have found 
is what the scores were up to the time 
lunch began; mere runs and wickets, 
when what I want to know — what we 
all want to know— is, what did they 
score at lunch itself? Hammond, for 
example. Every healthy schoolboy who 
has put Hammond at the top of his list 
of heroes wants to know on what 
Hammond builds up those marvellous 
high-spirited centuries. Does he eat 
beef or mutton ? Would his lunch 
score read — 

Hammond, 3 chops, not out, 

or — 

Hammond, 2 steaks, retired filled, 
dr does he prefer lamb, or chicken pie ? 
Or does he resort to Hammond eggs ? 
But never, of course, duck's. Perish 
tbb thought ! 

These are the things the papers should 
make clear.- "What luncheon has Jack 
Hobbs ? Do cutlets lead to cuts ? . Can 
a batspaaii 'who is full himself deal the 
more successfully with a full-pitch ? 

Then there is the question of wash- 
ing it- down. Coming again to Ham- 


mond, we, his admirers and would-be 
imitators, want to know whether he 
does it on water or beer, ginger-beer or 
lemonade, or that admirable mixture, 
shandy-gafi*. If we are told these things 
perhaps we shall ourselves all play 
better. . E. V. L. 

GARDEN PESTS. 

V. — Wood-Pigeons. 

In the dew of the morning 
They come to my wych-elm trees ; 

I wake to hear them talking 
About my early peas. 

How do you do, love ? Dear one, how 
do you do? ” 

‘*So so, sweetheart; and what about 
you— yes, you?” 

Well, I could do with an early pea or 
two — say two.” 

Peas make a very good breakfast, that 
is true. 

I’ll come.” “Yes, do.” 

I see them in my garden 
As blue as an April sky, 

Tender and fab and comely. 

I do like pigeon-pie. W. M. L. 


“The season has just opened for . . . hot- 
water bottles .” — Trade Faper, 

.Someone seems to. be anticipating a 
hard winter this summer. 




MORE JACKDAW (N GEORGIA. 

The Downpoue. 

{After Mr, G. If. Gbestubton,) 

It may be that the mightiness of Jiings 
Is lewdness on the lips of half the world ; 

It may be' that man’s faith is torn in strings 
And Love’s bright banner miserably furled ; 

Bub deep in Sussex there ’s a crown of gorse, 

And in a raftered parlour Sussex ale ; 

And on a Wiltshire upland a white horse 
Stands staunchly that our sins inay not prevail. 
Not for me the pallid drinks 
‘ That grocers stand to milliners ; 

While the sun in heaven winks 
Ale shall have its ministers— 

' Sussex ale in Sussex inns, 

Brinks all round and song begins. 

The lute and lyre are cracked or laid aside.; 

Glad minstrels dwindle to a cheap revue 

Where syncopated scraps of ditties sighed 
In simpler years arei, shuffled up anew ; 

But deep in Bucks men sit about a board 
And' roar old songs and drink and sing 'again ; 

And bacchic Battersea knows sweet accord 
In mellowed nooks browned dark with barley-stain. 
Not for me the pallid songs 
. That grocers pipe to milliners, 

But noisy tumult of hoarse throngs, 

Lords of hay and kings of furze ; 

English songs in English inns 

And a great warmth in the heart begins. 


Maybe the creaking earth is overtired 
And man’s proud destiny obscured and faint, 

But there’s a drink to which one man aspired, 

A cup for beggar, millionaire and saint ; 

The liquid skies, the reeling winds and rains, 

. The rainbow’s lyric miracle of light 
Which timid men with bowlers on their brains 
’ Shut out with black umbrellas in affright. 

Not for me the pallid skies 
That grocers paint for milliners, 

But lightning-riven, thunderwise, 

Eain's a-race with silver spurs; 

One man far from honest inns 
And a great thirst in the soul begins. 

^V. K. S. 

“ 100,000 Gbeet the Atlantic Airman. 

The main road from Croydon to Washington was black and im- 
passable with people.” — Daily Fajper, 

It makes Colonel Lindbergh’s feat seem all the more coura- 
geous when one thinks that he might have motored over. 

“ Sir Ansten explained that the warships were sent to Cairo because of 
the political excitement in Cairo and in Alexandria. ”-Provi?zciaZ Paper, 

The British Navy, it seems, can still go anywhere. Why' 
not send a squadron to Moscow ? 

“Will Gentleman who picked Black Cat. up on Monday night, 
thinking it was lost, please return to . , 

“ Will the Man who Picked up Lady knocked down by Cycle kindly 
communicate with . • — Consecutive Advts, in Frovmcial Pajjyer, 

Erom the difference in the descriptions should we be justified 
in drawing the inference gentlemen prefer cats? 
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THE OLD WOELD JUSTIFIES ITS EXISTENCE. 

Umclb Sam “I DON'T TAKE MTJOH . STOCK IN AN BKEETB CONTINENT LIKE EUEC^E 
BDT H ^ ™ DSBS-IT FEOYIDES ADMIEABLE PLACES FOB MX HEEOES TO LAND ON. 







IN/IAN. 

A Veey IereguiiAr Ode. 

[Three-hundred-and-twenty ^ Manx- Ameri- 
cans and Manx-Oanadians, either born in 
Man or of Manx descent, arrived at Douglas 
on Saturday for a month’s visit, during which 
they are to be f^ted on a lavish scale.] 

Lo 1 o'er the unplumbed ocean, 
Impelled by fond emotion, 

The Transatlantic Manx, 

Eired by nostalgic urges, 

Eare forth across the surges 
Strong in their triple s banks — 
Stout magnates and lean dreamers, 
In liners or in steamers 
That carry oil in tanks ; 

Eaisers of hogs and cattle. 

Exiles from far Seattle, 

Moose Jaw and Medicine Hat — 
The lumberer, the teamster, 

Longing to meet a Deemster 
Or greet a tailless cat ; 

Erom glacial Alaska, 

Erom temperate Nebraska, 

In homing hordes they come, 
With wives, like Queens of Sheba, 
Who bring to gladden Greeba 
Eich gifts of chewing-gum. 

0 land of saintly odour, 

Home of the see of Sodor, 

Of Qlory Qwyle, Joh% Storm, 


Whose sons combine the graces 
Of all the Goidel races 
With large broad heads and faces. 
Oval or scutiform I 
What though Mancunian trippers, 
Flushed with champagne and 
kippers, 

Uplift the Charleston hoof 
In sumptuous dance-pavilions. 

Or dash about on pillions, 

Thou standest lone, aloof. 

Thy daughters are not sphinxes. 

Or bold and forward minxes. 

Or fast, like Nancy Hanks ; 

More like to Norah Creinas 
Than modern Messadinas 
Or ante-bellum Panes ; 

Not striving to be clever, 

But good, they never, never 
Provoke parental spanks. 

They are not filled with yearning 
To haunt the seats of learning 
Or offer up their thanks ^ 

Eor what is gained by leaning 
On Gosse or Wells or Dean Inge 
Or Israel Gollanoz. 

No, no, they love to ponder 
Upon the past and wander 
On Snaefell’s rugged flanks 

* See Encyclojpmdia Britannica, 


And watch, from glen and corrie. 

The ancienti realm of Orry 
Defiled by charabancs. 

Let others laud Verona, 

Home-town of Borneo's donah, 

I sing the praise of Mona, 

That wondrous Western isle. 
Where genial are the breezes, 

Where every prospect pleases 
And Man is never vile. 

TEe Mysteries of Authorship. 

'‘His v^ife has written a number of books, 
the majority of them autobiographies of dis- 
tinguished officials in the Army.” , 

Aifrstralian 

“ Thousands of Londoners lost half an hour 
of their business day through the collapse of an 
axle on a fruit-cart in the Strand to-day. 

For over half an hour traffic in the West 
End was affected by the jam created by this 
obstacle .” — Evening Taper, 

This is the most rapid instance of jam- 
making that has come to our notice. 

“A dramatic political drama was played at 
Bukharest last night when King Ferdinand 
called General Averescu, the Prime Minister, 
and asked him to resign.”— Paper, 

The Press has of course familiarised us 
with the kind of drama that is not 
dramatic. 




PUNCH, 0E‘ the LONDON CPIAEIVARL 


[June 15 , 1927 , 


^/!lCI cAniMr' r'Accc proportion to the needs of the popiila- Mr. Wriggle^ K,G* Milord, I ask for a 

MISLEADING CASES. Their arguments were supported ruling, 

XVII. — Bex V. The Licensing Justices by counsel of the most learned and ex- The Judge, You must not ask me for 

of Muddletown, pensive kind ; the Justices, all of whom a ruling before lunch. ^ 

Startling charges were made in this were vegetarians, accepted them, and Sir Oliver (continuing) said: Now, 

case to-day at the Muddletown Assizes the licence of The Blue Swan** was milord, neither the Licensing Justices 
by Sir Oliver Bott, K.O., in his opening not renewed. . nor the persons who appeared before 

speech for the prosecution. The arrest Now, milord, these well-meaning them to oppose the renewal of the 
and trial of the licensing justices have persons appear to be governed by two licence of “The Blue Swan” had ever 
aroused great popular enthusiasm ; main assumptions, both of them, in my entered “ The Blue Swan.” 
i cheering crowds surrounded the court, submission, milord, fallacious : One that The Judge, I never went to “The 
I and the Judges have received five the sole function and purpose of a Blue Swan.” 


thousand anonymous letters, 
couched about equally in the 
language of menace and con- 
gratulation. 

Sir Oliver, Milord, in this 
case the defendants are seven- 
teen Justices.of the Peace who 
are charged under the Public 
Health Acts with exposing the 
public to ah unhealthy and in- 
sanitary condition of affairs in 
the public bar of “The Bed 
Cow” inn, or, in the alterna- 
tive, with conduct conducive to 
a public nuisance. 

The facts are these. Until 
recent years there were two 
licensed houses in Sunset Street, 
“ The Bed Cow** at the western 
end, and “ The Blue Swan** at 
the eastern. . Each house had 
its own regular and sufficient 
client&le, but neither was over- 
crowded. The guests took their 
refreshment seated comfortably 
on benches and watched with 
interest, in the case of “ The 
Bed Cow,’* the game called 
darts, “ The Bed Cow ** was 
famous for darts, and “ The 
Blue Swan ** for skittles 

The Judge, Whatareskittles? 

Sir Oliver, Milord, I am in- 
' structed that skittles are a sort 
' of ninepin. 

The Judge, I thought it was 
a beverage. 

Sir Oliver, Perhaps your 
Lordship is thinking of the ex- 
pression “ Beer and skittles *’ ? 
(Latighter,) 

The Judge, Is not that the 
same as whisky-and-soda ? 
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Sir Oliver, But no doubt you 

I II I were called to the bar, milord. 
{Laughter,) 

The Judge, Many are called 
but few chosen. (Laughter,) 
Sir Oliver, And therefore, 
milord, they were wholly un- 
acquainted with the character 
J of “ The Blue Swan.** Both 
' I “The Blue Swan’* and “The 
Bed Cow ’* were social centres 
I corresponding, milord, in their 
different ways to the Athen- 
I aeum or the Bath Club. The 
I Bottle and Jug Department — 
I The Judge, What is that ? 

I Sir Oliver: Milord, I am in- 
1 structed it is a special counter 
I at which patrons attend with 
I their own jugs or other ves- 
I sels to purchase liquor for re- 
I moval and consumption off the 
premises. 

The J udge. Is there a Bottle 
I and Jug Department at the 
I Athenmum? 

I Sir Oliver, No, milord; the 
I Athenmum has an on-licence 
' only. 

The Judge, Then what has 
it got to do with this case ? 

Sir Oliver, Milord, if elderly 
Bishops were seen leaving the 
Atbenseum with jugs of stout 
in their hands the casual ob- 
server would form an impres- 
sion of the character of that 
Maid, “ Thebe a beogab at the back boob, M’m.” institution which would be 
“Tele him to go away.” largely unjust. And that is what 

xrf ™ ® ^ gesileman, M>m.” happened in the case of 

Mistress. “WEnti, ask him bound to the FBONT and .u KJI 

THEN TELD HIM.” *^^^86 two houses. The resi- 

; ; — dents of Sunset Street gathered 

public-houseisthesale and consumption I at these places, milord, for the ex- 





oi) Oliver, ^0, milord, it IS a game, of alcohol; and, two, that where there change of ideas and to discuss the 
^ dhe Judge. Very well. Don’t waste are two public-houses there will be sold news of the day, for the relation of 
time, Oliver ^ and consumed a greater^ quantity of their misfortunes, for mutual comfort, 

very alcohol than where there is only one. encouragement and advice, and in short 
good. Well, milord, “The Blue Swan The Judge, Two and two make four, for the legitimate purposes of social 
I was famous for skittles, and on several Sir Oliver. intercourse. On those premises, milord, 

occasions had won the challenge shield Sir Oliver. Milord, I am prepared to many a tired man and disappointed 

, 0 he bkittles Association, for which argue that. (Laughter.) woman have received from the society 

forty-seven public-houses in the district The Jiidge, kieyovLXQlfmgon Stagger of their fellows the spiritual content- i 

annually compete. NowattheLicens- y. Boot? .... . 


I ing Sessions it was represented to the Sir Oliver 
Justices by certain virtuojis persons nisipriussLO 
that two public-houses in one' street The Judge. 
was an excessive number and out of say to that ? 


o'rii • • ment which arms them for the trials of 

Sir OZzw*. No, milord; that was a the morrow and tends to develop in the 
nisi prius action, ^ ’ mind apolitical outlook of aconservative 

The J udge. What has Mr. Wriggle to rather than a revolutionary nature. An 


I Englishman’s home is his castle, milord, 




bub the public-house is a fortress of 
the Constitution, in which the germs 
of Bolshevism, milord, are imprisoned 
and sterilised by the loyal forces of 
good-fellowship and beer. And it would 
ill become His Majesty*s judges, milord, 
to countenance without good cause the 
diminution of these strongholds and so to 
encourage the growth of opinions which 
are hostile to existing institutions. 

The Judge, What has this to do 
with sanitation ? 

Sir Oliver, I am very grateful for your 
Lordship’s interruption. Milord, what 
happened, in fact, was this. After the 
closing of The Blue Swan,” milord, 
the clients of “The Blue Swan” did 
nob, as was anticipated, abandon the 
pursuit of good-fellowship and beer, 
but they transferred their custom to 
“The Bed Cow” instead. The only 
practice which they were forced to 
abandon was the innocent practice of 
skittles, for “ The Red Cow ” has no 
skittle-alley. It is not possible, milord, 
to drink beer and play skittles at the 
same time, so that the effect of the 
new conditions upon the former clients 
of “ The Blue Swan ” was that they 
drank not less beer bub more. 

Milord, “ The Red Cow,” catering for 
the clients of two houses instead of one, 
has become extremely over-crowded, 
so much so that at the busy hours of 
the day it is no long^ possible to play 


darts with safety and satisfaction. Mi- 
lord, a man cannot throw a dart at a 
small target and drink beer at the same 
time, so that the effect of the new con- 
ditions upon the old clients of “ The 
Red Cow ” has been that they drink 
not less beer but more. 

The interference, therefore, of the 
well-meaning persons already referred 
to in matters of which they had no 
practical understanding has resulted in 
a definite increase in the consumption 
of beer. Moreover, it is now consumed 
under unhealthy and degrading condi- 
tions. Most of the clients of “ The Red 
Cow ” must now take their refreshment 
standing instead of sitting; men and 
women are crushed together in circum- 
stances conducive to familiarity and 
vulgar talk, or stand pressed against 
the bar, where the propinquity of the 
bottles is a constant provocation to fur- 
ther indulgence. The atmosphere be- 
comes hot, smoky, malodorous and 
foul, and in place of the quiet conversa- 
tion of former years there is a deafening 
hubbub. Women complain that when 
they go out into the night air they take 
cold, and that they suffer head-aches, 
not from the beer, but from the noise 
and the atmosphere. Moreover, the 
noise makes it necessary to raise thei 
voice, the atmosphere affects the throat, 
and both these conditions stimulate the 
thirst, so that again not less alcohol is 


consumed, but more. The tone of “ The 
Red Cow ” is lower, and this has attracted 
a rougher element. U nder cover of the 
noise a vulgarity in conversation is pos- 
sible which was never present before ; 
vulgar talk leads to loose conduct, and 
the moral standards of Sunset Street 
have declined. 

Milord, it is the prosecution’s case 
that for all these evils the Licensing 
Justices are responsible. If well-mean- 
ing persons were to concentrate in the 
Athenaeum the members of several other ' 
clubs, it is probable that the Athenaeum 
would suffer a similar decline in social; 
amenities, in conversation and in moral, 
tone ; but the haunts of the rich are left, 
alone. Milord, the defendants have 
turned “ The Red Cow ” into a squalid, 
unwholesome and unhealthy resort; 
they must be taken to have foreseen 
the natural and necessary consequences 
of their unfortunate act, and they must ; 
pay the penalty. ^ f 

Loud cheers greeted the conclusion 
of Sir Oliver’s speech. The Court ad- j 
journed. | A. P. H. * 

The Way Out. I 

“ Are yon worried about your son’s future ? j 

End it all by booking him the Motor 

Course .” — Provincial Pa;per, , ; 

Could not the same result be achieved 
more easily by apprenticing him as a 
1 pedestrian ? 
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WHAT OUR PORTRAIT-PAINTER HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

SiUer. ‘‘People me cHAS0BABr.E, but you musi ow' I>v® been vebe good always coming m tee same feock.*’ 


THE VILLAGE ADVANOES. 

Tib summer now in Nefclingfold ; 

I cannot well disguise the truth ; 
But ah ! how different from the old 
^ Eemembered summers of my youth ! 
In Netlingfoid, since I was small, 
Transformed appears the rustic scene, 
Through lots of things, but most of all 
Through vapourising gasolene. 

In Netlingfoid, near Botley Gate, 

The woods are sweet, divine the air; 
The views in the immediate 
Vicinity have no compare. 

The jackdaws fly, the jackdaws perch, 
As long ago they used to do, 

About the belfry of the church, 
Eestored in 1872 . 

The bee still drains the nectared cup 
In gardens such as Mr. White’s, 
Though Colonel Brown’s has been cut up 
For eligible' building sites. 

In Shipcote Lane the roses bloom ; 

But time has calmed an old dispute : 
The annexe to the Eeading-room 
Is now the Women’s Institute. i 


Under the spreading chestnut-tree 
That lately lost its*,waxen stars 
The smith — a brawny man is he — 
Does small repairs for motor-cars. 
No honest toil he seems to shirk ; 

The manly sweat is on his brow ; 
The village children watch him work 
The petrol-pumping-station now. 

At eve he wipes aw^ay the sweat 
And sometimes sits beside his door, 
Tuning his little two- valve set, 

And sometimes steps into “ The Boar.” 

(‘‘The Boar” retains its rustic note, 
The earthen mugs, the alehouse bench ; 
“The Anchor” has a table d’hdte 
At three -and -six, with words ir 
French.) 

The dusk descends on Netlingfoid ; 

^ One hears the lowing cattle call ; 

Tne sunset fades away in gold 
Behind the motion-picture-hall ; 

The air with evening scents is sweet. 
The thrush retires, the church bell 
clangs ; - 
The Mothers* Annual Whitsun Treat 
W inds home in dark-green cbarabangs. 


The lovers in the leafy lanes 
See bats and barn-door owls go by ; 
And every hooting car that wanes 
Winks in the rear with one red eye. 

In Netlingfoid the hour grows late; 

How strange it seems to stand and hail 
The last lone ’bus for Botley Gate • 
While listening to the nightingale ! 
— ’ Evoe. 

Commercial Candour. 

From a house-agent’s advertisement 
“Elizabethan Residence.*— Co.’s water. 
Septic drains.”— jDaiZT/ 

We should think it only too probable. 

“The purchase of 100 novels by popular 
authors for a workhouse is a proof that Cam- 
berwell cares for its aged poor.” 

Weeldy Paper, 

But not, we are afraid, proof positive. 

From a calendar of events : — 

“8. 0 p.m.-rNew Theatre : TJieEat, 

8.15 p.m. — Queen’s College Concert ; The 
Pied Piper 

Oxford Magazine, 
They might have given the poor little 
beast a longer run. 
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TH E PLAY. tears it off, flings it on the ground and the family of the awful shame of pub- 

nr. ”'/T “^kes 8, dash for the door just as the licity. The Prince returns. That is 
‘The Gaedbh of Eden (Lyeic). Pnme Mmsfer and the Prince come in. Toni’s chance. “If I am to be bought,” 
I DON T know what The Garden of They are ceremonially attired. Ton% she cries, ‘‘ I am not to be bought with 
was w^n it was created a^ found of course, is not. She is in cami- a hundred thousand francs — I will have 
good by R. Bernau:^ and R. Oester- knickers. I think that is the word : if a million/' She will marry the Prince 
EEIOHER, but it ought to hav 0 been a not, it is cantilevers. Anyhow, they in the end. 

farce. Perhaps it was. And perhaps looked quite nice. Curtain of Scene 2, Parce, I say. But fortunately Toni 
Mr. adapted it, • Act II. ^ j^^as had to do a lot of absurd heroics 

brought in the forbidden Iruit of melo- Act III. finds us in Paris again, Toni about snobbery and caste and true love, 
dramatic comedy. and her adopted mother in despair and She was not bad, like the other girls ; 

Consider what occurs. Toni Lebrun a boarding-house. But the telephone- she only danced to earn her living. She 
danced in the Palais de Paris, a kind of bell begins to ring. The escapade is has wept tears in the arms of the dresser 


cabaret which displayed 
bare legs and concealed on 
the premises a cabinet 'par- 
ticulier: Here the propriet- 
ress made her sup with 
a wealthy young ^ patron, 
whose advances so incensed vli® 

her that she bashed him 
over the head with a bottle 
of champagne. The dresser f ^ 

in the cabaret happened to I / u..^. 

be a baroness, who saved / 

everything she earned in / 

order to spend three weeks I /T| 

in every year at Monte / jlj I 1/ 1 

Carlo, where there is “ pure / / i 

air.*’ She takes the fright- / r^j t IJ j 11 

ened Toni away with her i / X ' 

on one of these visits, fortun- / / Jf ^ rHfX 

ately fust due to occur, yV , / / 

Toni is to pretend to be her ^ ^.S 

daughter. 

At Monte Carlo, palatial 
surroundings and the inevit- \ 

able nice young man. He j'l jj 

is to marry TonL All is j 

well. The wedding-feast is I 

prepared. The presents are \ 

on the table. The guests \ 

have arrived — uncles and \ 

aunts, full of pomposity and J \ ^ 

pretence. But amongst ^ 1 

them there arrives the snake, | 

Toni's supper-partner at tho 
cabaret. He renews his sug- ^ 

gestions, and to be rid of m • r ? . 

Km Tmi decides to tell all. t 7 ' 

A x>nnce M%guel . 

yp PnJ Mm 

abuddingdiplomat, believes, 
alas, in rank, position and all those I known 


Zm 




cabaret wnicii aispiayea baroness and sobbed about 

bare legs and concealed on faithlessness of her 

the premises a cabinet par- fiancL That is to say, she 

ticulier^ Here the propriet- asked for our genuine 

ress made her sup with I emotions, which makes the 

a wealthy young^ patron, finale either nauseating or 

whose advances so incensed nonsensical, whichever you 

her that she bashed him please, or both. I don’t 

over the head with a bottle /""“X suppose Miss Tadludah 

of champagne. The dresser f ^ Bankhead cared. She could 

in the cabaret happened to j carry it all off, and did, with 

be a baroness, who saved / queer husky voice and 

everything she earned in / tossed hair and sudden tran- 

order to spend three weeks / //I / sitions from graces to gauch- 

in every year at Monte / /m jj ,1 aSB^ eries. At the telephone she 

Carlo, where there is “ pure j hf is quite* superb, and I have 

air.” She takes the fright- / ri\ / // /y/' made a considerable study 

ened Toni away with her j X of stage telephonists. Nor 

on one of these visits, fortun- / / ^ f fT] Jj/ V I If do I know in or out of which 

ately fust due to occur, y V , / / dresses she is most 

Toni is to pretend to be her dh ^ attractive to behold, 

daughter. ^74 ^ Moore took the 

At Monte Carlo, palatial of the dresser who was 

surroundings and the inevit- \ ^ baroness. It seemed 

able nice young man. He yi /I y to me that she played it ax- 
is to marry TonL All is 1 / mm/////////j ceedingly well, but my ac- 

well. The wedding-feast is I / quaintance with theatrical 

prepared. The presents ai^e \ I / dressers is so small that I 

on the table. The guests \ / / find it hard to be absolutely 

have arrived — uncles and \\ ] f sure. Mr. Eric Matdrin 

aunts, full of pomposity and \ \ was as usual a good if rather 

pretence. But amongst ) restl^s villain. But can you 

them there arrives the snake, call it 7 villain” in a piece 

ITowi’s supper-partner at tho ' - like this? 

cabaret, ferenewshissug- of EDEN Nobody else had very much 

gestions and to be rid of COSTUME OF EDEN. ^ Win- 

§im Si Sides to^t^^^^^^ Miss Tallulah Bankhead. liams, as the young man who 

mm 10 m oeciaes to teu au. i>rince Miguel Mr. George Bellamy. thought too much of familv 

■ • • M.. Bo..» M.™..™., 

alas, in rank, position and all those known, A newspaper will give Tom in his rather inglorious rdle. Mr. Hino 
other things with which in romantic I don’t know how many thousand Galvani, who is a London dancing- 
comedy nice young men* have nothing francs for an account of her life. She master in Lope at the Duke of York s, 
whatever to do. Agonising moments is wanted also for a dramatic sketch apparently dances across to the Lyric 
follow, in which nobody knows what is called “Enter the Bride in Undies.” to be a Monte Carlo dancing-master in 
to happen about the marriage. Shall Reappears the Prince-Miguel de Santa The Garden of Eden every night. You 
it go on or shall it stop ? The Prime Bocca—mo other ; gallant roui of can scarcely dance better than that, can 
Minister (M. Briand V) is expected as a seventy- five. He has been so charmed 

guest and with him Prince Miguel de with the Monte Carlo display of lingerie There were a good many w^-deserved 

SaniaiJocca, the richest man in Europe, and is so desirous of spiting his re- recalls for Miss Taddudah B^khead, 
as we are several times informed. I was latives that he offers Toni his hand. and from time to time th^e broke out 
glad about this, because I had always While he is awaj; settling the busi- a good many of those loud noises which 
wanted to know who the richest man ness part of the affair, one of the uncles are called guffaws, tod appear to be the 
in Europe was appears with an offer of a hundred normal reaction to underwear. Some 

One of bhe aunts has presented Toni thousand francs (the value of the franc people must have an awfu% merry time 
with her beautiful wedding-gown. After was never etated during this play) if over the advertisement columns in the 
a violent and acrimonious debate, Teni Toni will clear out of Paris and relieve daily Press. Evob. 


THE COSTUME OF EDEN. 

Toni Lehrun Miss Tallulah Bankhead. 

Trince Miguel Mr. George Bellamy. 

The Prime Minister .... Mr. Robert Mawdesley. 
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_ „ qood*s counting-house, bound to each to resolve diligently to attend to their 

When Crummles Flaved ^ friendship and a masters^ interests for the future. The 

(Ltric, Hammersmith). common interest in their good master’s guilty stole away to give themselves up 

Mr. Nigeii Fuayfair has again con- affairs. Enter the snake into to justice; the others presumably stayed 

trived to entertain us with one of his this paradise of industry. Poor Gem'ge^ for the Harlequinade. One imagines 
ingeniously faked antiques. But I am seduced from the path of virtue with the angry ghost of Mr. George Lielo 
afraid he is a sad hypocrite. In a note businesslike despatch, learns that a stalking through the bare corridors of 
on the programme he protests that he price has to be paid for favours conferred the Lyric confounding Mr. Nigee Plat- 
does not intend the audience to think on assiduous, or thrust upon reluctant, fair’s impertinence, 
the Crummies company bad actors or cavaliers. A bag of gold from his trust- It was interesting to note how often 
Lieeo’s play, George Barnwell ^ or The ing master’s safe is but a first instalment, the sound stuff in this ill-used honest 
London Merchant^ a bad play, while soon consumed. Messrs. Montmorency ghost’s play got through the producer’s 
he devotes the best of his pleasantly- and Stuart were evidently in those days entanglements, particularly when JlfiZZ- 
perverted talents to an outrageous rag not so ready with their offers of assist- toood^ that stout sinner and preinature 
of the technique of the old romantic 1 ance in such embarrassments. One must suffragette, burst into her philippic 
school ofplayers, and ex- against the society that 


aggerated emphasis of 
all the points which, to 
an ultra - sophisticated 
and persistently flippant 
1927 .audience, make 
Lieeo’s passionate seri- 
ousness entirely ridicu- 
lous. I wonder, by the 
way, how many trage- 
dies of Shakespeare 
treated in this manner 
could make us rock with 
rude laughter. Let me 
commend Coriolanus to 
the Hammersmith icon- 
oclast as occasion for a 
further downward step 
in his degraded career 1 
Meanwhile let me ex- 
press my gratitude to 
him, for an original and 
highly-diverting enter- 
tainment. . f 
The prologue intro- 
duces us to“thostage of 
the Portsmouth Theatre 
a century ago or there- 
*abouts.” YonugNicho- 
las Nicklebyis engaged 
by the kindly old Vin- 
cent Crummies and 
made acquainted with 
the original blood- 
drinker,” 2frs. Vincent, 
with the simpering 



WHEK CRUMMLES PLAYED AT HAMMERSMITH. 

Mr. Vincent Crummies {as Thorowgood) , . . Mr. Wilfred Shine. 
Mrs* Vincent Crummies (as Mrs, Millwood) . . Miss Miriam Lewes. 
Master Crummies {as Geo^'ge Barnwell) .... ]\Ib. Ernest Thesiger, 


against the society that 
liad made her what she 
was, and delivered her 
spirited apology for her 
own life. Indeed one sup- 
poses that Miss Miriam 
Lewes was throughout 
with difficulty restrained 
from making her Mill- 
wood a real human being 
(in the romantic tradi- 
tion) instead of a mere 
figure of fun. 

Mr. Wilfred Shine’s 
bland imitation of a barn- 
stormer was an adroit 
business. Mr. Ernest 
Thesiger roguishly en- 
joyed his George — a 
masterpiece of sardonic 
caricature; Miss Her- 
MioNE Baddeeey never 
forgot that Ninetta was 
supposed not to be able 
to act for toffee, and her 
assumed air of vacant 
imbecility was admir- 
ably maintained. Mr. 
Richard Gooeden was 
nob so conscientious; 
while Miss Nadine 
March occasionally 
broke through the pro- 
ducer’s bonds with ex- 
cellent effect, otherwise 
capably presenting the | 


infant prodigy, Ninetta, and her two stab one’s kind old uncle to satisfy the grotesquely artificial interpretation im- 
brothers, and with the disgruntled daughter of the horse-leech. Murder posed on her. Mr. William Lugg was 
members of the company, whoplausibly most foul duly accomplished, “ the fam- allowed to give us an honest, charming 
complain that the best parts are always ous Skipping-Rope Hornpipe is danced little study of poor old Uncle BamwelL 
kept in the family. George Barmoell] by the Famous Terpsicborean Trio" — I do not remember to have seen a harle- 

the unhappy apprentice, is assigned to Mrs* and Miss Ninetta Crummies and quinade as competent or as genuinely di- 
Master Crummies (Mr. Ernest Thbsi- Miss Belvawney (Miss Penelope Spen- verting as this restoration by Mr. Scott’ 
ger), the lovelorn Maria to Nimtta cer); and to see Miss Miriam Lewes RussELL(CZot<;n),Mr.GooLDEN(Pa 7 ^Za- 
(MissHEEMiONEBADDELEY), the wicked bravely turning somersaults and at Zoo?i), Miss Baddelby (OoZ?^m6me), and 
Millwood to Mrs* Vincent (Kiss MmiAVi the same time striving to sustain the that graceful intelligent dancer, Miss 
Lwnbs), George' s loy si inend, Trueman, dignity of the aloof tragedienne w'as Penbloi^e Silencer (JETurZejm^j). 
to young Master P* Crummies (Mr. alone worth the price of admission. Amostingeniouslyplannedandenter- 
RichardGoolden) ; C?’WwzwiZ^5 (Mr.WiL- Then back to tragedy — arrest, remorse taining evening* Moralists may well 

FRED Shine) himself takes the worthy of poor George, defiance of the unrepent- wag their heads over our complete in- 
merchant, Thorotogood; M7\ Nicldeby ant MZZti?oo^, the scaffold. At which sensibility to the claims of virtue. T. 

(Mr. Robert Haslam) draws a blank, point the apprentices in pit and gallery 

and wo are ready for the performance, were supposed to dissolve in tears, to Miss Ruth Draper is giving a Recital 
Beholdthe two apprentices in TAoroiy- forswear wine, women and horses, and in support of the Invalid Children’s Aid 
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Association, onMonday.JuneSOfch, 9.30, 
at 25, Park Lane. Tickets (21/- and 15/-) 
may be obtained from the Marchioness 
of Titchpield, 16, Portman Square, 
W.l; Mrs. Eathbone, 39, Oadogan 
Gardens, S.W,3, or Miss Marjorie 
Jessel, at the Offices of the Invalid 
Children’s Aid Association, 117, Picca- 
dilly, W.l. 

This good cause is known to all who 
are interested in the care of children. 
It is at present in urgent need of funds 
for the establishment of a home at 
West Wickham, Kent, to extend its 
accommodation for the treatment of 
children with rheumatic hearts, of whom 
there are ten thousand in London alone. 
Those who sympathise with the suffer- 
ings of these ‘‘heart cripples” are in- 
vited to send gifts to the Secretary of 
the Association at the address given 
above. 

The annual Theatrical Garden Party 
in aid of the Actors* Orphanage will be 
held on June 21st, from 3.0 to 7.0, at' 
the Eoyal Hospital Gardens, Chelsea. 
Amongst this year’s many diversions 
there will be a steeple-chase, complete 
with bookies, in which the mounts will 
all .be Clydesdales; the Hay market 
Theatre will invite you to fish for 
champagne on yellow sands (real cham 
pagne and real sand) ; and the Countess 
of Carlisle and her friends will figure 
in a mannequin parade. Tickets (3s.) 
may be obtained at all theatre agencies 
or from the Hon. Secretary, 3, Middle 
Temple Lane, E.C. Postal Orders and 
cheques should be made payable to the 
Actors* Orphanage. 


LONGS AND SHORTS. 

Encouraged by the success which 
has attended theissue, by Messrs. Ernest 
Benn, of a recent series of sixpenny 
selections from the works of great 
authors, from Scott to Sitwell, the 
new and enterprising House of Boomer 
and Bopp announce their intention of 
carrying the principle even further in 
regard to choice of subject, manner of 
treatment and lowprice. Theirprojected 
Penny Library, which will be bound in 
crimson crash with an asbestos jacket, 
will start with a work concisely named 
Memorable Monosyllables from Modern 
Minstrels^ and designed to illustrate the 
remarkable advance which has been 
ihade in the present century in the 
effective use of laconic, but at the same 
time ornamental, objurgation. It is 
shown that, whereas the old writers 
depended for the maintenance of their 
repute on quotations of lines, couplets or 
even quatrains, the moderns refrain from 
imposing this strain on the memory, 
and achieve immortality by the high 
explosive impact of .a single word. 


Another attractive series which 
Messrs. Boomer and Bopp announce is 
that entitled, “ Tiny Tomes on Tremen- 
dous Themes,” edited by Sir Oliver 
Lodge, in which the following volumes, 
also to be issued at a penny a-piece, are 
in active preparation : — 

Belativiiy, in Words of One Syllable, 
by the Editor; Bio-Chemistry for 
Babes, by Professor Julian Huxley; 
Theosophy for Tiny Tots, by Mrs. Annie 
Besant ; '■Frjrtn Hammurabi to Holly-^ 
wood : A History of Civilisation, by the' 
Hon. Anthony Asquith; The Evolu- 
tion of the Vamp, by Miss Tallulah 
Bankhead ; Aristides or Machiavelli ? 
by Lord Beavbrbrook. 

With a large latitude of view which 
cannot be too highly commended, the 
firm have at the same time resolved to 


consult the wishes of that section of the 
reading public which demands full mea- 
sure. They accordingly announce the 
immediate publication of a novel by a 
new writer with the arresting and un- 
familiar title of The Inconstant Imp. It 
describes a morning in the life of a 
modern child, and will extend to three 
million words. This will be followed 
by The Immortal Houri, a romance of 
re-incarnation, in which the successive 
appearances on the planet of the heroine, 
from the period of the prehistoric cave- 
men to that of the cabaret, are traced 
with the utmost exuberance of realistic 
detail. Their reader, who unfortunately 
died before he had perused more than a 
quarter of the MS., pronounced it to ba 
“ a work altogether unparalleled in the 
annals of prolificacy.” 
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A TREMEHDOUS TITLE. 

[Ill the group of tribes hiiowii as theYoruba, 
dwelling in the hinterland of Lagos, the best 
known is the Oyo, and the “ Alafin ” or King 
of Oyo is the direct representative of the old 
Yoruba power.] 

I CRAVE no handle or tag to my name ; 
I seek not to climb to a dubious fame 
By official recognition; 

“ Sour grapes,” you 'J1 say ; but, with 
hand on heart, 

I proudly repel that stingless dart 

And swear that to be a peer or hart 
"Was never my ambition. 

It adds to my cup no drop of gall 

To know that nobody ever, will call 

Me or my son, whatever befall, 

Lord Lombardstown of Golden Ball, 
Lord Filmer of Orookhaven, 

Lord Eampington of Waters tock, 

Lord Skrine of Drome, Lord Hammer 
of Knock, 

Or even Lord Swann of Avon. 

Such names are exceedingly large and 
fine, 

But it does not cause me to grieve or 
pine 

When I think that none of the lot will 
shine 

In gold on my tomb engraven. 

And yet there’s a title I’d love to wear, 
Uncoveted by the millionaire 

Or those who travel steerage — 

A title of rich, euphonious sound. 
Though nob in Lebrett or Burke to be 
found, 

Or any other Peerage. 

Let others aspire to become O.M.’s 

Or wear Grand Crosses bedecked with 
gems, 

Quaffingfromglasseswithdelicate stems 
Champagne, Tokay or Noyau : 

The title that I desire to win 

And afterwards bequeath to my kin 

Is the Alafin of Oyo. 

For he is the chief and king of the clan 
Which, as the ancient records we scan, 
Has always held its place in the van 

Of the tribes that are called Yoruba ; 
And, though the strength of this central 
state 

Has visibly shrunk and dwindled of 
late, 

He is a benevolent potentate 

And not a pretentious Pooh-Bah. 

I picture him, in his hours of ease, 
Calmly and peacefully shelling peas 

Or holding jubilant jamborees 
’Neath a huge and gorgeous umbrella ; 
Or, when the call of battle is strong, 

To the beat of drum and the clash of 
gong ■ - 

At the bead of his warriors marching 
along, 

Like the conquering youth of Pella. 

*Tis a splendid life, though the ‘climate’s 
hot 

And though the royal memi does not 
Include roast beef (aloyau ) ; 

Still, though my candidature might fail 
Through, a colour-bar on faces pale, 

No matter ; in dreams I frequently hail 
With a confident “ Ahoy 0 ! ” 

The ship of fancy that over the main 
Bears me in triumph to rule and reign 
As the Alafin of Oyo. 

THE TRUTH ABOUT THE BOOK-LENDER. 

The book -lender is usually repre- 
sented as a long-suffering martyr shud- 
dering at the impending loss of some 
treasure, but too much of the perfect 
little gentleman to refuse the requests 
of his conscienceless friends. 

As a matter of fact he is as often as 
not a common nuisance whom the con- 
science of his friends and the severity 
of our criminal law save from violent 
abatement. 

The- man who suffers from a burning 
desire to lend books is nob perhaps 
quite so common as that other philan- 
thropist whose eagerness to part with 
his surplus wealth on sindple note of 
hand once graced our letter-boxes with 
quite the most aristocratic stationery 
they ever contained, bub it is less easy 
to withstand his importunity. 

The mere fact that he has found a 
volume ** jolly good” fills him with an 
intense longing to lend it to you, re- 
gardless of your own literary tastes. 
Indeed he does not even wait for a 
book that has pleased him. If it has 
bored him stiff he none the less presses 
it upon you with the flattering remark 
that he ‘Svould like to have T/our 
opinion.” 

^ You may have announced that, ever 
since you met a sergeant-major in the 
flesh, your admiration for cave-men 
has waned appreciably, but Women and 
Wahiiit'Trees will go home among your 
Modern memoirs may have 
moved you to the dictum that you like 
your fiction undisguised, bub you will 
not thus escape the loan of The Scav- 
enging of Ealf-a-Gentnry, 

No successful method of coping with ' 
a confirmed book-lender has yet been 
devised, though the question has occu- 
pied some of the best brains in the 
country (my own). Even the plea that 
you are unfortunately quite illiterate 
would ' only make him virge you to 
retain possession of the' volume until 
you had learned to read, 

The last thing that seems to enter 
the head of the book-lender is that the 
attempt to choose your reading matter 
for you is as impertinent as an offer to 
supplement your wardrobe. A stout 
host seldom insists on a lean guest 

donning one of his dress- waistcoats, or 
carrying away an outsize in plus-fours 
because he is sure ‘*you will enjoy 
wearing it.” 

Possibly in this thought may be found 
a suggestion for the cure which we have 
so long been seeking. At any rate it 
is worth trying. The next book-lender 
to offer me a loan will receive in x'eturn 
a pressing x'equest to wear my boots 
for a few days. “ They fit me,” I shall 
say, “perfectly” (or imperfectly) “and 
I shall be interested to know what 
you think of them.” 

SUMMERY AXE. 

My topographical knowledge of Lon- 
don east of St. Paul’s is inexact, but I 
was reluctant to admit this to my fair 
country cousin when she suggested that 
I should escort her on a business visit 
to St. Mary Axe, as she pronounced it. 

“ ‘ Simmery Axe,’ we call it,” I cor- 
rected her. 

“ Why 7 ” she demanded. 

‘‘ Because it happens to be the London 
pronunciation,” I said. ^^John Welling- 
ton Wells, if you remember ” 

“ Eot ! ” she scofi'ed. 

When we emerged from the Bank. 
Station I found the City more com- 
plicated than it' had seemed to be on 
the map which I bad privily studied, 
and after an abortive venture into the 
labyrinth I was fain to consult a police- 
man. 

“ Where ^ ” ho queried. 

“ Simmery Axe,” I repeated. 

“ Oh, you mean St, Mary Axe,” said 
he. “ Second to the right, third to the 
left ” (or vice versCi), 

“ Ee called it St. Mary Axe,” my 
cousin remarked. 

“No doubt he is a countryman born,” 

I explained. “ Pew Londoners are big 
enough for the City Police.” 

She must have confused my memory 
of the policeman’s directions, for much 
bewildered wandering failed to bring us 
to our objective and I was constrained 
to consult a telegraph-boy. 

Where?'* he said. 

“ Simmery Axe,” I repeated in a firm 
voice. 

“Oh, you mean St, Mary Axe,” said 
the lad with a sniggei*. “ Second to 
the left, third to the right ” (or vice 
versd), 

“He’s country-born too, of course,” 
observed my cousin, “ I suppose few 
Londoners are small enough to be tele- 
graph-boys.” 

At length we got there, and I thought 
it ungracious of my cousin to suggest 
that i would probably have had less 
dififioulty in finding my way to Simmer- 
tin’s Lane. But it is called Simmery 
Axe, isn’t it 7 
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' V ‘Ilf ' 

^ hanmoap tab a p.shbb wantin’ an arm.” 
dimJ husband catches as many fish as ihb othbes, doesn’t he?” 

Qmxe . Oo AP, HE DABS THAT ; ETJI WHEN HE GANGS BACK TAB THE HOTBR HB OANNA SHOW THE SIZE O’ TUB 


BIO YIN HE LOST.' 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

[By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 
extracts from The Diary of Lady Frederick Cavendish 
(iVLuK^T),now admirably edited by her brother-in-law, Mr. 
. woven throughout on a double strand of 

interest. Undesigned revelations of a singularly beautiful 
character, gay and graphic little pictures of mid-Victorian 
domesticities, functions and philanthropies, are the main 
stay of five hundred pages, a political viotif coming upper- 
most hero and there. The remainder, about one-sixth of 
the whole, IS mtimatsly concerned with Gladstone’s return 
to office yia Midlothian, the Irish imbroglio resulting in the 
resignations of Lord Cowpbr and W. E. Eor steb” Glad- 
stone s appointment of Lord Frederick Oavenjdish as 
ORSTER s successor, and the Chief Seoretarv’s murder two 
days after bis appointment. After the tragedy in Phoenix 
Park Lady Frederick’s diary was never resumed, but 
something of what happened during those terrible hours 
was add^ afterwards, and is here supplemented by a pa^re 
or two of her sisters reminiscences. The story ironically 
opens with ^dy Frederick’s loss of a two-pound bet 
that Unde William ” woudd never again take office. Its 
climax IS Gladstone’s visit of condolence to his niece on 
the evening after the murder. “I said to him as he was 
leaving me, ■ Uncle William, you must never blame your- 

questionof that. Hesubsequentlyadded,“PoorForsterl ” 
It IS only fair to note that Gladstone’s insensitiveness was 
ot undeniable service in supporting Lady Frederick’s forti- 

nnarr. u “expedient that 

fhffT people.’’ To have suggested 

that hei^ husband had been unwisely sacrificed would have 


shatter^ her consolation. On Gladstone’s departure she 
said, “ He is like an oak to lean against.” Truly the Vic- 
torians were well served by their devotions. 

U* U. WoRTHAJi received a letter from 

the subject of this boo^ — Oscar Brovming (Constable) 

on a matter that the sender considered of the greatest import- 
ance, namely, the writingof his life. The great 0. B. of Eton 
and Cambridge legend was then eighty-six, but talked 
lightly and discursively of Eoyalties at Home (where ho 
was then living), of journalistic engagements and of going to 
the opera two nights in succession. ' His doctors, he said, 
piophesied that ho would reach the century, but in a few 
months more he was dead and Mr. Wortham was alreaxly 
beginning to disentangle from the mass of papers at-Coutt^ 
Bank the trim story of the great IIohnby row, which re- 
sulted in O. B. leaving his successful House at Eton and 
migrating to a new sphere of educational activity at King’s, 

A resulting book is well done, and was well 

worth doing, if only to remind a forgetful world that Oscar 
^BOWNiNG was not merely a comic figure among Cambridge 
dons, but a pioneer of reformed education in days before 
most public-school headmasters eared in the least about 
such matters. His House at Eton stood out in the early 
seventies as a veritable oasis in a barren desert, but his 
central Idea that pupils were human beings and might safely 
e treated as such was too far in advance of those times. 

^ dignity, and, even at King’s, 

Browing was held by some to be sadly lacking in that 
quahty. However that may be, he did a great work in 
^e sacred cause of education and he did much to make 
Pg 3. en he .went there it was still an appanage of 
Eton ; when he was turned out of his last Cambrfflge office 


''"i 


S: 
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it; was, intellectually, as important as 
any college in the University. What 
King’s would have been without 0. B. 
no man can say, but it is certain that 
many memories of Cambridge would 
have less colour if he had stayed on 
as a master at Eton till he was super- 
annuated. 


Straphangers (Selwyn and Blount) 
contrives 

To give you a share in the varied lives 
Of a number of people whom you may 
meet 

On any old day in any old street. 

There are riveters, pugilists, men who 

* fly 

And write smoke-messages on the sky. 
Chorus gentlemen — sad young sparks— 
Men who look after the birds in the 
parks, 

Men who shovel and hack and hew 
The holes that the underground Tubes 
go through, 

Private detectives, men in drains, 
Trainers of horses, drivers of trains — 
All of them built like me or you, 

But up to something that we can’t do. 

Yet Arnold Palmer lays special stress 
On their modest and ‘‘nice ordinari- 
ness” ; 

And perhaps they are so, but all the 
same 

There isn’t one that is dull or tame — 
A salient point that ’s possibly due 
To the trick of the expert interview 
Which takes what the subjects have to 
give 

And adds the touches that make them 
•live. 


Admirers of the work and personality 
of Sargent, on the whole a shrewder 
and more catholic body than the critics 
who disparage them, deserve, I feel, 
a happier memorial of the master than 
last year’s exhibition at Burlington 
House. As much of the essential John Sargent (Heine- 
mann) as anyone can hope to encounter now is recaptured 
by the Hon. Evan Charteris in what will probably prove the 
definitive life of the painter — a well-documented uncon- 
tentious biography, designed chiefly to explain why Sargent 
worked as he did and what were the influences that shaped 
him. His boyhood as a child of rich Americans in Europe 
is fully described. “ Claire ” Claiemont played the piano 
at one of his Florentine dancing-classes, and “ Vernon Lee ” 
(who contributes an invaluable sketch of him) was a fellow- 
explorer of Papal Eome. Even in those days his genius 
had its own bent. He rendered a child’s visual values and 
never drew out of his head. His mother’s sympathy secured 
him Paris ; and the atelier of Carolus Duran taught him to 
“ exprimer le maximum- au moyen du minimum'' Followed 
his first sight of America at twenty ; his split with Paris at 
twenty-eight; his choice of London with its abundant but 
not swift I justification. All is handled on a generous scale; 
indeed I caught myself wishing that the adage of ‘^Cara- 
00L.Us’\had impressed ihe biographer as. well as the 
biographee, Yet‘ nothing would have induced me to forgo 


the detail that animates the book’s estimate of contem- 
porary French schools, its amusing record of the relations 
between Sargent and Monet, and its attractive indica- 
tion (on which I could enlarge myself) of the former’s 
interest in the Pre-Eaphaelites. ’Ail that a sympathetic 
choice of reproductions can do for Sargent’s work’ is 
done by the illustrations. 

Miss Mary Cair’s After All is bffered by her publisher 
Thornton Butterwoeth) “ to that large public which pre- 
ers simplicity to the involutions of modem psychology, 
and romance to the depressing’ realism of many of the 
novelists of the present day.” There is indeed much sim- 
plicity and romance, little psychology, involuted or other, 
and even less* realism,' so that the large public can with- 
out foreboding stretch out its hands for this artless tale. 
It Marry, a lovely young widow, who, having satis- 
factorily buried her brutal husband after ten years of dread- 
ful unhappiness, drives to the station with such a look upon 
her'faoe that a brave rich gentleman, EuherPMalladse, who 
has had time in a traffic block to examine her at leisure 
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and undetected, swears that this is the only girl in the world the athletic bloods of Vincent’s, and also in so roany phases 
for him. As luck would haye it, Mary the widow absent- of social life that his creator may justly be accused of over- 
mindedly went past her station, put up at the local inn in- working him. Until be got his bearings the British aristoc- 
stead of retracing her steps and, taking the punt at dusk, racy acted like strong wine upon Dan, and I am afraid 
met of all people the brave rich gentleman in a canoe. As that I derived more amusement from a certain Lord Dew- 
prompt as he was brave, he made love that evening; pro- herry than 1 was meant to. But these are unimportant 
posed, and successfully, next morning. This is, of course, matters in a book that deals freely, on the whole fairly, with 
I too easy. But trouble is in store. The lady to whom real problems, and is full of sound sense and observation. 

' is going as a companion has a son. It happens that Etihert I commend it to all Oxonians, and especially to those 
has reclaimed him time and again from drink, and now, who were up before the arrival of the Ehodes scholars 
hearing that he has disappeared somewhere in Morocco, and the feminine legions. 

must forthwith fly over there to save him, sending by ' 

the chauffeur a note to a lady in black, answering to the It is a pity that on the first page of his Twelve Tales 
name of Afar?/ (he didn’t remember to ask her surname when (Hutchinson) Mr. Fbankau commits this horrible sen- 
he proposed, careless hero I). Of course the chauffeur de- tence — “ She was all shapely was the Lady Lilian.” But 
livers it to the really wicked Lady Harben, who has sworn that ’s the worst of him. The best is that he can tell a story 
to desert her excellent husband and marry his friend Hubert, with vigour and some sense of colour, and in particular can 
come what may. How our young authoress unravels this describe a good run with hounds, as he does in the first of 
tangle and After All recovers her Hubert, who has been hisdozen, thereby redeeming it ; yet one can hardly feel that 
sold as a slave to a Jew in El Ksar, I must leave to the the all-shapely LiZiWs doubt as to whether she should sell 
large public to find out. i j herself to the rich Jew 


large public to find out. 

Last year Mr. E. H. 
Lacon Watson earned 
the praise of the critics 
' with his story of The 
Strange Family, and 
those who enjoyed that 
quiet and thoughtful 
record should read the 
further instalment 
now offered in Btidolf 
Strange (Hoddeb and 
Stoughton). They will 
not be disappointed, for 
it is no less thoughtful, 
and it is, I think, even 
quieter. The earlier 
chronicle saw Budolf 
safely through his Cam- 
bridge days ; he has 
now to earn his living. 
He in called to the Bar, 
but is too ■ diffident to 
practise and tries journ- . 
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A GLIMPSE OP THE OBVIOUS, 
Lady , “Youb bald, partner I” 


money-magnate to save 
herhouseandherhorses 
was worth resolving. 
There is a certain 
machine-finish to these 
tales which takes them 
out of the class which 
are a pleasure to read 
for their workmanship, 
and Mr. Ebankau is 
hardly able to interest 
us completely in those 
which depend less upon 
treatment than upon in- 
cident. We meet again 
that witty fellow, Peter 
Jackson, with his 
staunch idealism; and 
the story of his tempta- 
tion to return to the 
cigar trade and abandon 
his rather unsatisfac- 
tory ex-service agricul- 
turistsdoes, even though 


ahsm, ^m which he is rescued by his (and our) old friend, exciting detail is lacking, hold the attention. The best 
Jo?i7i?/Trann<7,whopersuadeshimtojointhestaffofaminor yarn is perhaps “The Treasures,*’ a tale of revenge; and 
jgibHc school. At this point, and without any warning, the story told by the old Maori of how the first white 
Emoljs sister Elsie arrives on the scene, and, although she man and the first one-toed horse came into the world and 
rans his career as a schoolmaster, she undoubtedly saves helped each other is well invented. We are spared mere 
the book, winch had become so quiet as to be practically magazine love-stories. Wherever the romantic theme is 
maudible. Bndolf returns to London, where he takes up touched on there is always some attempt at characterisation 
journalism again, with better fortune; he also achieves and atmosphere to redeem it from banality, 

success in love, at his third or fourth attempt, and on his — — 

engagement the story closes. If we are to hear of BudolJ Oliver de Bellew was accused of committing The Murder 
again— and he is still m the twenties— I hope Mr. Lacon at Crome Hotise (Collins), and was acquitted. But suspi- 

for colour don remained, and it was to clear this away that Jams 
w /f itf; f K V bread and butter if he hkes- Flint took up the chase after the real murderer. The sensa- 
but It must not be- thin butter and bread. tional fiction of to-day is so apt to be almost disturbingly 

TYiontr foiAc vf u ‘Li. that it is a relief to find a tale of this uewre that 

So many tales of TJmveisity life have been written and has a note of restraint. Its authors G H and 

'Wlfcb success that Mr. Jams Sazon Mabgaeet Cole, instead of transporting their huWs and 
Chiedebs can at any rate be congratulated upon his courage hunted at break-neck speed by oar and aeronlane have 
Sfrau, (Appeetok). Its herols actuaUy adopted mere tS as I r^asSabr^rme^^^ 

Fan Steele, a Abodes Mholar, whose father was an Ohio of transit. They deserve a.ndark of distinction for that, 
meat-packer, and Mr. Chiedbes, in foacmg Dare’s career, Headers who race may be surprised to find themselves 
Bcr« L®' ibummatmg account of the Oxford of to-day. assisting at a Oesarewitch run on a Saturday: but this 
nfflfr f ^ “®“ber of his coUege toroid which went should not be a fatal objection to a thri’Uer that wraaran^ 

I head of the rivei, as a lawn-tennis blue hobnobbing with pleasantly to occupy two or three idle hours. ^ 
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W E are asked to contradict the rumonr 
that a well-known Society girl is giving 
a bail for her d6bntanto mother. 

« 

A theatrical manager says that play- 
goers in the big provincial centres now 
want as good as London gets. Their de- 
mands strike ns as exceedingly modest. 
’ * 

It is rumonred that the real reason 
why the number of women at a certain 
university is being limited is that there 
are so many wanting to be shaved 
when the men go to have their hair 
waved. 

* 

A Mexican rebel General is now in 
Chicago on a holiday. We presume 
that he has gone there “ 
for the shooting. 


Tall Feather, an 
Indian Chief, is re- 
ported to have run from 
Chicago to Milwaukee, 
a distance of eighty- 
five miles, in nineteen 
hours. We don’t blame 
him. ^ * 


While fishing for mackerel ofi* St. Ives 
Head a drifter netted a whale which 
severely damaged the gear. We under- 
stand that on tho next trip sprats will 
be fished for in the hope of catching 
mackerel. ^ ^ 

* 

In consequence of Canada's breach 
of relations with the Soviet the Eussian 
delegates have declined to attend the 
World’s Poultry Congress at Ottawa, 
when it is anticipated that the Ehode 
Island Beds will take the opportunity 
of making a public disavowal of Bol- 
shevist sympathies. 

A best-selling novelist is said to he 
planning a book of the kind that his 
friends have always believed him to be 
capable of writing. We prefer books 


It is announced that 
a gramophone record 
is to be made of the 
playing of a thousand 
massed pipers at a 
Highland Gathering. 

We can only express 
our readiness to associ- 
ate ourselves with an 
appeal to reason. 

A gossip- writer who 
followed Mr. Arnold 
Bennett’s example in 
lunching off beef-steak pie and straw- 
berries-and-cream bad an attack of indi- 
gestion. This ought to be a warning 
to gossip-writers to recognise their 
limitations. 

Intending purchasers of tortoises, 
which are now on sale in the streets, 
are warned in a daily paper that they 
don’t eat slugs. Those who were con- 
templating a development of the sport 
of siug-coursing will thus be saved dis- 
appointment. ^ ^ 

* 

An ex-collier has become a champion 
golfer. We have seen golfers, on the 
other hand, who would be very useful 
on the coal-face. 

Sie sis 
sjs 

In defeating a boys' school at cricket 
Lord Jelliooe’s team of admirals is 
reported to have scored a <a*editable 
number of direct hits. 



looks like even if he cannot do it. If 
those who do it knewwhat they looked 
like they wouldn’t do it either. 

* 'Ai 

One hundred and thirty-six Metro- 
politan policemen were bitten by dogs 
last year. It is not stated how many j 
of them went back for a second helping. 

:k 

We understand that the training of 
police recruits in London now includes 
practice with an electric burglar. 

JlJ 

Since the strike of artificial-teeth- 
makers in America many people over 
there have been reduced to chewing 
their own gums. 

Three thousand gallons of pure whisky 
were recently thrown into the sea off 
Aberdeen by Customs 
officials. We under- 
stand that a Scottish 
Member is to ask the 
Prime Minister to set 
aside a special day for 
national mourning. 


We are informed by 
a weekly paper that the 
skin of the hippopota- 
mus is two inches thick, 
but then he wants it 
with a face like that. 

JK * 

Mussolini recently 
went back to his little 
farm for a day. Now 
they can’t stop the local 
scarecrows from doing 
the Fascist salute. 

5l< sH 


of the kind that best-selling novelists’ 
friends believe them to be incapable of 
writing. ^ 

' 

Every Italian, we read, nurses a griev- 
ance against the Peace Treaty. Then 
perhaps we were mistaken the other 
night in attributing the demeanour of 

our waiter in Soho to flat-foot. 

♦ 

'5* 

Among those whom a paragrapbist 
noticed at a private view were the 
brothers Sitwell, looking very like their 
sister’s portrait. The great Victorians 
never looked like their sisters* portraits. 

Ai 'Ai 
* 

M. Stalin says that Britain has won 
a reputation for petty statesmanship 
and vindictiveness. Hurrah ! England 
has won something. 

The Bishop of Coventry says that 
he has learned what the Charleston 


A critic complains 
that a certain novel did 
not really begin until 

the middle of the book. 

But the usual trouble with these things 
is that they don’t finish until the end. 

* 

SK 

“The income-tax is never a popular 
thing,” says an evening paper. Is there 
nothing hidden from these sleuths of 
the Press? ... 

According to a bee-expert a bee has 
from 4,900 to 13,800 eyes. Then why 
does it so often sit down in the wrong 
place? ^ 

ils 

A London centenarian says that the 
secret of longevity is to smile all the 
time. There may be something in this. 
Look at some of our musical-comedy 
actresses. s;. 

* 

Sir Oliver Lodge thinks that it is 
, inevitable that we shall some day create 
artificial life. There is already a syn- 

thetic gorgonzola cheese qn the market. 
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GEORGE WILKINSON. 

A TnAaEDY. 

I BLAME in part the craze for gamb- 
ling, which is making modern life what 
it so increasingly is, for George Wilkin- 
son's lamented and unhappy demise. 
But I blame myself also, I should 
have laughed him out of his infatua- 
tion at an earlier stage. He had no 
natural bent for literary competitions, 
and nothing but sorrow, had I only 
realised it, could come of his decision 
to compete with innumerable rivals in 
a contest of verse. 

George Wilkinson was a robust and 
hearty man, who slept long and fed 
well. But the Muse claims much of 
her votaries. A man who writes Homeric 
epics must suffer all the pains of the 
heroes in front of Troy and share the 
labours of the heroes on the foamless, 
long, heaving violet sea, as Matthew 
Arnold has so well pointed out. The 
same thing, in a minor way, occurred 
with George Wilkinson in the matter 
of Blimpson's Tonic Malt. 

The firm in question offered a thou- 
sand pounds (£1,000) for the best four- 
foot couplet in rhyme extolling the 
merits of their preparation, which, 
being almost entirely composed of 
vitamins, fortifies the nervous tissue 
and rebuilds the frame. This notice 
had caught George Wilkinson’s eye. 
He had been unlucky at Newmarket, 
and Epsom bad brought no compensat- 
ing reward. Here seemed to him to be 
a chance of recovery, and be was not 
slow to seek my advice. 

“ It ought to be fairly easy,” he said 
to me in his sanguine way. “Just 
hum over a four-foot couplet to me, 
will you, so that I can see how it goes.” 

I did so. In about five minutes be 
had completely mastered the metre 
and was able to turn his attention to 
the rhyme, 

“ It ought to be a rhyme with * malt,’ 
I suppose,” he said. 

“Preferably,” I agreed. 

“What are the best rhymes with 
‘malt’?” he pursued. 

I ran through a list of the more 
attractive varieties and left him. 

Not many days afterwards I encoun- 
tered Wiltinson again, but a Wilkin- 
son already how much changed The 
forehead, once so smooth, was by this 
time furrowed with care. He was mut- 
tering to himself in a preoccupied man- 
ner, and, if I bad not hailed him, he would 
have passed me without even a nod. 

When he did see me, however, he 
appeared glad. 

“ The very man I wanted ! ” he cried. 
“How does this strike you ? — 

Lightly to the clouds I vaults 
Fed oil Blimpson's Tonic MalL 


It suggests aviation, you see. And 
aviation is always topical, isn’t it ? But 
I had another in my head — 

Steeled hy Blimpson's Tonic Malt^ 
Players serve no double fault 
Which of those two do you think would 
be the winner ? ” 

“Both are good,” I admitted judici- 
ously. “Very good. But there is a 
note in advertising which seems to me 
to have escaped yom I refer to the 
Society note. Advertisers are nothing 
if not Society men, and we are now in 
the throes of the London season. Can- 
not you indicate in some way that the 
most exclusive people everywhere are 
being invigorated in their round of 
gaiety by doses of Blimpson’s Tonic 
Malt? Where Society leads, the suburbs 
follow, and after that the provinces. 
Thus the attention of the whole public 
is aroused. Think hard about it, Wil- 
kinson, and try again.” 

He did. But I was shocked to see 
what a spectre of his former self the 
man had become at our next rencontre. 
One lock of hair had actually gone grey 
and the previously well-lined waistcoat 
hung ill tell-tale folds. There was a 
strange unnatural glitter in his eye, and 
he clutched me feverishly by the right 
arm, 

“ Give me your candid opinion about i 
this,” he said in husky tones. “ I Ve 
been up all night over it : — 

Buoyed by Blimpson*$ Tonic Malt, 
Debutantes Mayfair assault. 

IsnH that good ? Isn’t that almost 
certain to win it ? ” 

I considered the lines. 

“Sound in principle,” I conceded, 
“ but just a little clumsy in form. Have 
you no alternative version ? ” 

I have seldom seen a man more cast 
down. - 

“ I had thought of one other,” he said 
slowly. 

''Void of Blimpson's Tonic Malt, 
London's season lacks its salt 

Does that one appeal to you ? It con- 
tains a kind of play upon words which 
I thought rather happy. ‘ Season ’ and 
* salt,’ you see.” 

I saw. Terrible as the couplet ap- 
peared to me, I felt that now was the 
moment for consolation. 

“ I should send that one in,” I said 
quite firmly. 

Would that he had done so ! In that 
case I feel he might be with us yet. 
But George Wilkinson had reached a 
stage, only too familiar, alas! to poets, 
in which the struggle for the unattain- 
able perfection ma,kes the accomplished, 
however beautiful, seem idle and vain. 
He w^nt on struggling. 

After a brief interval I received a tele- 
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gram from him (prepaid reply). It con- 
tained these words : — 

Stately doivagers exalt 

Blimpson's ivorldfamed Tonic Malt. 

I answered, “What about the other 
one?” 

A week later I was called to his bed- 
side. A doctor and a trained nurse were 
in attendance. The room was filled 
with medicine-bottles and littered with 
manuscript-sheets. Feebly, with a frail 
hand, he motioned me to look at the 
latter. 

Glorious Goodioood needs omist halt 

Save for Blimpson's Tonic Malt, 

I read. And again — 

But for Blimpson's Tonic Malt, 

Batsmen would be maimed and halt. 
And yet again— 

Soused tvith Blimpson's Tonic Malt, 

Singers reach the C in alt, 
referring, I suppose, to the Covent 
Garden Opera. My eyes were too much 
I blurred with tears to read more. 

“ Which of these has been sent in ? ” 
I asked the doctor. 

“ All of them,” he said, “ and a wrap- 
per with every one. He is sinking so 
fast that we are obliged to humour 
i him,” 

I noticed now that on a bookshelf, 
beside a rhyming dictionary, were some- 
thing like a dozen large bottles of Blimp- 
son’s Tonic Malt from which the outer 
covering had been I'emoved. 

“ Which was his favourite ? ” I in- 
quired sadly. 

The nurse picked up one which I had 
not hitherto seen. 

“He dictated this yesterday,” she 
said. 

All the stars sing in their vault, 

Led by Blimpso^v's Tonic Malt, 
it ran. 

The sick man opened his lips. 

“ Henley ” he murmnred. Then 

he moaned and was still. In a few 
' moments he had passed to where be- 
yond these voices there is peace. 

By a strange irony of fate it was 
that last wild outburst, that sti'ango 
imaginative couplet of his which actually 
won the competition. Had he survived 
a few days longer he would have known 
of his success. I can never see Blimp- 
son’s Tonic Malt blazoned on the hoard- 
ings now without a catch in the throat. 

■■■, Bvoe, 

Intelligent Anticipation. 

“ One person was arrested last night on sus- 
picion of being concerned in this morning^s 
murders.”— Payer, 


Washington, Saturday. 
Lindbergh has landed her.” 

Sunday Paper, 

Who is the fortunate lady ? 
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Conductor , “Nah thick, don’t ’jkdeb xis. Ws’ice date enough as it is.” 


WHAT ENfiLAND IS THINKING. 

V. — Leeds. 

“Leeds,” says the Guide-Book “ (pop. 
445,550), the centre of the English cloth 
industry and the greatest cloth mar- 
ket in the world, situated oh the pol- 
luted w) is of comparatively modern 
'develop'ment, and offers little of interest 
to the tourist. Besides its woollen cloth 
factories and engineering works, Leeds 
has a very varied and important indus- 
trial activity, which is not without its 
effect on the atmosphere and on the hue 
of the buildings.” 

That is all, or nearly all, that the 
British Guide-Book has to say by way 
of general description of the city of 
Leeds. Yet Leeds is a very fine city. 
Leeds, as the Guide-Book confesses 
gLudgingly, has one of the finest public 
parks in the country; Leeds has now a 
Palais-de-Danse which I will swear for 
cheapness, splendour and tasteful (if 
romantic) lighting and decoration is 
unsurpassed anywhere ; Leeds has ar- 
rangements for the tram-queue much 
more advanced than London (and under 
cover too) ; Leeds has a statue of the 
Black Pjrince, and a Eoyal Exchange 
in the Perp.* style ; Leeds has all sorts 
01 things; Leeds, in my judgment, for 


Perpendicular. See Guide-Book. 


all its “hue** and “atmosphere** and 
so forth, is as well worth a visit as 
Philadelphia or Melbourne, Baltimore 
or Montreal, Quebec or Eouen, or many 
another famous town. Leeds is *‘the 
greatest cloth marlcet in the w'orldr' yet 
“ it offers liitle of interest to the tourist:' 

^ Bet what sort of creature is this “tour- 
ist-* ? Does he want nothing but dead 
bones and gargoyles ? If Leeds had the 
greaitest fossil in the world, or the most 
illegible brasses, or the most indecipher- 
able epitaphs, or the most invisible 
ruins, we should all be invited to flock 
to the place. But since it has some- 
thing not only great but alive the very 
Guide-Book shoos you away. 

“ The greatest cloth market in the 
world **— what does that mean ? It means 
the home of the British trouser, on which, 
in a sense, the whole world depends. 
At Leeds in one day I went over two 
factories which were worth ten Norman 
churches and fifteen ruined abbeys com- 
plete with gargoyles (I speak purely as 
a “ tourist At the first they begin 
with the tufts of Australian wool and 
finish with the tailor’s length of cloth. 
At the second they begin where the first 
leaves off-^-it was a wholesale- tailoring 
concern and they cut out, if neces- 
sary, forty trousers aka time. One man 
takes forty layers of cloth (with a pat- 
tern on the top) gind gently urges them 


towards a whiszing circular knife, and 
this knife, following the chalk-lines, cuts 
out, as if it were cheese, forty lounge- 
suits before your eyes, forty waistcoats 
and forty trousers, forty backs and forty 
fronts. 

And then all over the vast build- 
ing are innumerable uncanny and mon- 
strous little machines, the machines 
which cut out the button-holes and sew 
them up at the same time; the machines 
which sew the buttons on as well as 
hand can do it (though this will not be 
admitted in Savile Row) ; the machines 
which make those jolly and important 
little ^ tabs on grey-flannel trousers; 
machines which say, “Thank you. Sir, 
and the next, please ? *' or very nearly. 
Europe is rotten with monuments and 
ruins, but all this is done at Leeds. I 
Why are we so modest or, may be, 
so ignorant about these things on 
which our far-flung Empire, etc. ? Why 
does not some enterprising Tourist 
Agenc}^ have lunch with the Federation 
of British Industries, or the T.U.C., or 
somebody and organise Instructive 
Tours for the Bourgeois in the Indus- 
trial North and let them see at leisure 
a few of the- many wonders of which 
in a flying five days I caught a 
glimpse ; let them ■ see the Mersey 
and the seven miles of the Liver- 
pool Docks, the cotton mills of Man- 
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Fierce and ilUtem]pered Female, “*Ow much is third single?” 
Mild Booking-Glerk, “Pifteen-and-fourpence.” 

Female, “ Miseea.blb little profiteer ! ” 


Chester and those very curious “ Ex- 
changes ; the vast engineering shops, 
the terrific cranes, the swarms of 
men and forests of machinery, the 
looms, the spindles, the regiments of 
girls, the furnaces, the molten metal 
swinging awfully overhead in the huge 
cauldron or cascading red-hot and terri- 
ble into the mould ; let them crouch in 
the grimy “cage** and drop breathless 
through the darkness into the pit ; let 
them hear how many men and women 
are on admirable terms with their em- 
ployers and even, sometimes, keen upon 
their work; bub let them be present also 
at that most dramatic and significant 
moment in the factory’s day, one min- 
ute to five, when the great shop hums 
like a hundred hives and you would say 
that all those busy thousands had no 
aim in life but the manufacture of brass 
screws or* tin- tacks, until the whistle 
sounds, the machines are hushed, and 
you are almost trampled by. those busy 
thousands departing, running, stamped- 
ing from their monotonous tasks like 
men wdio shun the plague. 

I think there is a tourist or two who 
would find some interest in these things 
if he was allowed. Perhaps difficulties 
would be made about trade secrets, and 
perhaps about interferences with work, 
but as to that I never noticed that the 
mill-girl slackened in lier labours at the 
approach of Haddock, On the con- 
trary,! sometimes felt they grew busier 
than ever, if only to show the bourgeois 
how hard a real “worker’* works. I 
do not knowhow they feel about visitors, 
but I feel that, if I worked in a factory 
sewdng buttons on the trousers of the 
bourgeois all the day, I should like to 
see an occasional bourgeois crawling 
about and be sure that some bourgeois 
was aware of my existence. 

Anyhow it would be a better educa- 
tion for the bourgeois than reading 
leading articles about Capital and 
Labour or doddering round the cathe- 
drals of the Continent with a Baedeker 
and a Phrase-Book. But it is not for 
me to work out the details, I throw 
out the grand constructive thought and 
leave the rest to the organisers. ^ 

I must confess that, for all their civic 
pride, the “ Come to Britain ** move- 
ment has not caught hold of these 
Northern cities to any wild extent. 
No one in Leeds or Liverpool would 
take a Londoner seriously who said 
that'he was visiting their cities for fun. 
They all agree that there is “ nothing 
to do ** in their home towns; and there 
is “ nothing to do,” it seems, anywhere 
North of Hampstead. There is not, 
perhaps, an overflow of fun,' but there 
are, 1 should say, one or two things to 
do, though you have to do them very 
early. •' Antiihts perhaps is the ^nag in 


my scheme. When the giddy bourgeois 
has done his factories, he may be dis- 
appointed with the night-life of Leeds. 
The night-life of Leeds is definitely less 
voluptuous than that of New York, or 
Eome in the time of Nero. I do not 
think that, even after reading this 
article, Parisians or Americans will flock 
to Leeds for its caf6s or its cabarets. 
There is no night-life at Leeds. Un- 
like the idle Southeraer the citizens 
work, or rather toil,’ dping the day 
(this' by the way is an important dis- 
tinction : in the South people vrbrk; 


but in the North they toil) and go to 
bed at ten, I walked for miles between 
eleven and twelve and did not meet so 
much as a policeman. 

On 'Sundays at Leeds, as at Man- 
chester and Liverpool, as, I gather, all 
over the frozen North, except at bad 
Blackpool and sensual Southport, there 
is no entertainment open except the 
picture-gallery and the pub. The real 
“ pictures ” are forbidden. Golf is godly 
but Charlie Chaplin is a crime. 
Heaven knows who is responsible for 
this, fbr d htever met a mortal who did 






WaSTCHED DAUGHTEE OP MINE IS OEOWING UP AND I SHADD HAVE TO TAKE TO MY 

Daughter. “Don^t be bo siLtiY, Mother. You know you can’t knit.” 


not resent it and question the sense of 
it. But some wise guardian watches 
over the morals of the North, and the 
young must hold hands in passages or 
whisper the old old story in the Art 
Gallery or the pub. 

But still at ' Leeds there is that 
stupendous ** Palais ” of which I have 
spoken, with its lanterns and its chang- 
1^8 l-ights and delicate colour-schemes, 
its sixpenny partners and raspberry sun- 
daes and marvellously expert dancers, 
Hei'e the gay heart of Leeds beats twice , 
daily. Oa a sunny Monday afternoon | 
I found the place, which is underground, 
full of young men ; and this, naind you, 
is the stern strong North, not the 
effeminate Metropolis. 

There is not much between us after 
all. Down here we think it natural 
to dance at three o^clock in the m nvn- 
ing, and up there they think it natural 
to dance at three o’clock in the after- 
noon — that is all. 

They do not seem to love the Jews 
! in Leeds. I heard there were two or 
three sinart gay dancing-places where 
white wine and wildness went on till 
midnight, and at these haunts, I was , 
told, the rule was English cUenteel\ 


only'^ After the theatre I went to 
one of them, a tasteful attractive little 
place ; I heard the wild music of the 
Black Bottom and scampered into the 
supper-room. <<The Montmartre of 
Leeds ! ” I thought. The Night-Life 
of the North — and one hundred per 
cent. Gentile!” A charming supper- 
room, the waiters attentive, the floor 
divine. And not a soul there! Not 
a single soul but Haddock. Haddock 
and the waiters and the band, noble fel- 
lows ! — ^playing and playing and playing 
and playing . . . 

So this is England,” I murmured 

- A. P. H. 


STEOKES. 

The forehand drive, the backhand drive, 
The volley, the lob, the smash — 
Tlaese strokes, these fundamental five, 
I Ve not as yet acquired, but I ’ve 
An option on a flying dive 
Which brings the net down crash. 

In rage my partner tears his hair , 

And rends his lovely clothes ; 

Ee has strokes and some to spare 

Unkind cuts that he lets me share, 

A backhand compliment here and there, I 
Or a volley of awful oaths, * J 


, GUYED ENGLISH. 

During a recent visit to France my 
wife and I, kept indoors .for a few hours 
one day by inclement weather, cast about 
for reading-matter and found the hotel 
supplied with very little but advertising 
booklets of the kind issued by holiday 
resorts to attract English visitors. 

In some of these we found unexpected 
entertainment— I refer to those that 
were translated too literally from the 
original idiomatic French. The results 
were often quite quaint. I could quote 
extensively, but my present purpose is 
more serious. 

Human nature is a curious thing. We 
noticed (my wife and I) that the official 
of an ordinary _pZa^e, if expressed 
in correct English, left us completely 
cold. On the other hand, when we 
found ludicrous errors, we could not re- 
I sist reading the booklet through ; and 
we have since observed that the same is 
true of other people. I have even seen 
visitors forming a collection of the more 
grotesque examples to post home to 
their friends. 

The conclusion is obvious: that to 
secure the widest circulation for this 
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kind of propaganda it should be written 
in the worst possible English. 

This brings me to my object, which is' 
no less than to suggest a new profession 
for our youth. Why should not some of 
our bright young men set up in business 
as mistranslators ? No capital would be 
needed ; nothing in fact but a knowledge 
of French such as is acquired at a public 
school (or was in my time). Armed with 
this and a dictionary, a youth of high 
spirits should contrive to be sufficiently 
amusing, and more consistently so than 
the native. He would of course be wise 
to make an unconscious ally of the local 
printer by giving him a free hand. 

There should be no difficulty in con- 
vincing the French, who, in my experi- 
ence, are very shrewd business-men, 
that there is money in it. 

I would adduce in support of my con- 
tentions the great interest which has 
been shown this month in the faulty 
English of the Paris Salon catalogue. 
The Times published numerous letters 
about it, and on its leader-page too — a 
most valuable free advertisement for 
the Salon. 


OXFORD IN TRANSITION. 

Perturbing rumours reached my ears 
of late 

Of Oxford, fallen from her high estate, 
No more thedreamerof heroicdreams, 
But unadorably degenerate ; 

Of the tarantulation of the breed 
Who once came up ostensibly to read, 
But now, when less than half-way 
through their schools, 

Fly off tangentially and run to seed, 

Lured to explore the perilous expanse 
Of speculation, commerce or finance, 
Or in the fluctuant field of salesman- 
ship 

To’ seek a well-remunerated stance ; 

Of mornings spent, not in the lecture- 
hall 

Intent upon the precious words that fall 
From Learning’s lips, but in the 
padded lounge 

Where human lizards congregate and 
crawl, 

Forging thosfe brittle matutinal links 
That bind them to the everlasting minx 
In that peculiar camaraderie 
Which ends, as it began, in smokes and 
drinks; 

Of boats deserted or so feebly manned 
That ag6d experts, as they sadly stand 
IJ pon t he to wpath, muse upon the day s 
When college crews were fit to win the 
‘‘Grand.” 

^ 

I came, I saw, I wondered. In the High, 
In the June sunshine, as the stream 
glassed by 



Shall it be the Lenglen bandeau? 



I 


Of youths and maids in highly- 
coloured hose, 

Few signs of decadence could I espy. 

I scanned them carefully from toe to 
crown, 

And, of the tribe belonging to “the 
gown,” 

I saw that nearly half were in the 
pink — 

At any rate from knee to ankle down. 

I dined with dons who mainly talked 
of sport, 

W ho told me anecdotes of Tommy Short, 
And found that in the Senior Com- 
mon Eoom 

The favourite beverage was vintage port. 

Soon after, in a motor-bus, I bad 

The joy of listening to an undergrad 
Conversing with a friend and telling 
him 

That “Browning’s poetry was not half 
bad.” 




I was, I frankly own it, overjoyed 

To hear a Balliol scholar, quite devoid 
Of mental swank, who candidly de- 
clared 

That he was getting quite fed up with 
Freud. 

And so I came away, calm and serene 

In the conviction that in mind and mien 
The Oxford undergrads and dons are 
not 

Entirely feminised or epicene. 

Yet as I ponder on last week’s debate 

I cannot bring myself to castigate 
The cynic who observed, “ Let them 
all come ; 

Oxford’s one chance is in a Women’s 
Eight.” 


Commercial Candour. 

From a draper’s advertisement : — 
“There are unbelievable bargains (until 
you see them) in Ladies’ Shoes, Sbcokings, 
etc. ” — South'Afncmv Paper, 


OR THE BoBOTRA B^BBT ? 


Ant HAPPY THOUGHT I 
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FRIENDS OF THE AUTHOR. 

If John d' Argent Typer’s new book about the theatre 
isn’t a success the fault won’t be mine. The fault won’t 
be John d’ Argent Typer’s either. Or Mr. Typer’s friends’. 
Or the Boston police force’s. Chappie too has done every- 
thing she could. 

The girl and I happened to be passing a bookstore on 
Lower Fifth Avenue. A crowd five or six deep was gathered 
round one of the windows. 

** What ’s the excitement ? ” said Chappie. 

I explained to her in a few words that it was fallacious 
reasoning to suppose that a crowd of rushing New Yorkers 
gathered round a window meant excitement. It might 
mean anything ; it might mean that beyond the glass was 
a shoe-maker nailing on a half-sole, or a cook lifting spa- 
ghetti out of boiling water, or a dizzy blonde typing off a 
telegram for the Western Union, or a dizzy blonde flipping 
griddle-cakes, or — ^just a dizzy blonde. One of the first re- 
quisites of a New York job, I explained to her, was stage 
presence: if you can’t help being fussed when a crowd of 
rushing New Yorkers pauses at your window to watch you, 
then you had better try to land a job developing photo- 
graph films, which will probably remain out of a display 
window as long as .anything else. 

“But this is a bookstore,” the girl pointed out. “ There 
would be no point in having a man soling shoes in a book- 
store window.” 

“ Well,” I said, “you can’t tell, with all these books on 
tramping and hiking. You can’t guard yourself too care- 
fully against publicity stunts. There aren’t many things 
you can do nowadays without obeying some half-forgotten 
advertisement. Say, chief,” I said to an old man with a 
beard in an olive-drab uniform, “ what ’s all the gun-play 
about, anyhow ? ” 

“Search me, buddy,” he said; “I been here half-an-hour 
and I can’t dope it out. And I can’t stick around here all 
day; I gotta telegram to deliver.” 

About this time somebody up front tore himself reluct- 
antly away from the show and I caught a glimpse of a 
window splashed with ink. Beyond the ink-stains seemed 
to be a desk and a chair. In a corner of the window was a 
sign which read : — 

Ha.vb you got your copy op 
Lobd of the AiBles^ 

THE book THA.T WAS BAliTNED BY THE BOSTON POLICE FOROE ? 

Have it autographed by the Author. 

Step inside. 

“ Oh ! I ’ve never had an autographed book,” said Chappie. 

As far as I knew the girl had never had a book of any kind. 

“Come along, then,” I said, thinking that perhaps from 
even such a humble beginning as this she might yet become 
interested in literature. 

“ Can I help you ? ” asked a young woman in a blue smock 
as we came into the chattering crowd inside the store. 

“I’d like a copy of the book that was banned by the 
Boston police force,’’ I said. 

“ Which one ? ” ' , 

“The autographed one, please,” said Chappie. 

The young woman produced a copy of the book and 
elbowed her way tow^ards, the window where Mr. Typer was 
seated, Chappie eagerly at her heels. He was a man of 
nineteen or twenty, wearing the black-rimmed spectacles 
of the college graduate and the dark double-breasted coat of 
the salesman of bonds. His hair was as neat as a new fifty- 
dollar bill.^ He wore a smooth tightly-drawn cravat such as 
one finds in the marble halls of a' big bank. There wasn’t 
even any ink oh his fingers. 


“Dear me,” I mused, “what is the profession coming to?” 

“ I ’dlike very much to have ” began Chappie, as the 

young woman in the blue smock laid the book on the desk. 

Mr. Typer slid it briskly in front of him, shook a large 
blot of ink at the faces of the throng beyond the glass, and 
wrote on the fly-leaf, “To my friend, from *Tohn d’Argent 
Typer.” 

“ That ’s perfectly darling of you,” said Chappie. “ Now 
will you autograph one for my mother? ” 

The young woman in the blue smock produced another 
copy, opened it and laid it before him. Mr. Typer finished 
jotting down “25c.” on a pad at his elbow, shot another 
contemptuous spray of ink at the window and wrote on the 
fly-leaf, “ To my friend, from John d’Argent Typer.” 

“ Thank you so much,” said Chappie. Then, while Mr. 
Typer was jotting down another “ 25c.” on the pad at his 
elbow, she turned to me : “ Where ’s your copy ? ” 

Instantaneously the young women in the blue smock 
produced it. 

“I want this for a very nice cousin of mine,” said 
Chappie to Mr. Typer, giving me a grateful smile. 

Mr. Typer lighted a cigarette and wrote on the fly-leaf, 
“To my friend, from John d’Argent Typer.” 

“ Thank you so much,” said Chappie. “ And now ” 

“Come along, girl,” I said. “Mr. Typer’s getting 
tired of you.” 

“ Oh, but I know father would adore one.” 

“ I doubt very much ” 

“ Oh, please.” The young woman in the blue smock 
produced another copy. 

“ And just one more for father,” said Chappie to Mr. 
Typer. “ He ’s awfully fond of books.” 

Mr. Typer obligingly wrote on the fly-leaf, “ To my 
friend, from John d| Argent Typer.” 

“He will be so interested,” said Chappie, referring 
to her father. “Isn’t he a dear to do it? I love literai’y 
men,” referring to Mr, Typer. 

As I turned away Mr. Typer was jotting down another 
“25o.” on the pad at his elbow. 

“How much are these, please?” I asked the young 
woman in the blue smock. 

“ You have four copies ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, flushicg. 

“ That will be ten dollars.” 

The flush vanished. I handed her a twenty-dollar bill in 
order to have something coming back. 

“Perhaps,” suggested the young woman in the blue 
smock, “ you would like some of the other books that were 
banned by the Boston police force ? ” 

“ You haven’t got a copy that the Boston police have 
autographed, have you ? ” I asked. 

She shook her head with an indulgent smile. 

“Then would you mind tying a piece of paper round 
these ? ” I said. 

“ 1 am so sorry,” she said. “ Mr. Typer has requested us 
not to wrap any of his books.” 

“But these scarlet covers,” I said — “they cry out to 
everybody that I have just bought Mr. Typer’s book, 
which is none of their business.” 

“But it is Mr. Typer’s business,” she said, allowing me 
a moment in which to think that over. 

“ Oh, and Cousin Sue ! ” squealed Chappie. “ She would 
simply love ” 

“ Come, my child,” I said ; “ if I mistake not we already 
have a copy for Cousin Sue.” 

“No,” she said; “we have father’s and mother’s and 
mine and yours.” 

“No,” I explained; “none of the inscriptions on these 
fly-leaves applies to me,” Manhat^^n. 




THE DOG-ROSES. 

Tmesis are the little dog-roses, these 
Follow their mistress, thick as bees, 
Bun to her tohistle and dance to her time 
Morning, eveiimg and afLernoo7i; 

Little dog-roses, little dog-roses 
All at the heels of their Lady June ! 

The Lady June she had to ; 

She wore her party togs ; 

She says, ** And ’tis too bad, too, 

I 've got to leave the dogs ; 

I Ve got to walk a garden 
With all the dressy crew, 

And, though I 'd beg its pardon, 

Still, dogs 'ud never do.” 


The Lady June departed, 

*‘Yo\x dare,” says she, “to stir; ” 
But scarcely was she started 
Before they 'd followed hei-. 
Along the hedgerow creeping 
To look which way she went, 
And sitting down and peeping 
And hoping she ’d relent. 

The Lady June relented; 

She called, “ Well, come on, do ; 
Was ever maid tormented 
By such a plague as you ? 

But, if I *ve got no sermon 
On Disobedience, 

There ’s this I will be firm on — 
You 'll stop o%itside thefe^ice I ” 


So when you see dog-roses 
Outside the garden-gate 
(Which everybody knows is 
Quite commonplace o* late), 

Then, to the facts a-falling, 

The compliment implied, 

You’ll say, “’Tis June come call- 
ing— 

I see her dogs outside.” 

These are the little dog-roses, these 
Wait for their mistress {as one sees), 
Wait on her tohistle or toag to her 
time 

All day down to the rising moon ; 

Little dog-roses, little dog-roses 
Hard on the heels of their Lady June 1 
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THE PASSION FOR TRUTH. 

For the benefit of those readers who 


No. 10. What are the names of the 
heroes who fought at Troy ? 

There is no difficulty about this. Ifc 


deemed it necessary to answer a list of was only necessary to put one s bacK 
fifty questions which I put three weeks into the work. 

3 T— ^ A 4. nrv 1 


ago, and who believe that they obtained 
half marks thereon, I would like to say 
that the feat is impossible in the pre- 
sent unsatisfactory state of human 
knowledge. We do not know, for in- 


No. 14. W?iat is the legal s^peed limit 
imposed on motor vehicles passing 
through Evesham ? 

This was easy. One only had to 

- m -I A A « 


stance, whether beetles are happy. In consult the A. A. Handbook. A year or 

all probability we never shall know. It two ago the limit was four 

xnav be even that we are not meant to hour. This year there is no liniit at 

all. The four miles per hour limit was 
These remarks apply also to such obviously imposed to prevent motorists 
J .1 A A Q.f.f.ArY»"nf.in 0 to nass Dcdestrians 


questions as 

What is the meaning of life ? 


from attempting to pass pedestrians 
travelling in the same direction. The 


\v aai/ UJ ui/o s' uj.« » *** 

What is the greatest number of wides entire removal of the speed limit prob- 

. ■» T . *7 n AkAAAVkM ■i-Ur.'l- O nQXrA VAlin- 


ever howled in a single over 1 

Who will o'er the dotvns so free ? 

Who was the toife of \ “ 

CAm^ . 

How far is the doc- ^ 

trine of predestination 
reconcilable toith that ^ 

of free tvtll 9 ^ ^ f 

Why was the casso- pi ^ IK 
wary 9 ' M 

There were many ^ j 

other questions in the ^ * f) 

list the answers to g 

which, perfect vision m 

being denied to us, fall m 

into the same category. % 

A ’ few were included, § 

however, which could J'lf 

be answered by dint of 
patient research or by -^1 

the possession of special ^ I 

knowledge, and per- < 

haps I ought to say ^ 

a word or two about 
these. 

No. 2. Who teas the shortest man in 
the Bible 9 

The answer to this question is Bildad 
the Shuhite. One correspondent an- 
swered correctly. It is plain therefore 
that he learnt Bible questions out of a 
book from which I also was taught in 
my youth — an entirely serious book, 
containing besides this only one other 
lapse into hilarity when it inquired, 

Who was the first man to break all 
the Commandments ? ” and gave Moses 
as the response. I have lost all trace of 
that book. I wish I could find it again. 

* I think it must have been published in 
America. 


No. 5. What is the 7nost popular loay 
of pronouncing Cirencester? 

“ Ziren is probably the best reply. 
‘^Oiciter” is definitely wrong ; but there 
is a good deal to be said for the corre- 
spondent who answered simply Ciren- 
cester.” 


ably means that motorists have relin- 
quished the attempt. 
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A LIVING ADVERTISEMENT. 

No. 27. What is a strike 9 
This was well, answered by a corre- 
spondent from Lincolnshire: — 

“A strike is a piece of wood re- 
sembling a ruler, used to level the 
_contents of a bushel measure. Hence 
the name of ‘ The Bushel and Strike ' j 
for public-houses.” , • i 

I am pleased to be able to supply this 
* information to politicians and all others 
whom it may concern. 

No. 28. What were the dying words 
of Heliooabalvs 9 

. No' marks could be awarded here. 
But I respect the ingenuity of the 
answer, “They were too indistinct to 
be heard.” 

No. 38. Why did the antelope 9 
Because the gnu gnu. 

No. 39 . What do the letters AT.O. JB. F, C. 
stand for 9 

Quite a lot of people seemed to know 


' this. But none of them stated who 
the yachtsman was. 

No. 44. For what teas Adam notori- 
ous 9 

Nobody said ** Mantelpieces.” 

No. 45, Which are the principal 
Chinese poets 9 

Here the ignorance of my readers 
caused me a good deal of pain. There ; 
is no accounting for tastes, of course, | 
and some may have a fancy for the | 
literary work of one dynasty, others for 
another. But whatever may be said 
about the Chinese poets previous to the 
year 700 a.d. there can be no excuse 
for leaving out Po-Chu-i amongst later 
writers, if only for the lines — 

“ After lunch— one short nap ; 

On waking up— two cups of tea ; ” 
or — 

“All the morning I have 
lain perversely in bed ; • 
Now at dusk I rise with 
many yawns. 

My warm stove is quick 
to get a blaze. 

At the cold mirror I am 
slow in doing my hair;” 

or perhaps his even 
more beautiful — 

“ As I lay on my pillow 
my vinous complexion, 
soothed by sleep, grow 
sober.” 

My readers seem to 
know nothing at all 
about the Chinese 
poets, whose songs, al- 
though the translation 
of them can never give 
an adequate idea of the 
beauty of the original, 
have long been avail- 
able for Western stu- 
dents to peruse. 

Last, and in a special category, I 
place question 

No. 7. Where is my pipe ? 

I scarcely dared hope for a correct 
answer to this, but by good fortune one 
correspondent stumbled on the right 
solution. It had gone down between 
the back and the seat of an armchair, 
and I have now recovered the thing. 
As it was really for this purpose that I 
set the whole examination we can none 
of us say, can we, that it has not served 
a useful end. Evoe. 


I Another Sex Problem, 

“Boston bull lost on coast highway ... 
named Nancy Lee; dark brindle, small 
; female .” — AclvL in American Taper ^ 

: “Miss charmed the house with her 

song and pas de suet, gracefully performed, • 

Miss delightedly sang * The Frothblow’ers’ | 

Anthem . * Local Taper* 

I Stout girls, both of them. 
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during -Monday was 
successfully concealed 
from both the Orderly 
Officer and prowling 
sergeants by,- a great- 
coat, which very nearly 
removed --it by suffoca- 
tion from' the list of 
effectives. 

Monday evening was 
a red-letter evening in 
the history of the regi- 
mental canteen, In fact 
there was such a crowd 
round the bar that every 
man had to hold his 
glass in his band and 
dared not leave it on 
the counter for a mo- 
ment. In the centre of 
it was Private Eifle, by 
then well stricken in 
beers, and the monkey, 
whom Eifle had at- 


nor did the monkey. What he actually poker party. ^ At this point he tripped 
LIVESTOCK I N BARRACKS. |g quite clear, but Private Eifle over an electric-light wire and fell sud- 

VI. — ^Muzzle the Monkey. suddenly leapt info the air, uttering denly and unexpectedly on to the exact 

Oe course there are some animals that eldritch screams of uncontrollable mirth centre of the card-table, where he gib- 
are allowed in barracks and some that and jumped out of the window. He bered angrilyat the players for a second 
are not. Without laying itself open to arrived later in his barrack- room, say- before disappearing like a flash up the 
the charge of being too pernickety the ing that he had lost the monkey and chimney. This caused a bit of a sensa- 
Army Council has, no doubt wisely, de- that he had always been ticklish from tion. 

cided that small monkeys come in the a boy. was not till next morning that 

second category. Where Muzzle the Monkey spent the hue-and-cry became general, when 

So Private Eifle was definitely in the Monday night is not known. That he Lieutenant Holster, while inspecting 
wrong when he returned from week-end was not bored, however, was proved by the new guard prior to mounting it, 
leave with a small monkey, which he the appearance next morning of ‘‘D saw one of the men looking uncomfort- 
I told Private Pullthrough he had bought Company office-cat, which, looking as able and finally observed that a small 
from a‘ cousin in the Navy, after men- though it had had three rounds with a naonkey had just appeared on top of 
daciously explaining to the Corporal of tornado and its tail tonsured, crept into his steel helmet, having arrived there 
the Guard that it had followed him the office and sank into an exhausted by the back stairs. Now Holster was 
home because he had a nice kind face, slumber. At intervals throughout the an easy-going officer, but the rules about 
The monkey spent Sunday night in morning it woke up with a nervous start correct dress on guard-mountingparades 
the barrack-room tied to a bed, and and immediately jumped three feet ver- tire very stringent. And, though on 
during -Monday was certain occasions men 

successfully concealed * are allowed to wear 

from both the Orderly j Mfes official emblems in the 

Officer and prowling - ^ pap, the nature and 

sergeants by,- a great- — scope of these emblems 
coat, which very nearly I'd are rigidly laid down. So 

removed --it by suffoca- - Holster told the man off 

tion from' the list of j i for wearing a monkey 

effectives. on guard-mounting. He 

Monday evening was - . f theQ brushed the animal 

a red-letter evening in off his own cap, whither 

the history of the regi- V W ^ — it tactlessly leapt during 

mental canteen. In fact his rebuke, and reported 

there was such a crowd yl'sH Adjutant that an 

round the bar that every ~ ~ unauthorised monkey 

man had to hold his Jr 'was occupying the roof 

glass in his hand and — — - of the guard-room, 

dared not leave it on • /'i/\ /// ' Adjutant, sitting 

the counter for a mo- \y^ Y / at his office desk, order- 

ment. In the centre of | //f • ji ed the E.S.M. to have 

it was Private Eifle, by (/ m ^ ff the monkey re-captured 

then well stricken in ^ , and find out who was 

thom^Eifle^ uhauthobised monkey was ocoubying the boof of the guakd-boom.” f®- 






“An unauthorised monkey was occueying the roof op the guard-room.” 


tempted to name Jacko, but whom tically in the air, trying at the same 1 Adjutant is pretty good at this sort of 
public' opinion had christened Muzzle time to face all ways at once. The thing. 

in view of a strong resemblance which monkey himself was not seen till dinner- , I don’t know where the E.S.M, got 

everyone in the canteen had noticed time, when he made friends with Pri- his ideas on monkey-catching, but he 
except Private Muzzle. The monkey, vateButt,who generously shared Private ordered out all the defaulters and armed 
shy at the beginning of the evening, Barrel’s dinner with him. Thereafter them with a rope, an empty sack and 
had now gatheted beerage 'way and had Private Barrel tried to recapture him, a half-peeled banana apiece. These 
been prevailed upon to do a few tricks employing the lure of a pot of jam, last, by the way, were requisitioned 
with a military flavour, such as dying borrowed from the cookhouse, to bring fromthecanteengrocery-bar,andeven- 
for the Sergeant-Major, presenting arms, him within reach. Both the monkey tually led to a correspondence four 
saluting Lance-Corporal Pouch and lov- and the pot, however, disappeared con- months in length and three inches in 
ing Private Muzzle, which last brought siderably more rapidly than Barrel had depth between seven different people 
the house down and sent PrivateMuzzle counted on, and he spent the afternoon as to who should pay. 
off to bed, remarking, in' language unfit explaining to a sceptical audience that Muzzle the Monkey evaded capture 
for exact reproduction, that some blight- he hadn’t eaten the jam himself. It easily during the morning. He only 
ers considered themselves very funny, is only fair to -the monkey to point out , came down from the roof twice, on each 

T 1 . i! J .1 • return the empty pot, for occasion when an incautious pursuer 

in tne midst of the excitement the Sergeant Haversack found most of it in had put down his banana for a moment 
Orderly C(^poral appeared, to close the his bed that night, just before getting in order to tie a slip-knot in his rope, 
canteen. It was Corporal Poresight, a out again and bandaging his foot. In the afternoon, when people began to 
stickler for discipline, and so the mon- Muzzle the Monkey’s next appear- climb up on to the roof, he flung stones 
key was hurriedly buttoned into Private ance was in the Officers’ Mess- at about and moved to another roof. When they 
Eifle s tunic. midnight. He entered by a window un- threw slip-nooses he caught hold of the 

No^ neither yra nor I would like to , observed and crept along the rafters of ends till someone started to pull and 
be buttoned -into -Private Eifle s tunic ; thereof till he was directly over a select then he let go. This always got him a 
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laugh till the E.S.M. forcibly comman- 
deered for his capture-party anyone 
who commented audibly on the methods | 
employed. 

At 4 p.M. the monkey was still at 
liberty. He had covered most of the 
barracks just ahead of a large crowd of 
pursuers and seemed to be enjoying it. 
Private Eifle was already under open 
arrest. Misjudging the E.S.M.'s intelli- 
gence he had remarked in his hearing 
once too often and far too innocently, 
“Wonder 'oo the little beggar belongs 
to?^^ 

At 6 p.M. nearly the whole batta- 
lion was enlisted in the hunt, in conse- 
quence of ill-advised laughter in front 
of the E.S.M. 

At 6.15 Miss Sergeant-Major Mag- 
azine, aged eleven, came past, held out 
her band and said, “ Ohup-chup-chup 1 ” 
and Muzzle the Monkey came and 
perched on her shoulder, A. A. 

“A SpaiNo Yeabning. 

With hooded beads the flowers nod 
Where breezes sport in glee ; 

They greet my football on the sod 
‘ And scent the air for me.” 

Anglo-Swiss Paper, 

Another proof that, in Switzerland at 
any rate? winter oft lingers in the lap 
of spring. 


CROSS-CHANNEL CONTROL. 

In view of the approach of the Chan- 
nel-swimming season, the I.S.C.C.S. 
(Incorporated Society for the Control of 
Channel Swimmers) and its affiliated 
body in Prance, the S.S.M, (Soci6t6 
Securite de Mer) have jointly issued a 
list of rules which must be observed on 
all occasions. Por the benefit of our 
readers who are thinking of accomplish- 
ing the feat this summer we have 
pleasure in publishing them. ^ * 

(1) In order to avoid congestion, no 
swimmer will be allowed to make the 
journey from each side more than once. 

(2) Before entering the water each 
swimmer must report to an official of 
one of the Societies and state — in ad- 
dition to the usual particulars of name, 
sex, nationality, parentage, etc. — his or 
her reason for making the attempt. 
This should be indicated under one of 
the three headings, Sentimental, Pinan- 
ci'al or National. 

(3) Swimmers passing one another 
must observe the rules of the road. 
Cutting in will be severely punished, 

(4) Swimmers must give way to the 
Cross Channel Steamship service. 
Ocean-going liners, however; need not 
I be afforded any precedence. 


(5) Swimmers must not leave any 
bottles or'litter floating in the Channel 
as this might be a cause of serious 
interference with shipping. 

(6) In order to avoid confusion, swim- 
mers are requested, if possible, not to 
arrive simultaneously on either shore. 

(7) On due notice being given, recep- 
tions can be arranged, the Societies 
having procured a supply of photo- 
graphers, pressmen, officials and specta- 
tors to be available at any time. A 
small charge will be made for these. 
Cheering, if required, will be extra. 

(8) The Societies have also made 
arrangement with a jazz band, con- 
sisting of five musicians who are also 
experienced sailoi's, to accompany any 
swimmer who wishes to hire them. 
Early application is essential as dates 
are rapidly being booked up. , 

(9) Certificates of the Societies can 
be obtained in any language (including 
American) for the sum of one shilling 
or six francs; one-and-sixpence or 
nine francs for the double* journey. 


Our Versatile Prelates. 

** The Courtenay Chapel at the Lymington 
Parish Church, built about 1825 a.d., is being 
restored and will be re-decorated by the Bishop 
of the Diocese .” — Provincial Paper* 






'Mother (to small daughter who is bewailhig ths departure of a favourite Nannie), ** Betty, BirtizijG, you eeally must stop 
CRYflsra. '■ VVE[y,-XOOK AT PEi:EB-~HE E[ABir’T-CSXED ^T„AEL.** ’ -- * «^oi.oxui 

Betty, ‘‘M-m-men never c-c-care.” , 


THE RUNAWAYS. 

I SKEM to ^e, small son of mine, a taxi at the door. 

And that means Callers coming, and Callers are a bore. 
And so I thihlr this afternoon would be much better spent 
If you and I took hats and coats and shoes and sticks and 
went.' . . : . 

If we stay here, small son of mine, I know what it will be— 
Torrents of talk and talk and talk and tea and tea and tea, 
And the good sun shining overhead and the white road 
running straight ,* 

Come out of it, small son of naine, come out — by the back 


I know a place not far from here where splendid enc^ines 
pass ; ® 

I know a place where you and I could sit us on the grass 
And see all makes of motor-cars and take their numbers down 
And quite forget the Callers we had left behind in town. 

Tknow a wood where birds abound— it ’s not so far away • 
I know a water-meadow where the baby rabbits play, 
Where you might chase a butterfly and I might take my ease. 
And both of us could do for hours exactly what we please. * 

So let ’s be bad— slip on your shoes— au’d get into disgrace, 
And beat it till the landscape melts into some better place 
Yea, beat it to the Ohiltern Hills, a better place by half. 
And, ii they strafe us at their tea, by all means let them 
strafe. 


Let ’s see the thundering engines crash down the long hill 
• ^by Tring, 

Let's climb the downs by Ivinghoe, let ’s — oh! let ’s any- 
thing. 

So long as stuffy drawing-rooms are left far, far astern 
And we ’re away in a countryside of bracken, whin and fern. 

I ’ll pull our own two-seater out and then we ’ll drive and 
drive. 

And after that we ’ll walk and walk until we feel alive ; 

And when we ’ve driven all we want and when our walkings 
cease. 

We ’ll buy ourselves our scones and cakes and eat our tea 
■ ■ in peace. 

And we '11 wait while evening comes along, we ’ll laze and 
snooze and slack. 

And— Callers will have gone by then— we ’ll think of getting 

DBfCJbk } 

And, if displeasure chance to fall on me, small son, and you, 
I 11 stand the row and face the Court and glad to do it too. 
The ™iiJ-<3oor bell 1 Quick, hats and coats, and a bolt into ’ 
the blue ! jj B 

« Pendleton, Ore. —Holding that the defendant was too drunk to 
know what he was doing and was temporarily insane at the time a 
jury in justice court acquitted on a charge of driviL T cVr 

while intoxicated.”-Ca7zcdirtnPcp^n ^ ^ 

The man who killed his father and mother and got off 
on the ground that he was a poor orphan must have met 
a jury like this. 
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OF PAPi lA^ylFMT proposing to define the p?-op7"e and things like that demanded 

^ ‘ • word “calculated*’ was rejected. Doubt- that Mahomet should go the mountain 
Monday, June 13th , — Ib is not often less the House would have gone on de- or the mountain to Mahomet. Alike 


that the House resumes its 
labours on a Monday. Per- 
haps that is why it resumed 
them to-day with so feeble 
a show of enthusiasm. Bub 
it raised a mild cheer for 
Mr. A. M. Samuel, Parlia- 
mentary Secretary to the 
Department of Overseas 
Trade. It was a cheer of 
double character, congrat- 
ulating the Minister on his 
recovery from the injury 
that has so long laid him 
by the heels and commiser- 
ating with him on the sen- 
tence of extinction passed 
upon his Department in his 
absence by a ruthless Chan- 
celloeof the Exchequer. 

Quite the least troubled 
waters in which questioners 
fish are those presided over 
by Mr. Amery. Sir John 
Power made them even 
smoother than usual to-day 
bypouringpalm-oilonthem. 
The Minister, replying, said 
that Dutch East Indian ex- 
periments inimproved palm- 
oil production had been 
investigated by Nigerian 
and Gold Coast officials, 




-I*' « 






. A MONSTEOUS DOVE 

** Which startled both our heroes so 
They nearly dropped their quarrel.” 

Sir Arthur STBXL-MAiTLA.Nn. Sir Leslie Scott. 


IkiR. Olynes. 


discussion arose to-day, Sir 
Eobert Thomas insisting 
that the President of the 
Board of Trade should go 
to the Shipbuilding Joint 
Enquiry Committee (which 
blames rings and price-fix- 
ing associations for the high 
cost of shipbuilding), and 
Sir P. Ounliffe-Lister in- 
sisting that ib was for the 
Committee to come to him. 
Why, if something can be 
done to stimulate shipbuild- 
ing, the President of the 
Board of Trade should not 
sail in and do it without 
reference to any Committee, 
joint or otherwise, was not 
made clear. 

Sir W. Edge, looking 
quite nervous for one who 
is no stranger to the House, 
was introduced by Sir R. 
Hutchison and Mr. Een- 
BY, and the Liberals present 
managed to lift quite a re- 
sounding cheer. 

The last day allotted to 
the Committee stage of 
the Trade Disputes Bill 
produced quite a lively and 
valuable debate. The sub- 


who had duly reported to their Gov- fining indefinitely had not the merciful ject-matter was an Amendment and 
ernments. Altogether it appeared that guillotine descended at 10.30 f.m. an accompanying Schedule, moved by 


“more and better margarine ** is a slogan 
deartotheOoLONiAL Secretary’s heart. 

Mr. Locker-Lampson, replying to 
Lieut.-Gommander Kenworthy, gave 
an elaborate precis of the military 
’ situation in China, which continues, 
the House gathered, to be a confused 
mass of advancing, retreating, deserting, 
bribe-taking, Communist, anti-Commu- 
niat, Nationalist-and-Communist, Na- 
tionalist-but-not-Communist, Christian, 
Independent, and other Generals com- 
plete with their armies, and an odd army 
or two that has no Generals at all. ‘ ‘ Can 
the Minister say,” asked Mr, J. H. 
Thomas in his most impressive tones 
as soon as the recitation was ended, 
“ whether his answer means that things 
are better or worse? ” There was no 
reply. 

The House plunged somewhat wearily 
into the eleventh allotted day of the 
Trade Disputes Bill. Mr. A. Hender- 
son wished to include a definition in the 
Bill making the term “trade union” 
include “ any association or body of 
employers.” Sir Douglas Hogg re- 
sisted it on the ground that, as far as 


Tuesday, June 14th : — Before 







BENJAMIN LISEAELI MOND. 

“I AM ON THE SIDE OF THE AnGELS.' 


an accompanying Schedule, moved by 
the Sir Leslie Bcott, providing within 
limitations for the reference of every 
industrial dispute to a conciliation tri- 
bunal, prior to which any strike or lock- 
out should be illegaL The proposal 
followed closely the conciliation machin- 
ery that has been working successfully 
for many years in Canada. 

I Mr. Clynes opposed. He wanted no 
interference with the strike weapon, 
which was much more valuable than 
conciliation machinery. Moreover con- 
ciliation was alien to the spirit of the 
BilL The gist of his speech and that 

I n of Mr. Hartshorn, who supported him, 

struck the same note as Mr, Dooley* s 
I New year’s Eve reflections. Give me 
a good inimy ! ” exclaimed the philo- 
sopher. The Bill was an attack on 
Trade Unionism. Let it stay that way 
? and not get all mussed up with con- 
' ciliation. 

Mr. Lloyd George supported the 
Amendment. It took a long time, he 
said, to get anything done in Pariia- 
ment. Here was a chance for the 
; »> Government to do a little light concili- 
ating. Why could they nob for once 


political levies were concerned, they famous incident occurred there was no in a way adopt the motto, “Do it now”? 
were already included. A definition of idoubtagooddealof discussion in Arabia Sir Alfred Mond spoke in a similar 
the expression “ look-out ” was agreed as to whether etiquette and amour vein, and so did other Conservatives, 
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For the Governmenfe, however, Sir A. 
Steel- Maitland politely rejected the 
Amendment. The Government, he said, 
were all for conciliation, but not in this 
Bill, which was not an attack on Trade 
Unionism, as Mr. Hartshobn had said, 
but a counter-attack on the T.U.O. and 
its general strike of last year. He sug- 
gested that when the Bill was out of 
the way a Committee might be set up 
to consider the whole question of indus- 
trial arbitration. Members on both 
sides of the House took up this sugges- 
tion eagerly, and by the time they had 
finished they had the Minister pinned 
down to a pretty definite proposal. 

Then Messrs. Clynes and Thomas, 
possibly a little frightened at the re- 
ception given to the proposal by some 
of their followers, declared 
that Labour would have no 
truck with such an inquiry 
as long as the Trade Union 
Bill was in existence. This 
belated bit of fire-breathing 
did not much impress the JfV 

House, which proceeded to 
carry both Schedules of the 
Bill and complete its pas- i 
sage through Committee. 

Wednesday y J tme 1 6tK — ^ 

Sir P. Richardson, who has m 
a hopeful disposition, asked 1[1 1 1|^ 
the Secretary op State j| 

' FOR Foreign Affairs if the ' W m 
United States had been ap- 
proached with the sugges- wlm ^ 
tion that they should pay . JIW « 
for the War, Mr. Looker- uljlj Jj 
Lamfson replied that every- ‘ 'fh w 

body knew our position, 
which was. that we did not 
care who paid for the War, 
but -until thephilanthropists 
' stepped forward we would 
go on paying what we owed 
and getting back as much 
' of it as we could from those who owed 
money to us. 

An unpleasing incident of a not un- ‘ 
familiar type occurred when, in reply 
to various Questions, Mr. Looker- 
Lampson emphatically denied that the 
British Mission in Russia employed any 
spies. ** What a lie I ” shouted Mr. 
Buchanan rudely. This form of badin- 
age, so popular in Gorbals, is resented 
in the House. Mr. Buchanan, having . 
admitted the offence, was invited by the 
Speaker to withdraw the remark. Mr. 
Buchanan shook his head and was 
thereupon requested by the Speaker to 
leave the House. He left. 

Mr. 0. Edwards asked the Prime 
Minister if he would consider reducing 
f the old-age pension age to sixty, so that 
those enjoying it might be withdrawn 
from industry and make room for the 
younger generation. Mr. Baldwin said 


it would cost too much. Besides, an 
old-age pensioner was not debarred from 
working, so the younger generation 
would not benefit. No substitute has 
been found, apparently, for the abori- 
ginal method of saving one's parents 
from a laborious old age by respectfully 
eating them. 

Mr. Neville Chamberlain is no pet 
of Misses Lawrence and Wilkinson. 
The way they set about him after he 
had moved the Second Reading of the 
Audit (Local Authorities) Bill was a 
liberal advertisement of the fact that 
the female of certain species is deadlier 
than the male. Miss Lawrence said 
he had ** atrociously violated the princi- 
ples of the constitution." Miss Wilk- 
inson said there was no greater enemy 




W 

if 






WOODMAN, SPAKE THAT TREE. 
Mr. Lausbury to Mr. N. Chamberlain. 

of local government than the Minister. 
Compared with these onslaughts the 
rest of the Opposition arguments were 
tame, and Mr. Lansbury, though told 
quite frankly that the purpose of the 
Bill was to prevent “ Poplarism," was 
almost apologetic. 

Thursday, June 16th — The House of 
Lords, sitting for the first time after 
its Whitsun recess, paid a tribute of 
glowing eulogy to the late Lord Lans- 
downe, who for so many years wielded a 
‘‘singular influence," as Lord Salisbury 
phrased it, in their Lordships* House 
and in the councils of the nation . ‘ ‘ Such 
a man, such services, such a character 
and, if I may use the phrase, so great a 
gentleman," said the Lord Privy Seal, 
“even this country can ill afford to 
lose." 

The sensitive anatomies of the Labour 
Party are peculiarly susceptible to the 


ill effects of noise and vibration, as 
everybody knows — the jarring note in 
the House of Commons is never struck 
by them — and Mr. Riley asked the 
Minister op Health if he would ap- 
point a Committee to consider the 
eff'ect of noise and vibration on the 
human system. The Minister thought 
the time was not yet ripe. 

A question involving a peculiarly 
monstrous charge against “ the British 
military in Nanking*’ was asked by 
Mr. Wellock, Labour Member for 
Stourbridge. The reply was that there 
were no British troops in Nanking. 
Thereupon a discussion arose as to 
whether such questions should be 
asked if there was no foundation for 
the charges made. The Speaker said 
the responsibility rested 
with the Members who put 
thequestions. Mr.WELLocK 
very properly said he would 
make further enquiries of 
his informants and also 
make amends for any mis- 
take that had been made, 
but Mr. Clynes maladroitly 
A tried to make the thing 

a Party question and 
, , not merely a question of 

taste by asking the 
Speaker whether, if such a 
question were not to be 
allowed, he would also stop 
questions “ containing mon- 
j strous implications on us 

\ on this side of the House." 

To him a slander on the 
=» Army is apparently no more 
— than a slander on the Con- 
servative Party 1 
Viscount Wolmer hav- 
ing explained that more 
telephones does not mean 
cheaper telephones and 
Mr. Guinness having an- 
nounced that a ban was on French 
cherries because the worm that dieth 
not, or at any rate hasn't died yet, 
still infests them, the House turned 
to the Ouse Drainage Bill. All sides 
agreed that something must be done, 
and that right speedily, if largo areas of 
the best agricultural land in England 
were not to suffer. Trouble began 
on the question as to who should pay. 
The House heard of lowlanders and 
highlanders and middle levellers, who 
might be in favour of drains in the 
abstract but not on their pockets. Sir 
Lucas Tooth led a dissentient Con- 
servative phalanx into the Lobby ; and 
the Socialists opposed the Bill because 
it proposed to spend a large lump of 
Government money on the new drain- 
age scheme without the drainefd land 
being nationalized ; but the second read- 
ing was carried by 58. 



AT THE SIGN OF THE NEW HUMOUR. 

{With acknowledgments to The 
Daily MaiV) 

Good morrow, my little Nordics, my 
little Anglo-Saxon business -men, my 
little spavined spelter merchants and 
Hanoverian hog - wallopers I Good 
morrow, Mr, Hoggenheim, of Peabody, 
Hoggenheim & Grlimpf, manufacturers, 
in your most Christian city of Bir- 
mingham, of brass idol's for the Bast 
African trade. Clear as my Lord 
Eoland's horn at Eoncesvalles I bid 
you good morrow. Good morrow, my 
little Lutherans, my little Lollards, my 
little followers of Wyclif the Whited 
Sepulchre— may nothing you dismay 1 
Nay, come nearer. By the pig of St. 
Anthony of Padua, patron of all beasts 
outcast and unclean, I wish you no 
harm ! Am I not minister in partibics 
infidelium ? Shall I not lighten your 
darkness ? Little better than Albi- 
genses though ypu be, I am no De 
Montfort— I will not plough you into 
the fields. 

And now, my mere English, my 
merry stockbrokers and usurers, my 
base exiles from the Lux Latina, what 
of it this bright- moriiing?. Shall it be 
the history of your own land, good my 
groundlings ? As certain of your own 
prophets, notably Stuffelpimpf pf Dus- 
seldorf, have observed, a coUjntry's 


heroes personify a country’s history. 
By the Blessed Massacre of St. Bartho- 
lomew, so be it ! Where shall we start, 
my hearties ? With Harry Tudor, the ; 
Great White Cad of Ohristendorn ? Or 
that red-haired persecutor of the inno- : 
cent, his daughter Elizabeth ? Or your ■ 
great British bully and profiteer, Noll 
Cromwell, with his hymn-whining syco- 
phant, Johnnie Milton ? ’Oddsfish and 
frog’s legs, I am a match for any of 
them 1 Name of a pipe, I am ! 

Or George of Hanover and his lackey, 
Walpole? (‘Wat a manT’ asyour great 
English scholar and gentleman, Sir 
Moses Masham, n4 Blumenstein, said 
to me regretfully when Mr. Justice 
Crabbe sent the papers in the Assimi- 
lated Nitrates Merger to the Public 
Prosecutor, “ I tell you vat, my poy, 
ve need anuzzer Valpole 1”) Is it to 
be Pudding Times and profit-snatch- 
ing, my little whimpering Whigs and 
whippersnappers ? 

Eaughl I have done; you get no 
more from me. Gons^uez your Henry 
Tudor! Pah! to your profit- snatchers 1 
It is a fine morning ; 1 will not offend 
it. I will think of that pious, pontiff, 
Alexander VI., and his saintly sons and 
daughter, of the kindly Catherine 
de’ Medici and that virtuous Louis who 
revoked the infamous Edict of Nantes, 
And when I think of these,, my puppets, 
I gloat, I . . . ’ (Left gloating.) 


EUROPFS WEAK SPOT. 

[The Lithuaiiian Government has banned 
the reading of Shakespeare in schools on the 
ground that his work is “ too strong meat for 
babes.”] • ' . . 

There used to be a mania 
In studious Lithuania ^ - 

For cramming children's crania •' * 
With Shakespeare’s pungent 
truths ; ' ’ 

But now as a comestible 
They ’ve found that he 's detestable 
And rankly indigestible 
To Lithuanian youths. 

To British sense (and vanity) 

It borders on insanity 
To hold our Will’s humanity 
For any babe too, strong ; 

We think that if your palate is r 
Too soft for his moralities, 

0 Lettish boy or gal, it is 
Your palate that is wrong. 


“BOWLERS ON TOP.” 

' Headline in Daily Pa^er. 

Where else should they be worn? 

“The man is a patient of Sir Joseph’s. I 
know him only by the name of Mr. X. ^ He is 
thirty-six years old, about your height — 
though considerably shorter.” 

Magazine, 

“X seems a good najne for one who 
is such an unknown quantity, 
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The General (io CooJc, Perfect treasim^ Sir I— been in our family for years'*^), “Ah, Mary, thb doctor tells me I must knock 
OFF 'all soups and CURRIES. MuSTN'T TOUCH *EM— MUSTN’T TOUCH ’EMI NoW, WHAT ARB WE GOING TO DO ABOUT IX ? 

Mary, “Well, Sir, .we mu.st change our doctor at once.” . 


THE VITAMINS. 

A Scientific Song. 

Vitamin “A ** 

Keeps the rickets away 
And succonrs the meagre and nervy; 

"s what you lack 
If the siomach is slack. 

And 0 ” is the foe of the scwvy ; 

So when a man dines 
Let him murmur these lines, 

Or sure he will live to deplore it — 
Just ask yourself, “ What 
Disease have I got, 

A^id which is the Vitamin for it ? 

A doctor with a microscope 
Was mixing mutton-fat and soap 
When what was his surprise to see 
A Thing invisible to me 
(And I am quibe prepared to bet 
That no one else has seen it yet). 

It showed upon its gentle face 
Affection for the human race, 

And it is very rare to find 
An organism of such a kind ; 

So, with a microscopic gi’in, 

He christened it a Vitamin. 

There are three Vitamins, not four; 
I have no doubt there will be more, 
But for the present you and me 
•Must do the best we can with 
three; * * 


And Nelson, Ealbigh, Drake, St. 
Paul 

Did fairly well with none at all. 
These simple people never knew 
The secrets shared by me and you ; 
No chemical analysis 
Of this and that and that and this 
Their hearty dinners did condemn — 
They gobbled what was given them ; 
But this affects a man’s inside, 

And all these foolish fellows died. 

But you and I, of sterner schools, 
Must eat by scientific rules. 

You may remember, as a kid, 

A fuss about the Proteid, 

And at (I think) a later stage 
The Calories became the rage ; 

The Carbohydrates now and then 
Have exercised the learned men, 

And whether people took enough 
Albuminous and starchy stuff ; 

For nothing, we may well conclude, 
Is quite so dangerous as food — 

In fact, before the doctors call 
It *s safest not to eat at all. 

It is my purpose here to state 
That all these views are out of 
date, 

And even surgeons now admit 
The little Vitamin is it. 

So do not plunge a hasty fork 
Into the pickles or the pork, 


But telephone to Harley Street, 

** Is this a vital thing to eat ? ” 
Before you order what you want — 
Tripe, caviax’e, or crdme de menthe. 
Before you seizie and swallow whole 
Some luscious bird or fancy sole, 
Send for the manager and hiss, 

“ Is there a Vitamin in this? ” 

There are no Vitamins in lard ; 

From bacon they are wholly barred ; 
In potted meat they are nob seen, 
Nor olive-oil nor margarine ; 

In vain your families you cram 
With coffee, cocoa, sugar, jam ; 

I very much regret to add 
That tapioca’s just as bad. 

Nor do I know how 'we contrive 
For years and years to keep alive 
When most of what we eat and 
drink 

Would be much better down the sink. 
»A/’ 

But courage I in cod-liver oil 
The healthy little creatures toil ; 

And any backward child of mine 
Who showed a softness in the spine 
Should frequently be fed on that, 
With good hard-roes and bits of fat. 
Fresh butter, cheese and yolk of egg 
Will fortify the infant leg, 

For here again are found, they say. 
Those Vitamins we christen “ A ” ; 
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In cabbage too and other greens, 
And lettuces (but not in beans). 

But better still for you and me, 

Who are not children now, is ‘^B.” 
His duty, which he does not shirk, 

Is just to make the stomach work. 

If my supply of “B is small 
My liver does not act at all 
And things go on in my inside 
Which never can Be justified. 

Those old philosophers and saints 
Who had mysterious complaints 
And perished on some lonely mount 
In ways for which we can’t account — 
The explanation ’s clear to me, 

They did not get enough of '^B.” 
Well, ** B occurs in nuts and peas. 
In lentils, beans and things like these. 
In wholemeal rye and wholemeal 
wheat 

And bread which is not fit to eat, 

In roes of fish and some dried fruits 
And milk and yeast and uncooked 
roots ; 

And death, as far as I can see, 

May be preferred to eating “ B.” 

But “ C ” is quite another thing. 

Of “ C *’ with frank delight I sing ; 
Bor “ 0” ’s the pretty Yitamin 
Who makes and mends that schoolgirl 
skin 

And stops us coming out in lots 
Of horrid, horrid little spots. 

“ C ” is the very best excuse 
Bor drinking pints of orange-juice; 
Bor “ 0*s” sweet sake fine ladies feed 
Upon the radish and the swede. 
Tomatoes, salads, lemons, milk 
Keep noble skins as smooth as silk ; 
The prettiest girl I ever saw 
Ate cauliflower and rhubarb raw. 
But best of all about him is 
That ** 0 ” abounds in strawberries. 

The doctors, I am glad to see, 

Admit that there are none in tea ; 
They worship, as I said before, 

Three only ; but I know one more. 
Bor I have found a Yitamin 
In brandy, burgundy and gin ; 

And I salute with three times three 
The little chap I know as ‘‘D.’* 

Vitamin “ A ” 

Keq:is the richeis aioay 
And succow's the meagre and nervy; 
“B” ’s what you lack 
If the tummy is slack, 

And C ” is the foe of the scmvy ; , 
And so %oJien you dines 
Bemember these lines, 

And, if you 'll he guided by one, 3io% 

It don't matter what 
Disease you have gotr^ 

Just order a bottle of “B,” Sir I 

A. P.H. 
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A BUSY DAY. 

Grandynotlier {trying to iniei'est hoy), “My dear, I see that one of the Surrey 

CRICKETERS MADE A THOUSAND RUNS YESTERDAY.” 


Another Impending Apology. 

From an article on Mussolini ; — 

“ When I met him ... it was as I expected, 
for I have met many famous men. He was 
unafieoted, with none of the inferiorness he 
displays in public .” — Sunday Payer, 

“ Wanted, experienced General . . . wages 
no object to experienced girl.” 

’ Advt, in Provincial Payer. 
Oh, aren’t they ? 

“Napoleon was the most supremely com- 
petent administrator that has ever Jlived.” 

Dean Inge, as quoted by a Provincial Payer. 
What would he have been like if he 
had lived the other half ? 


“ Mrs, asserted that one of the reasons 

why farmers were not doing well was because 
farm labourers did not get sufi&eient money to 
live properly, and therefore could not give of 
their best while sold for 2s, a dozen at New- 
port .” — Provincial Payer, 

You can hardly wonder at it. ^ 

“ Arrangements have been made for a series 
of lectures to clergy on July llth-16bh in 
Trinity College, Dublin. The lecturers will 

be as follows : — The Eev. Dr. on Messrs. 

A. Guinness, Son and Co.’s shipments of porter 
from Dublin, as officially Returned for period 
May 25th to June 1st, 1927.”— Irw/t Payer. 

No one can accuse him of having chosen 
a dry subject. 
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eludes by prostrating himself before the —apparently to be employed as funeral 
AT THE PLAY. goddess. properties. 

Eussian Ballet (Princes) At this point the cat, who has watched In his remarkable performance as 

** The Oat.” these operations with an inscnifcable The Young Man^ m.. Serge Lipar, 

Briefly the synopsis repeats the air, disappears and comes on in human though he aimed less at grace than 
old fable telling how a young man im- shape. Follows a formal pus de deiu of 

piores Aphrodite to transform a — fiemre Mile. Alice Nikitina, as 




cat. which he greatly admires. X Car^^aVe^ of 

into human shape ; howApbro- r * l ‘j. u* u 

dits consents, and the cat be- ^^^‘uosity, in which 

comes a beautiful girl, wU the particular charm of the 

won . y , £ , Eussian ballet was designedly 

Vi 5 « fnnmTib the uod tempered by a Certain formalism 

height of his triumph the god- ^ of pose and gesture, 

dess, to test the mtearity of / a ? ^ grauuio. _ _ 

the girl’s affection. offer“s a dis- / ^ ® 

traction by causing a mouse to / of the setting (“architecture and 

scamper acrossthenuptial Cham- / \M^I\ sculpture constmeted by Gabo 

ber;audbowthegirl 4 tantlyre- / \ and Pevsner’) I have read that 

ver s to type, pursues the mouse / \ theywereiutended tobe sym- 

and is changed back into a cat. / ( bolic of the mental training of 

to the lover^s immense chagrin. / \ /^ ' // ^ 

I am not in a position to say |( K ^ ^ V/ they specialised in this branch 

how far this is ti-ue to animal U I M I f ^ 

nature; whether an actual cat. \- 

in a moment of amorous pre- \ \ / ballet wanted something that 

occupation, would be diverted ' - \ ^ wouldharmonise withthe^eo- 

by a mouse crossing her field of , ( T , metric quality of their physical 

vision. But let that pass; for \ j/ exercises. Unfortunately the 

we are here in an unnatural \ P^fn one scene had to serve not only 

world, as you will gather, quite '1 // ^ for a combined gymnasium and 

apart from the matter of divine X. \ I |f classroom, but for what the 

intervention, as soon as you see \ \ '/ _ / W synopsis desen bes as the “ nup- 

the spectacle. ^ lovers. 

For the scene is full of enor- “°“®® °®*= interposed, 

mous geometrical figures made 4^ ^ ^ must have meant a veritable 

of talc: a hanging arc, several CAT-WOESHIP. ‘ m- 

rectangles and, 1 daresay, a jj sbhoe Lifar. ^ night Mile. Niw- 

brace or so of parallelepiped- tina came before the curtain to 

OHS. Through one of two large holes love-making that grows more and more break the news to us that the railway 
in a screen may be seen a lady wifch a intimate, till suddenly the mouse, which had failed to deliver these properties in 
feline mask. This is the cat. On a raised can only by a miracle have hitherto time for the performance of The Cat. 
platform is a cubist Aphrodite in talc, escaped the girl's notice, starts of She did not state the cause of the delay 
Her intervention has to be assumed, across the floor. She pursues it into —whether the engine had bucked, or 
for she is not constructed to take any thewings.and then resumes her original the guard had held them up to do a 
part in the proceedings, proposition or two in 

Prominent in the centre . Euclid with them, 

of the floor is a grey way of compen- 

mouse, monstrous, sation "we were given 

motionless, awaiting Carnaval, always a de- 

tbe goddess’s word to fascina- 

get a move on. All music and move- 

this is to be taken x \ menls, the pathos of 

seriously. j \ its tragic and its 

Enter P/ieFow?7{7lfrm ■ // \\ women's dresses that 

with six companions. \\ make a modern audi- 

They go through a ^ n\ once look so silly. Then 

variety of physical exer- \\ Petroushka, 

cises, that are well be- - ,,1 ^ , ^(r with M. Massine (a 

low the standard of the welcome re - appear- 

average acrobatic LADY INTO CAT ance) verv ofleotive in 

troupe in a circus. On Mllb. Ahcb Nikitisa. «i® part; M. 

their retirement the Tiiadee Slavinsky as 


CAT-WOBSHIP. 
^I. Serge Lifar. 


beauty of his .finely - modelled 
figure. Mile. Alice Nikitina, as 
The Gat, gave an exhibition of 
very perfect virtuosity, in which 
the gossamer airiness which is 
the particular charm of the 
Eussian ballet was designedly 
tempered by a certain formalism 
of pose and gesture. 

As for the geometric devices 
of the setting (“ architecture and 
sculpture constructed by Gabo 
and Pevsner”) I have read that 
they were intended to be sym- 
bolic of the 'mental training of 
these young gymnasts. * Why 
they specialised in this branch 
of learning I cannot say ; possi- 
bly because the maker of the 
ballet wanted something that 
would harmonise with the geo- 
metric quality of their physical 
exercises. Unfortunately the 
one scene had to serve not only 
for a combined gymnasium and 
classroom, but for what the 
synopsis describes as the “nup- 
tial chamber” of the lovers. 
If the mouse had not interposed, 
it must have meant a veritable 
nightmare for the bride. 

On the first night Mile. Niki- 
tina came before the curtain to 


part in the proceedings. 
Prominent in the centre 
of the floor is a grey 
mouse, monstrous, 
motionless, awaiting 
the goddess’s word to 
get a move on. All 
this is to be taken 
seriously. 

EnterThe Young Man 
with six companions. 
They go through a 
variety of physical exer- 
cises, that are well be- 
low the standard of the 
average acrobatic 
troupe in a circus. On 
their retirement the 


LADY INTO CAT. 
Mlle. Alice Nikitina. 


hero, who wears, in addition to the seat of observation with her cat's mask The Moor, and Mme. Alexandra 
garment of obligation, a talc chest- restored. The young man falls to the Danilova, who was the best of the 
protector and a talc pair of greaves, ground, taking up an extremely difficult three in keeping up the semblance of 
executes some interesting movements, posture indicative of rigor mortis. His puppetry, as The Dancer. Perhaps in 
slightly archaistic and reminiscent of companions re-enter bearing huge geo- we could do better %vith less 

L*ApTds-77udi d*un Panne, and con- metricalfigures — ^rbomboideandellipees of the crowd, which delays the action 
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of the tragedy; and anyhow the stage 
at the Princes Theatre is not large 
enough for it. 

La Boutique Fantasque, though ad- 
mirably given, was not well chosen for 
the same progrardme; it meant too 
much doll for one evening. 

The Wednesday programme included 
Gimaivsiand^hose old-world simplicity 
is so pleasant a relief from latter-day 
symbolism. The dancing here was a 
pure joy ; and in particular the pas de 
six, Finally, The Three-Cornered Hat 
found M. Massine and Mme. Lubov 
TcHEBNiCHEn^A (as the Miller and his 
Wife) and M, Georges Balanchin (as 
the wearer of the Hat) in great form. 

The audience on the first night was 
large and enthusiastic, but on Wednes- 
day the attendance in the stalls was 
sparse. It may have been Ascot, or 
the prices, which are rather high for 
so short a programme. It was eked 
out by some delightful symphonic inter- 
ludes, including “The Flight of the 
Bumble Bee,’* from an opera of Eim- 
SKY- Korsakoff’s, all admirably con- 
ducted by Mr, Eugene Goossens ; but 
even so the intervals were terribly long. 
Sfcill, with so exquisite a quality in M. 
DiaghIleff’s entertainment, one would 
be churlish indeed to quarrel with the 
quantity of it. ‘ . 0. S. 

“The Happy Husband” (Criterion). 

Mr. Harrison Owen’s , highly un- 
ethical and entirely diverting farcical 
comedy suffers just a little from the 
intrusion of a number of too conscien- 
tiously cynical epigrams in the 
vein of Wilde— 7 “ Virtue is its 
own punishmen^i” and ’ that 
sort of thing, which is rather 
too easy. But it is a 'techni- 
cally sound piece of work, the 
situations are handled with a 
refreshing originality, and, as 
art has nothing to do with edi- 
fication, the author as artist is 
to be warmly congratulated. 

Yet he can also moralise 
at need, for it is possible to 
read between the naughty 
lines this serious message : 

One of the duties of an atten- 
tive husband is to be jealous. 

An honest woman who has 
been nine years married may 
well be exasperated by a 
kindly indifferent partner’s 
calm assumption that she is 
not merely above suspicion 
but above the battle of tempta- 
tion. She may be infuriated 
when summed up by her friends 
as “ a dear little woman but 
straight as a die”; Dot Bendell 
(Miss Madge Titheradge) will 
show them whether she is as 


straight as all that. Fortified by three 
cocktails, specially shaken to meet the 
situation by her sympathetic sister, 
Stella Tolhurst (Miss Mabe!l Sealby), 
she falls in with the suggestion of Harvey 
Townsend (Mr. A. E. Matthews), a 
philandering monomaniac who goes 



UNSAYING IT WITH FLOWEES. 
Frank K. Pratt , . Mb. Charles Laughton. 

about risking rebuffs, but on balance 
getting a great deal of amusement as 
he understands it, that she should come 
and see the lovely view of the downs 
by moonlight from the South Eoom. 


Harvey has just drawn a blank with 
the lovely provocative Gonsuelo, whose 
looks belie her and who is abjectly faith- 
ful to her fatuously sententious, many- 
antlered American husband, Frank 
K Pratt (Mr, Charles Laughton), 
erstwhile petitioner in Pratt v. Pratt, 
Wilkinson, Cohen, Chapman, Hopkins, 
and Baily. He has therefore some 
excuse for taking jealous care of the 
second Mrs, P. 

Unfortunately a burglar wanders into 
the South Eoom and, under cross-exam- 
ination, alludes to the fact that there was 
a lady with Harvey. ‘Which lady ? Con- 
suelo, of course, say all the men, poor 
Pratt first among them. But Dot de- 
clares that she was the indiscreet one, 
and all but Pratt believe her to be 
tactfully shielding the distressed and 
misjudged Consuelo. All this to Dot's 
unconcealed fury. Nob even, it seems, 
when proofs to the contrary are given, 
will anybody regard her as other than 
straight as a die. 

Consuelo, however, is independently 
c’eai'ed, whereupon every man suspects 
his wife or fiancee, except the blandl}’ 
confident Bill Bendell, the Happy Hus- 
band, who never finds out, but, under 
Harvey's diieobion, pretends a jealousy 
he does not feel, and so all ends well 
both for him and Dot. 

Mr. Owen handles his ingeniously 
selected material with great skill and 
contrives, an original and extremely 
neat, if abrupt, ending. Perhaps he 
occasionally permits himself a lapse 
from taste (as distinguished from pro- 
priety, which naturally isn’t 
in his programme), as when 
the servants are dragged into 
his web of suspicion. But 
lively jesting covers a multi- 
tude of sins. 

Miss Madge Tithebage’s 
Dot, sober or drunk, and hon- 
estly made-down just plain 
enough to carry conviction, 
was an excellent performance. 
Miss Mabel Sealby’s Stella 
seemed to me no less intelli- 
gently and effectively done. 
Mr. A. E. Matthews had an 
engagirg part wherein he 
could sport that casual air 
which so well becomes him. 
Mr. Lawrence Grossmith (the 
Happy Husband), Mr. David 
Hawthorne (his brother-in- 
law), Mr. Eric Cowley (a silly 
ass). Miss Ann Trevor (the 
ass’s fiancie), Miss Stella 
Arbenina (the beautiful Gon- 
suelo), Mr. Carl Harbord (a 
most original burglar product 
of Eton and Oxford)— all helped 
to make the pace. But the 
outstanding performance was 



THE PASSIONATE LOVER. 

Hm’vey Toionsend .... Mb. A. E. Matthews. 
Dot Bendell Miss Madge Titheradge. 
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that of Mr. Chahles Laughton as that 
poor fish, Pratt, Mr. Laughton builds 
a part up with great skill aud intelli- 
gence, and is always quite unrecognisa- 
ble, so that he may. miss for a time at 
the public’s hands the full tribute that 
is his due. His Eussian Governor in 
The Greater Love, his hooligan inLiliom, 
and this egregious American are as 
different as good chalk, good cheese and 
good red herring. T, 

MEN AND WOMEN. 

It was while sitting as a guest at a 
rather serious club where there is along 
table that I beard the conversation 
which follows. How the topic of educa- 
tion came up I forget, but this is what 
happened. 

There is only one real educational 
problem,” said an important member, 

and that has nothing to do with the 
pronunciation of Latin or Greek or any 
nonsense of that kind; it has to do 
with life as we have to live it, and the 
sooner the head-masters and head- 
mistresses of England come to some 
understanding on the matter the better 
it will be for everybody.” 

He glared at us as though we had 
challenged him to mortal combat. 

What,” he asked, ^‘is the principal 
cause of the hostility of men to women 
and women to men ? ” ^ 

‘‘Personally,” said a meet listener, 
“ I have no hostility, but I should ad- 
mire woman more if she did not soap 
the sponge.” - . 

There was a murmur of agreement. 

“And I,” said another, “should admire 
her more if she squeezed tooth-paste 
tubes only at the far end, instead of, as 
now, anywhere.” 

He also won a measure of approba- 
tion. 

“And I,” said another, “should ad- 
mire woman more if, when she is help- 
ing me on with my coat, she did not 
relax in her lifting at the very moment 
when she ought to make the most in- 
telligent effort.” 

“Hear, hear,” said everyone, even 
the stern propagandist who had started 
this bare. 

“But,” he remarked, “no one has 
yet mentioned the society-cleaving, the 
harmony-destroying, disparity between 
the sexes to which I was alluding, and 
.which, if we are to get along with any 
comfort, must be a matter of compro- 
mise.” 

He glared again. 

“Look at those windows,” he said, 
waving a hand in the direction of the 
street. 

We looked. 

“ Do you notice anything about them • 
that is^remarkable ? ” he asked. 

“ They are rather cleaner than usual,” 
said the meek man. 

“I didn’t mean that/* said the import- 
ant man, “ although it happens to be 
true. No, the remarkable thing is that, 
although it is fine and warm, they are 
all shut. Why? Because this is a man*s 
club. Were you to go to a woman’s club 
you would find the windows all open. 
Even in wunter. And there,” he said, 
leaning back and, for once, beaming — 
“there is my case in a nutshell. 

“The time has come,” be resumed, 
“ when every schoolmaster must insti- 
tute a course of instruction and experi- 
ment which shall make it possible for 
all the boys now under his care, when 
they grow up, to sit in draughts with- 
out complaining or without taking cold. 
Similarly the time has come when every 
schoolmistress must institute a course 
of instruction and experiment which 
shall make it possible for all the girls 
now under her care, when they grow 
up, to be in rooms where the windows 
are closed and not complain, feel ill, 
swoon or threaten to swoon.” 

He glared again. 

“Because,” he went on, “the world 
is being ruined to-day, for women, by 
men who very properly like the windows 
closed, and. especially the windows of 
railway carriages;* while it is being 
ruined for men by the women who want 
those windows open. Why, there are 
women who will sit by an open window 
in«a train even in a tunnel. Bather than 
not have their current of air they will 
have sulphur smoke with if. There are 
women who will sit by the open window 
of an aeroplane ! ” 

We all groaned, 

“I am glad you are with me,” he 
said. “And of course it is we who are 
the sufferers to a far greater extent 
than women. It is only a woman here 
and there who will shut a window when 
a protest is made, and the men who 
have the courage to make that protest 
are very few; for, in spite of her des- 
perate efforts towards equality — not 
the least of which is seen in her growing 
tendency to smoke even in the streets— 
woman still retains not a little of her old 
reputation as the damsel in distress, the 
lady who is all the better for a knight in 
armour, the object of chivalry, if not 
actually quixotry. Whereas, notwith- 
standing their disgust at seeing women 
adopt masculine airs and privileges, 
there are still many men who, if they 
are asked to open a window for a woman, 
will do so, even with the fear of pneu- 
monia weighing upon them. Hence 
more men are catching colds from the 
open windows of women than there are 
women feeling faint because of the 
closed windows of men,-- There are, 
however; enough sufferers of botli sexes 

to make my scheme extremely valuable, 
and no serious guardian of the young, 
with the welfare of the future on his 
mind, can neglect it.” ” 

He glared again, then he beamed 
again, then he glared and beamed both 
at once, and, lunch being over, we rose 
and separated. 

What will be the result ? All ! 

E.V.L. 

GHASTLY GASTRONOMY. 

Accobding to a contemporary, the 
world was ransacked to find exotic and 
out-of-the-way dishes for the recent 
annual banquet of the Soci^t^ d* Acclima- 
tation. The meal started with birds’- 
nest soup aux oeufs, followed by Eussian 
bolets (1), but became more enterprising 
at the fish course, at which sandre(^), 
sauce Gribiche, was offered. Alternative 
entries were matelote of uromastyx(^) 
and grilled porcupine steaks.' Mouflon 
de Corse (f) followed. After this dizzy 
flight of culinary fancy the guests were 
brought to earth with haricots from 
Chile. The most interesting fruit was 
stewed papye(5). 

ViTELLius in his highest bliss 

Had nothing (hot a cent!) on this. 
Though he regaled himself with gravies j 
Distilled from tongues of iww aves, 

Not he, nor any of his group, 

Declined and fell on birds’-nest soup ; 
Not once at feasts, however jolly, 

Did he devour a Eussian bolet ; 

And as for fish, the sandre grew 

In regions OiESAR never knew ; 

Nor did his guts perform gymnastics 

On matelote of uromastyx ; 

He never even wished to dine 

On steaks of fretful porcupine. 
Conceivably (a last resource) 

He may have tried mouflon de Corse, 

But, since Columbus w^as not yet, 

His Chile beans he failed to get, 

Nor could America supply 

The fruit called papye (or pap} e?) — 

All these comestibles he missed, 

Being no Gallic scientist. 

Which of these learned men designed 
This meal exotic and refined 

And turned the gastronomic scales 
Against such fare as frogs and snails ? 

Or did perhaps our savant make 

A most unfortunate mistake 

And give the conscientious cook 

The wrong leaf from his pocket-book — 
An error, probably his last, 

Which brought about this strange repast 
And forced the banqueteers to guzzle 

On portions of a cross-word puzzle ? 

Glues ; (1) An edible fungus, whitish-yellow 
in colour. (2) A fish of rare species found only 
in the^riversof Kastern Europe. (3) A lizard of 
repulsive appearance import^^l from the sands 
of the Sahara. (4) A cross between a deer and a 
kid. p) A fruitfotmd only in tropical America. 






OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mrs. Edith Wharton’s new novel is in some sense a 
departure, and your appreciation of it will, I think, largely 
depend on your attitude towards the school of social fiction 
from which it departs. If this school’s reverent preoccupa- 
tion with the passions and whimsies of the leisured classes 
never struck you as something rather effeminate, the un- 
deniably cruder and more full-blooded handling of the new- 
comer will probably sot your teeth on edge. If — I state my 
own case — the J amesian touch has occasionally seemed a 
trifle man-millinerish, you may welcome as heartily as I do 
the profaner attitude of the present book. Twilight Sleep 
{Appdeton) is Mrs. Wharton's synonym for the atmosphere 
of plausible pain-shunning in which moneyed men and 
women, especially moneyed Americans, for the most part 
envelop themselves. Thanks to plumbers, dentists, oculists 
and patent religions, the middle-aged stave off the qualms 
of mortality even more successfully than the young, who 
have only dancing, athletics and dope to keep them going. 
Pauline Manford, a perfectly poised and efiScient fifty, is the 
protagonist of the first class; Lita Wyant^ the wife of her 
son by a divorced husband, the fine flower of the second. 
An excellent “ crowd ” includes the most convincingly indi- 
gent MarcJiesa 1 have ever met between boards. The 
crumbling of Pauline's respectable world and its undeniable 
formative relationship to Lita's putrescent one have ob- 
viously been studied with all Mrs. Wharton’s accustomed I 


subtlety. What is novel is the book’s broadly comic hand- 
ling of illustrative episodes. Never before has anything of 
Mrs. Wharton’s moved me to open laughter, and, if she her- 
self has not shrunk from crowning morbid tragedy with an 
anti-climax of burlesque, I do not see why I should not 
admit that I enjoyed the innovation. 

Certainly anyone would say, looking at our publishers’ 
lists, that we play our games with sufficient seriousness. 
And yet our championships, they tell me, take wing one 
after another and fly from our shores — generally Westward. 
Not all the floods of advice on How to Play Golf could pre- 
serve us from the American invasion, and 1 do not suppose 
that our lawn- tennis advisers, be they never so expert, will 
avail to bring a British champion (male) back to the centre 
court at Wimbledon — just yet. All the same we can extend 
a welcome to Modern Lawn Tennis (Lane), which is spon- 
sored by the well-known Spanish player, Senorita Lili Db 
Alvarez, who with Miss Helen Wills shares the suc- 
cession^^ to Suzanne Lenglen as Wimbledon’s greatest 
draw ^ among the ladies. This is a pleasant little book, 
containing a sufficiency of useful hints, and the photographs 
of the charming author that are scattered so lavishly through 
its pages are alone well worth the price. I am rather sceptical 
with regard to these volumes of advice by the expert. 
Players who want to improve their game would get better 
value for their money, I suspect, by paying for a seat and 
[.watching a few chanoipionship matches. But there are 
some hints in this little book that should be useful. The 
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Spanish lady~champion is all for a sport- 
ing game, and not shirking one’s weak 
points. She is sound too about regard- 
ing the game as a game and not as 
the most serious business in life. But 
I still hold that these charming action- 
photographs are the really valuable 
part of the lesson. Any lady would 
willingly lose her matches, I am sure, 
if she could only contrive to look as 
graceful as Sehorita De Alvarez. 


In his third novel, A Friend of 
Antaeus (Duckworth), Mr. Gerabd 
Hopkins nas adopted the now familiar 
device of presenting his principal char- 
acter through the minds of others. It 
was perhaps as well that he did, because 
this is the story of a man who was false 
to his wife ‘^for very love of her,*’ and 
with a motive of that kind any decent 
husband would rather leave it to his 
friends than make such a claim for him- 
self. (Besides, he might not think of 
it.) It is the Hawtreyish OlennerPass- 
inghavi and his friend Buth Callander 
who evolve this ingeniously extenuating 
theory, and if they cannot quite bring it 
off no one who listens to them; as they 
talk over their tea-cups, will regret that 
they tried. Mr. Hopkins is a past- 
master of elegant dialogue. And “past” 
is, I think, the right word for it. This 
is not the speech of to-day, phonogra- 
phically recorded in the manner of 
modern realism. But we did talk like 
this once, if we were clever enough, in 
the days when we had leisure to finish 
our sentences and take our turns—thirty 
years ago, let us say, when Henry 
Harland wrote The GardmaVs Snuff- 
Box, I cannot say that I liked the 
lapse into melodrama at the end, but 
at least it is brief, and it comes too late 
to spqil a pleasant and restful enter- 
tainment. To all whose nerves are a little jarred by our 
modern stridency I commend this delicate and graceful tale. 


Old mills, old ships and old bridges are characters rather 
than constructions. No two of them are alike and each has 
its own legend of commerce with mankind and the elements. 
Many have attained celebrity in song and story, and the 
ship^ and bridges at any rate have been frequently described 
by experts on their anatomy and history. • Yet no one, I 
believe, has anticipated Mr. Thurston Hopkins’s claim to 
be the first historian of old English mills ; and, though the 
I'esearches he now puts forward are for the most part con- 
fined to one county, his choice of Sussex has rendered the 
present haul a particularly rich one. Starting with the 
querns of troglodytes and cave-dwellers, he arrives by quick 
stages at water-mills and wind-mills, his illustrator, Mr. 
James Martin, appending a useful diagram of the interior 
of Shipley Mill to the text’s description of its mechanism. 
Thus equipped with an easy knowledge of runners and 
bedstones, sweeps, sails or mill-blades, the old post-and- 
socket inill with a lever to turn the sails, and the smock 
mill with its rotating cap, we sally forth into Sussex. 
Brighton is our base, Ditchling our first halt ; and we sub- 
sequently encounter not only wind-mills in various stages 


of decay, but tide-mills with undershot wheels (at Bishop- 
stone) and forging mills all over the Weald. Histories, 
some ghostly, of millers, ironmasters and smugglers are 
incidentally secured, and the hostelries frequented by these 
worthies occur often enough to make Old English Mills and 
Inns (Palmer) an acceptable title for the book. Yet I feel 
that Mr. Hopkins, like -his fellow- enthusiast of the Dee, 
lives by his mill, and I trust that the additional volume 
half-promised us here will be wholly- given over to its 
fast-disappearing vestiges. 


At the time when Lieut.-Oolonel P. T. Ethbrton was 
writing China — The Facts (Benn) there were residing in the 
“foreign concession” at- Tientsin three Chinese ex-presi- 
; dents and more than a dozen ex- war-lords,- all taking refuge, 
under the protection -of those Europeans and Americans 
whom theoretically they desire to drive out of the country, 
from the wrath of their own compatriots. Situations of 
this kind, half tragedy, half comic-opera, are typical of the 
tangle of grievous contradictions that constitutes the Ear^ 
Eastern Question, a reasonable understanding of which is 
impossible unless the history, ways of thought and social 
organisation of the population concerned are first studied. 
Colonel Ethebton supplies clearly and 'concisely and with 
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authority the necessary information on which to found an seller of various queer persons liAabiting that palatal 
opinioD* He spealis of th© various p6rsons who have become establishment in little old New Yorl^ J. here was the 
prominent, deals with the endless and almost meaningless cashier, whose secret ambition it was to become a detective, 
civil war between North and South, investigates the causes There was LilliCi the neglected little daughter of an actress 
of the existing hatred for foreigners, and estimates future who, having been hardened by marital misfortunes, was 
developments in relation to ourselves and the three other softened by the illness of her child. There was Peie, the 
powers — America, Japan and Eussia — most intimately bell-boy, who cherished a passion for the stage. Thep was 
concerned. Best of all, I think, is his account of China as a dancer who became a broncho-steerer and married an 
she really is. There at present, he tells us, industrial con- English peer. There was an actress who discovered a lost 
ditions are worse than in England in the dark days before parent in Charles the door-man. There was the married 
factory legislation; bands of armed brigands in every couple, Jac/c and each of whom, having been pre- 

province live on an unresisting population; half-educated viously divorced unknown to the other, lived in terror of 
students clamour for an immediate Utopia, and Bolshevist discovery. And there was a night-elevator rpan who had 
agents plot annoyance for the British Empire ; but behind! once commanded a pirate ship. These abbreviated episodes 


I it" all amaringlv. more than f I obviously contain material 

enough for half-a-dozen books. 
I own to some disappointment 
at learning so little of the 
history of Oliver Silver him- 
self, the kind old gentleman 
whose concern for his fellow- 
creatures kept him in a state of 
perpetualagitation,from which 
I am glad to say ho ultimately 
\ found release — where? Yes, 
in a cottage in Devonshire, 

^ Mr. M. P. Shields novel, 
How the Old Woynan Got Home 
(Richards), is rather difficult 
to place, but it may perhaps 
best be classed as a modernist 
“ shocker.'* Its plot is sen- 
sation of the crudest ; kidnap- 
pings, mysterious millionaires 
and other such melodramatic 
properties following on each 
other in bewildering succes- 
sion, to say nothing of a 
heroine rejoicing in the re- 
markable name of Mdhndorla ; 
but even at its most exciting 
moments the hero, Caxton 
Hazlitt, with whom it is to 
be feared the essayist would 
be in no haste to claim kin- 
ship, is always ready to em- 
bark upon wordy dissertations 
on religio - politico - economic 

^ ^ . theories, strongly tinged with 

It is a sound piece of work of sustained interest, and half-baked Bolshevism. The style in which the book is 
should play well. In Beatriz J'liana and Lydia Archer has written is in keeping with its peculiar design ; the author 
taken the themes of an Elizabethan tragedy and comedy allows his undeniable cleverness to betray him into the 
and rewritten them, using a modern technique and a subtler use of a number of tiresome affectations, not the least of 
psychology than was usual with the Elizabethans — the sort which is his singularly meaningless use of inverted commas. 

of conscientious experiment which only such a man as this 

learned and zealous playwright would hpe the courage and Mr. Bdcar Wallace is an emperor in the world of sensa- 
industry to make. Beatriz is a fine villain, and Lydia a tional fiction, and as such he ought to be judged. Regarding 
charming paragon, but I felt myself wishing at times that him, then, in this exalted aspect I am constrained to say 
their re-creator had not made them talk blank verse. that his newest tale, The Feathered Serpent (Holder and 

. , 1 Stoughton), has ruffled me. Mr, Wallace's situations are 

The simple-hearted white-haired veteran so pleasantly as tense as ever, and his ci'op of criminals as active and 
portrayed by Mr. Cyril Maude and Mr. Charles Hanson prolific. But I have failed to find in it the originality of 
Towne in Ihe Actor in Boom 931 (John Murray) was less which I fondly imagined that he possessed an inexhaustible 
the hero of his own story than the amiable rejpository of the store, and the young journalist-detective, Peter Dewin, h 
stories of other people. Oliver Silver, enjoying a dignified .of a type so familiar in tales of crime that his holidays are 
leisure in the H6tei Splendide, whose proprietor, an old overdue. My peevishness comes, I have no doubt, from the 
friend of his, had retired as far as any actor ever really re- fact that I have placed Mr. Wallace on a throne and hat© 
tires— from the theatre, became the benefactor and conn- to see the faintest symptom of a topple from it. 


it all, amazingly, more than 
ninety out of every hundred of 
all great China’s millions of 
hundreds of inhabitants live 
the same life, unchanged and 
unchanging, infinitely toilsome, 
infinitely squalid and infinitely 
self-assured, that they have 
lived while dynasties have 
come and gone, and home- 
grown tyrants or ** foreign de- 
vils” have no more than rippled 
the surface of their dream since 
the days of Confucius. 

Messrs. Constable have pub- 
lished Three Plays (post- 
humous) by the late William 
Archer, with a reminiscent 
and enlightening preface by 
Mr. Bernard Shaw which 
shows that kaleidoscopic per- 
sonality at his most human 
and perceptive. His view of 
Archer as an intensely emo- 
tional man, who for fear of 
letting himself go too far pre- 
ferred not to start, and always 
wore a mask that partly con- 
cealed his real lovabieness, 
s'eems'to fit the facts. Of the 
three plays, Martha Wash- 
ington is a chronicle drama 
with eight episodes in the 
life of George Washington, 
seen mainly through his wife. 



• “Please 

SMELLS OP.” 


WANT SIXPENNORTH O’ WHAT THIS BOTTLE 
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‘‘The skirt as now worn,” says a 
fashion writer, “has reached the utmost 
limit of abbreviation possible.” This is 
the sort of rash assertion that puts our 
flappers on their mettle. 

We hear of an American who says 
that the spectacle of the sun's corona 
may be good enough for Britishers, 
but that in American eclipses nobody 
pays attention to anything less than a 
corona-corona. ^ 

Owing to the preliminary Press pub- 
licity given to the eclipse many 
people have received the im- 
pression that it is under the 
direction of Mr. 0. B. Cochban. 

Sir Arthur Conan Dovue 
has announced the positively 

final extinction of Sherlock 

Hohiies, But. be can always 
get another volume out of him 
later on from Beyond the Veil. - 
***** 

Three New Y’ork churches I 

are to form the ground-floors f 

of skyscrapers, the upper yj i 
storeys of which will be oc- 
cupied by families acceptable TC* 
to the church trustees. Only ' 

those who come in on the 
ground-floor will be considered I 

to be’ entitled to mansions in I 

the skies. 

“ There is always rubbish in 
tlie air,” saya a scientist. Yes, 
but you're not obliged to listen- 
in to it. ^ 

A DaUy Mail reader whose 
dog has a mania for swallow- 
ing pins, mentions that he is a 
sharp dog. He would be, 

sk 

A newspaper reminds us that there 
are not enough seats for all the Mem- 
bers of the House of Commons. The 
provision of straps is a reform that is 
long overdue. 

* 

Although a bishop has admitted his 
acquaintance with the Charleston, the 
prevailing opinion among the higher 
clergy is understood to be that it is 
not the gait for gaiters. 

sk * 

* 

There's one consolation about the 
new electric-hare craze. These grey- 
hounds can’t write articles for the Press. 

He 5k 

He " 

A Plymouth sailor has accused a 
shipmate of. stealing his teeth. The 
alleged .thief se©ma.v.to -have ^overdone 
the idea of Naval disarmament. 


Congratulations to Mr. E. D. Blumen- 
FELD, editor of The Daily Express^ upon 
completing his first forty years in Eleet 
Street. ^ ^ 

5k 

Mr. Cosgbavb's failure in the General 
Election is ascribed to the hostility of 
j the publicans. They are believed to be 
hopeful of putting the “ public ” into 
Eepublic. ^ 

'^sk ' 

The defeat of a Conservative M.P. in 
a race with pigeons from Westminster 
to his constituency is regarded in Op- 
position circles as another staggering 
blow to the Government. 






THE PENALTY OP ACHIEVEMENT. 
The dog that caught the edectbic hare. 


A Nebraska farmer has invented an 
automatic plough that will work with- 
out a man's guidance. In time the 
human factor will be so far eliminated 
from farming that even the grumbling 
will be done by gramophone. 

5k ‘ sk 

The new type of Foeb car is guaran- 
teed to do sixty miles an hour, and it is 
rumoured that, after severe tests, a 
select committee of humourists lias 
failed to detect anything funny about it. 

sk Jk 
* 

A lost cow being cared for at a Hull 
police-station refuses to let herself be 
milked by a policeman. She is probably 
afraid of being charged with 
attempting to corrupt the 
Eorce by bribery. 

. sk sk 
* 

We are not surprised that 
women are taking more' and 
more to rowing. Look at the 
chance it gives them of say- 
, ing something about another 

I woman behind her back, 

1 sk 5k 

I I ^ sk 

I Motoring members of a 

I Surrey golf club aie warned 

I to be careful at a certain cross 

M road near the club house. The 

committee dislike to see a 
foozle his pedestrian. 

If the test case to be tried 
next month succeeds, cbeque- 
lets may be introduced. We 
- await with greater interest the 
time when banks will permit 
^ • over-draftlets. 

Hi sk 

" An old country house at 
Parnham Eoyal has been 
turned into a Zoo for para- 
sites. We suppose every Zoo 
has to start in a small way. 


The dog that caught the edectbic hare. “Take care of your vitamins,” 

says a daily paper headline. 

In a leading article in a daily paper We always take ours out every morning 
the opinion is expressed that golf is on a leash for exercise. 


only a game. We deplore our con- 
temporary's injustice to the myriad 
toilers of the links. 

sic ^ 

A correspondent urges that the hu- 
mane-killer pistol should be universally 
used. We expect, however, that the 


A writer in The Daily News thinks 
there is a gradual back-to-femininity 
movement. And some young men we 
have seen appear to be in its van. 

5k , 5k 

It is expected that France and the 


mosquito will still be slaughtered with United States, together with other 
a savage slap. ,j. great Powers, will shortly open negotia- 

... * tions for a No More War movement. 

“ Labour's forward movement is ad- One way to ensure its success is not to 
vancing,” says a leader-writer in a have another war until the last one is 
Socialist paper. -This of course is much paid for. 
better than advancing backwards, ^ 

It is gratifying to learn that the 
Answer to American Oorrespon- Glow-worms' XJnion gave its members 
DENT. — No. It is not necessary to take permission to work overtime during the 
I out a licence for hot dog. eclipse of the sun on June 29'bh. 
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THE AMBIGUOUS SYMPTOMS. 

WONDER,” said Edward, “ if you 
happen to remember a blighter called 
Harold, who used to be most awfully 
bright at farmyard imitations and had 
one of those very chatty sisters ? Be- 
cause I saw him the other day, and the 
poor devirs in rather a hole. "Wan, 
ou know, and glazed about the eyes, 
found him in Baker Street staring at 
a bunch of lilies in a florist’s window 
and holding up the trafi&c for yards ; 
and you know what that generally 
means. GhevcheZy* said Edward pro- 
foundly, la femme” 

He took off his horn-rims and polished 
them with extreme care. 

“ As a matter of fact,” he explained, 
** it ’s all his aunt. She ’s one of those 
very hygienic women who live in fear 
of catching something, and Harold 
happened to be stopping with her for 
the week-end when the Packhams were 
giving their dance, and she found out 
that he hadn’t been vaccinated for years 
and years. So on the Saturday morn- 
ing she had him done. I asked Harold 
why he didn’t resist, because after all 
it was his arm, but he just said I didn’t 
know his aunt or I wouldn’t ask su6h 
fool questions. I told you he was a 
trifle wrought. 

“ Welli by the Monday morning he 
had a sort of uneasy expectant feeling 
in the left shoulder, but nothing much 
else, so lie thought he might as well go 
to the dance, especially as they *d told 
him that in a day or two he’d be feel- 
ing about as cheerful as a newly-ex- 
humed mummy. His aunt gave him 
a yard or so of red ribbon to tie himself 
up in, .and it came out of his pocket 
every time he wanted to use his hand- 
kercliijaf* Tou knpw how it does. 

“'Wel|, he got there fairly latish and 
found quite a lot of people he knew, so 
that; what with one thing and another, 
he feeling passably cheered when, 
just before the supper-dance, some grin- 
ning imbecile fetched him a mighty clout 
on the left shoulder that nearly felled 
him; And as he was turning round to 
speak a few words on the subject of 
gentlemanly behaviour in ball-rooms he 
caught sight of Caroline coming in from 
the balcony. 

“Caroline,” said Edward, “is one of 
those hags who either bqwl you over so 
completely that you can’t tell what 
they ’re like or else leave you so fright- 
fully chilled that you don’t notice. It ’s 
curious, but there are women like that. 
As a matter of fact we sported together 
in early infancy, so I know she ’s got 
red hair ,* but half the people you meet 
say she ’s sandy and the other half say 
she’s Titian. Anyway, as soon as Harold 
saw her he experienced a most curious 


feeling. He went all weak at the knees, 
you know, and dry in the throat, and 
felt a sort of half-painful tingling all 
over him. At least that ’s how he de- 
scribes it, but he says it was one of 
those frightfully elusive sensations you 
can't put into words. So when he ’d 
recovered a bit he asked to be intro- 
duced to her, and from what I can] 
make out they spent the rest of the. 
evening on strictly Thou-and-I lines. 
Harold inclines to get a bife incoherent 
where Caroline is concerned. 

“ Now aU this time the feeling kept 
on, getting stronger if anything, and by 
the end of the evening he was pretty 
sure h0'*d done it. Eallen in love, you 
know,” explained Edward. “Harold is 
one of these writing birds, and he ’s 
never been in love in his life, although 
you mightn’t think it from the bilge he 
produces. ' But he ’s always wanted 
to see if he ’s been getting it right, and 
so of course he was most awfully 
bucked. They found they were both 
going to the same dance on Frida5^ bufe 
Caroline was going to be out of town 
till then, and Harold went home feeling 
all wretched and groggy and no end 
buoyed about the whole business. 

. “ In the morning he ?vas worse, and 
he felt that, if the prospect of not seeing 
Caroline for three days could make him 
feel so utterly miserable, well, then he 
must really have got it at last. And 
then his aunt sent up to see why he 
wasn’t at breakfast. 

“ Well, Harold didn’t want to be dis- 
turbed in his amorous meditations, so 
he sent down a perfectly truthful mes- 
sage to say that he was rather off the 
spot and averse from all thoughts of 
food; which of course brought his 
aunt up at once to ask how he was 
feeling. 

“ ‘ Not too bright,’ said Harold. 

“ ‘Then I expect it *s taking nicely,* 
said his aunt. * Let me look at your 
arm.’ 

“Well, she looked at his arm, and 
said she didn’t know when she ’d seen a 
more satisfactory one, and that he rnust 
expect to be a bit under the weather for 
a fortnight or so, and, if he liked to stay 
in bed all day, she ’d bring up a jig-saw 
for him to play with. And you can 
imagine,” said Edward solemnly, “ what 
he felt like when she ’d left him. It ‘s 
bad enough to suffer the pangs of love 
when you ’re sure it is love, but when it 
may be vaccination a man doesn’t know 
where he is. 

“ And the trouble is that it will be at 
least another fortnight before he does 
know, because of his having taken so 
frightfully well, and the symptoms be- 
ing much the same in both cases. It ’s 
a very awkward position, because he 
dosn’t want to raise Caroline’s hopes 


too much, and, on the other hand, she 
might quite well get herself married off 
while he was waiting for his arm to go 
down. I told you half the people you 
met thought she was Titian. 

“ But it only shows you,” concluded 
Edward, replacing his glasses, “ what 
awful rot it all is when they talk about 
the benefits of science. You should 
hear Harold on "the subject.” 


THE FAIRWAY. 

[“None but a practical atheist can play 
ei^teen holes Sunday after Sunday and drive 
straight and steady .'”— address given in 
ScoUa7id.] 

The Sunday golfer (to his shame) 

Who finds he ’s fairly on his game, 

Whose every drive goes hard and straight 
And never seems to deviate 

Or to the left, or to the right, 

Is really in a horrid plight. 

By every virtue he displays, 

By every brassie shot he lays 

Bang on the pin, by every vice 
He shuns, including hook and slice, 

By all the hurts that don’t attract 
His lively ball — in point of fact 

By all the shots he ha^sn’t missed 
He proves himself an atheist. 

A minister has told us so, * 

A godly man, who ought to know. 

It may be true ; I cannot say ; 

With me it ’s just the other way. 

My decent strokes from tee to green 
Are very few and far between ; 

And, when I find my lowly lot 
Lit by a self-respecting shot 

With driver, brassie, even spoon, 

It glows within me as a boon 

That gives me in that gracious hour 
Assurance of a Higher Bower. 

But, when I labour through the rough, 
When the long grass is wet and tough, 

When furze and heather, stones and 
sand, 

Are my sure fate on either hand, ' 

When as the time goes dully by 
I never get a happy lie, 

Why, then, when all is cold and drear 
And the broad world contains no cheer, 

I know in all its naked starkness 
The horror of the Powers of Darkness. 

Dum-Dum. 


' ‘“For Heaven’s sake don’t stop me,’ cried 

Mt\ , when interrupted in a flow of ovatory 

at the Farmers’ Conference.” 

New Zealand Papers 

We don’t know the exact meaning of 
“ a flow of ovatory,” but infer that it is 
the kind of thing which at election 
timhs is often checked by the homoeo- 
pathic administration of a rotten egg. 
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THE LAND OF NO PEOMISE. 


John Boll. WHEAT GONE AND MEAT GOING. AND TO THINK THEY USED TO CALL 
ME ‘FAEMER BULL’l” 



'04 



IN PRIVATE LIFE, 

The Income-Tax Oolleotor. 

After another long day spent at his 
employment, profession or vocation. 
Hector Ferrett, Income-tax OoUector, 
returned to his private residence or 
domicile- He entered a formal room 
where portraits of famous Chancellors 
of the Exchequer hung on the buff- 
papered walls, and, after a searching 
scrutiny to assure himself that all was 
in order, rang the bell. A maid-ser- 
vant or female employee appeared, 

‘‘This form,” he said, tapping his 
waistcoat, must be filled up. I have 
to request that you will prepare a full 
meal, according to the provisions, within 
twenty-one minutes. This demand is 
final.” 

He seated himself at the head of the 
table and fixed his eyes on the clock. 
In twenty minutes and a-half the maid 
returned and set a meal before him. 
This also he scrutinised searchingly. 

“To the best of your judgment and 
belief this represents the total meal 
from every source whatsoever ? ” he in- 
quired severely. 


“Y-yes, Sir,” the maid faltered, for 
she was new to the service of the 
Bureaucracy and found it unnerving. 

“Any deductions in respect of children 
or other dependent relatives ? ” was the 
next' question. 

M-Mrs. Ferrett has taken the young 
ladies to the pictures, Sir, and ” 

The raised hand of Hector Eerrett 
checked her. Then he indicated the 
vacant chairs, drew a blue-pencil from 
his breast-pocket and made a cross on 
the white tablecloth in front of each. 

“Say ‘None,* ” he bade her sternly. 
“It is not sufficient to leave the spaces 
blank.” 

“N-n-none, Sir,” she gasped and, in 
obedience to his mechanical gesture of 
dismissal, she hurried away to compose 
a formal month’s notice that even a 
bureaucrat could not fail to understand. 


“Oxford has Woman Ponr. 

Por the firsyiirae in the history of the uni- 
versity the Newgate prize for English verse has 
been won by a woman, Gertrude E. Trevelyan, 
of Lady Margaret Hall .” — Americm l^aper* 

Shades of the prison-house begin to 
close upon the growing” girh 


ADAMS, STOKER . , . 

“ Adams, stoker. A good orator but 
a bad stoker , , 

I have been reading the White Paper 
(m d 2874), Russia No. 2 (1927) Docu- 
ments, illustrating the Hostile Activi- 
ties of the Soviet Government and Third 
International against Great Britain. 
It is not very exciting, and most of it, 
no doubt, was forged by Mr. Baldwin, 
but, be that as it may, some of the work 
is extremely funny. 

Take for example one of the Arcos 
Raid discoveries, the “Letter dated 
Moscow, 26th April, 1927, from So- 
phie to Comrade Atkins. Enclosed in 
an envelope marked ‘ Mr. Atkins, 29th 
April, 1927, 580.* ** 

N. 3112. 

Mosom^ Ap)il 26th^ 1927. 

Dear Comrade, — I am sending 
you to-day 240 bulettins for distribu- 
tion among the readers of The Wcrherj 
313 for general distribution and 32 
for the Transport Workers %% — 
total 585/Eiva hundred and xxxxxx 
.Eighty Eive/BuIlatenSi ? Sophie. 
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Beceipt 

I have received Five Hundred and 

Eighty-five Bulletins. 

I Bate 

Signed. 

This is the kind of thing that I do 
when I am trying to be funny about 
typewriters. And it is very hard that 
I Mr. Baldwin should step in and spoil 
the market. And look at the end of the 
letter to Comrades Watkins and Bob 
Ellis: — 

How is Comrade Watkins? Please 
give him our very best regards. 

With fraternal greetings, 
G. Sloutskt.” 

Where is the humourist who would 
dare to'invent anything quite so easy 
as Comrade Watkins and Comrade 
Sloutsky ? People would say that we 
were exaggerating. But there it is, all 
printed in a White Paper. Then there 
are Comrade Zaks and Comrade Bixby, 
of New York, and the International 
Conference of Eeivolutionary Leather 
Workers, and The Voice of the Leather 
Worhery which is the papfer of the 
U.S.S.R Leather Workers’ Union, and 
The Progressive Shoe- Worhers* Monthly, 
and the International Committee of 
Propaganda and Action, and Jusefo- 
vitch, andEAPAiLOviTCH, and** Fratern- 
ally yours,” and ** With comradely greet- 
ings," and many other simple little 
proletarian expressions, which with 
all respect I do not believe that Mr. 
Baldwin could invent. 

But the one human passage among 
all these terrifying documents is the 
letter of Kakl Bahn to Jan Jilinsky 
about the recruiting of British Com- 
munists for Soviet steamers. Comrade 
Bahn is quite bitter about the situation. 
Comrade Bahn is bitter first about 
ComradesMuKALOv,BuBNS and Yasvoin, 
who are in control; then Comrade 
Yasvoin is got rid of and Comrade 
. Glushchenko takes his place; but Com- 
rade Glushchenko is “ignorant of 
English,” he quarrels with Comrade 
Bzhba, he calls the Comrades “lazy 
swine,” things are just as bad as ever, 
and Comrade Bahn has absolutely no 
use for Comrade Glushchenko. In- 
deed, it is very difficult to discover 
which of the Comrades Comrade Bahn 
has any use for. 

And when he comes to ** The types 
of British Communists ” recommended 
for service on Soviet steamers I really 
do sympathise with him. “ Such people 
.... are almost exclusively without 
experience of the sea .... Those 
who turn up with most testimonials 
are prone to be the refuse from the 
Labour Movement, have long been un- 
employed, areeompletely unaccustomed 



The peotector protected. 


to work and assume that their member- 
ship of the British Communist Party 
will guarantee them their wages and 
will entitle them to do no work at all.” 
They drink heavily, they steal provis- 
ions, they are mistrusted by the Com- 
rades, they work for one day and then 
do not turn up for two days; they 
appear on the third day, have dinner 
and promise to come on the morrow, 


but fail to turn up ... . Eeally, it 
almost looks as if our British Com- 
munists had not been doing the square 
thing by the Soviets. “Eamsay,” for 
example,** not a sailor; after working 
a few days did not go to sea, excusing 
himself on the pretext that by living 
amongst seamen. he would have to 
sacrifice his ideas.** The low hound I 
[Continued on next page,) 
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“ Eamsay 'was universally described ifc, to-day, “ employed presumably as an has been recommended. It does seem 
ai a slacker.” organiser.” ^ ^ hard that when a man comes among 

And Adams I * “ Presumably ” is very good. Com- the Island Eace, with its nautical tradi- 

“Adams, stoker. A good orator but rade Bahn has a fine choice of words, tions and so forth, and asks a really 
a bad stoker and a slacker. The other “ Presumably.” If a man is useless for reijresentative organisation like the 
stokers had to do his work for him. any other purpose he may still be an British Communist Party to send him 
Deserted in Odessa and is now em- “organiser.** And what man could be decent British seamen to be trained for 
ployed at the Seamen’s Club there, better fitted to organise the cessation of agitation on British ships, he should 
sumably as organiser.' ’ workthanone who (“presumably”) has get nothing but “the refuse of the 

I can see Adams. Can you not see never concealed his detestation of work Labour Party, people who are not sea- 
Adams ? I can see Adams on the up- and at the first opportunity has always men, drink heavily, steal the stores, 
turned tub, on the soap-box, on the stopped work and made an oration ? and do not work on the next day. Have 


Nelson plinth, a burning fiery ^ British Communists no 

furnace of a man, not very te IMA A sense of what is due to a 

much washed but very idealis- Xp friendly foreign country ? 

tic, oozing with eloquence, ex- ^ Adams, stoker, A good 

plosive with indignation about \ orator but a bad stoker . . , 

the wrongs of the workers, and ^ wonder if Mr. A. J, Cook 

the toiling masses, and the ^ collier ! 

serfs and bond-slaves, and how oa ^ And what poor fish our 

they produce all the wealth ; iy M politicians are ! I do not agree 

about the idle masters, the f ^ with those who would say 

drones, the parasites ; about W that because poor Comrade 

the glories of Eussia, and all Bahn had such poor fortune 

the rest of it . . . Oratory ? I . . . he was not worth bothering 

tell you, it carries me away • about and should have been 

even to think of it ! ^ left to carry on. He was a 

And then I see another yW nasty little Comrade and we 

picture. I see Ad ams going Mr can do just as well without 

aboard the ss. Trotshy to form him. But here is a White 

a “cell** and help to train Paperwhich has caused a great 

^‘politicallyconscious seamen,” rumpus and broken off rela- 

who, after preliminary train- tions with many millions of 

ing, may be “employed for fOT^Mp Eussians. And the truest, the 

Communistic agitation on other most significant, the most 

British ships.” Poor Adams, ^ amusing, revealing and de- 

so full of ideals, goes down to vast ating thing in it is 

the stokehold to find a cell, ^^Ajoams, stoker, A good 

and someone hands him a orator hut a had stoker . . 

shovel. A shovel! Someone llm ‘ Comrade Bamn, 

suggests work. Work! Work And not one politician has 

for Adams ! Shovelling coal ! said a word about him ! 

And this is the ss. Trotsky, ^ * A. P. H. 

A Soviet ship! A revolu- j||||||||Pi\jWwM , , 

AroMeacon of Hereford 

1^0 Adams fainted, I expect, again presided at the formal opening 

and “ the other stokers had to ceremonyon Wednesday, which was, 

do his work for him.” • mIIIMuWIuW — ^ ' nevertheless,/ Worcester's Day,' the 

I am sorry for Adams. That \\VW™Wro ceremony ^ing performed by the 

m«d»y; «iiad»ybydiby,a3it urripsif m tfr wvi tfirooid," 

became clearer that the wind of ^ dclifse. LoccU Paper. 

Adams* oratory was not wafting behave youesele, Osbeet, I shan't being ^©are not quite clear whether 

the good ship Trotsky onward, it was the Bishop or the 

that the ideals of Adams were not com- So there is Adams, diligently organis- Archdeacon who underwent this or- 
bustible, that the furnaces were better ing at the Seamen's Club in Odessa, deal, but are glad that it fell short of 
fed by coal than Communism, and that, i and now and then, I suppose, making total immersion. 

what with one thing and another, the a good speech. • Perhaps by now he 

presence of Adams in the stokehold makes them in Eussian. I wonder if Ars est celare artem. 

was not much assisting the progress of they work him hard. I think they do. Prom an account of the Newdigate 

T J J A_JI T 3... •£ 1_ - 1.. 1 T . I . 1 ° 


ceremony oa'W^ne8day,\vH(§iwM^ 

Mm™ ceremony being performed by the 

\ \ n ^ H ^ ^ \ ^ ' Bishop of Worcester in a brief but 

M 'J < ' ^ ^ — - — was quickly engulfed to his waist in 

THE ECLIPSE. Pan.r 

“If you don’t behave youeself, Osbeet, I shan’t being jiot dear whether 

it was the Bishop or the 

So there is Adams, diligently organis- 1 Archdeacon who underwent this or- 


Ars est celare artem. 

Prom an account of the Newdigate 


the vessel, harsh feelings, I fear, and And I wonder if he is happy. I think Prize-poem : — 

unkind utterances must have multi- not. I wonder if he loves the Eussians “Miss Trevelyan describes the legend in 
! plied in that stokehold. And can we as much as ever. I wonder if he writes smoothly-flowing blank verse, of which the 
wonder that at Odessa, disappointed, home tofather Adams andmother Adams f^h^wing lines are a good example : — 
disillusioned, but still cUnging to his and sister Adams, and suggests that 
ideals, our suffering Adams deserted the they should ioin him. I wonder . . . 

irotsay / But never mind Adams. The mao I Mining Paper. 

The scene changes to the Seamen’s am sorry for is Comrade Bahn. “As You don’t often get blank verse that 
Olnb, and there is Adams, we may take yet not one single satisfactory seaman rhymes so well as this. 
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THE STRATEGY HUTCH. 

We in our barracks here are a mere nnconsidered limb 
of the body militaristic, of ■which the War Ofi&ce is the 
mighty head. Of coarse we have oar own petty interests, 
but we are oat of the big things. We know nothing of those 
weighty War Office conclaves, barsting with brains — confer- 
ences at which the most junior participant is a full 'Colonel 
(to run errands), conferences at which i’ield-Marshal curses 
iPield-Marshal as deep calls to deep ; conferences at which 
questions of high military policy are deliberated, such as 
whether the private soldier should polish the chape of his 
bayonet scabbard, or else black it over, or else leave it to 
Providence. We only come in for the back-wash of these 
deliberations, when, months later, our Lieutenant James 
runs in Private O'Jeetor on guard-mounting parade for 
having his chape unpolished. Then the Adjutant spends 
several hours with the E.S.M., firstly in finding out whether 
it has to be polished or blacked over, and secondly, in ascer- 
taining exactly what the chape is. Private O’Jector, who 
had left it to Providence, is finally dismissed with an ad- 
monition and the warning that Providence wiU in future 
not be considered to have any status as a higher military 
authority • . . . ‘ 

Well, as I say, we know nothing of the War Office and its 
mighty-works; We refer casually to It as the War Box or 
the Battle-Shack, or even the Strategy Hutch ; while some- 
times, after commercial travellers have been visiting the 
Mess Secretary, we have been known to call it our London 
Office. 

But the other day Lieutenant Holster and I became more 
deeply involved.' The Colonel actually sent us up to London 
to visit the Strategy Hutch. It 'was an-errandon which he 
had to send an officer of high tactical and diplomatic ability; 
and Holster, poor fool! thinks I was accompanying him, 
whereas of course he was accompanying me. We took no 
luggage sa'vh iron rations, a water-bottle and a portmanteau 
full of War Office letters in duplicate bearing on the question 
in hand. 

We arrived early in the day and entered by the proper 
visitors’ door. There are four doors to the War Office, and 
the proper visitors* door is the one the visitor tries last. In 
fact, you find it is not on the outside of the building at all — 
a discovery which induces a proper feeling of respect for 
higher authority straight away. 

Here a seneschal made us write down on a bit of paper 
our names, ages, business and date of last inoculation 
against sleepy sickne^ss. We, primed beforehand, gave our 
business and put down that we wished to see A.G. 57. You 
must never name any officer in the War Box ; always give 
the number of his branch. This is to baffle blackmailers. 
You can’t really blackmail a bit of the alphabet and feel 
you are getting away with it. 

The seneschal however said: ‘‘Bless me, Sir, you don’t 
want to see A.G. 57 for that! The orficer you want is 
A. 523.” 

We demurred. He argued the point. 

We demurred some more ; whereupon he called up a large 
policeman, who stood by in a fatherly manner, and we 
stopped demurring. Then he scratched out our A.G, 57*, 
wrote in A. 523, patted us on the head and sent us off 
under the charge of a guide who told us snappy stories of 
' the Crimea as we went. 

We tramped along, occasionally stopping for rest and 
refreshment, till we were introduced to A. 523, who was a 
very important Artillery Officer, probably of the rank of 
Oberfemrwerlm\ as the Germans so delightfully put it. 

This Over-Fireworker said: “What do you mean by 
coming to me about this ? You ought to have gone to 


A.G, 57. This sort of thing wastes my time. What do 
you mean by it ? Don’t answer me back ! ” 

He then called up another guide and played us at A.G. 57. 
The gentleman we wanted to see was absent, and so we 
were served across the corridor to A.G. 58. A.G. 58 re- 
turned the service to A.G. 56. A smart rally ensued and 
we at length found ourselves in front of our quarry in 
A.G. 69 and got to business. 

The business did not take long. It was merely to do 
with a remark of the War Office about the distance between 
our barracks and the Supply Depot. The Battle Shack had 
said it was four miles as the crow flies, or flew, and our 
Colonel had queried this, saying that he had no crow^ and 
could one be issued to him, please, together with written 
authority to bring it on his ration strength? This had led 
to some rather acrimonious correspondence. It was at last 
decided that, if the personal element were introduced in the 
shape of my well-known charm of manner and Lieutenant 
Holster’s inability to see a joke against himself, the ques- 
tion of “ Crows, straight-flying, military distances, for esti- 
mation of ... 1/* might be satisfactorily settled. 

And it was. But iivhen we set out on our return journey 
with light hearts we found that someone had mislaid the 
door. We circled what we took to be the ground floor five 
times in unsuccessful quest and it was by the merest chance 
that we discovered at the end of the fifth lap that, owing to 
a slight miscalculation of heights and distances, we were still 
on the first floor. Of course I quite understand that it would 
have been inconvenient to have an exit on the first floor. 

When we reached the door we were told to show the 
papers we had filled in at the start. We said we had left 
them in A.G, 59. The door-keepers and police laughed 
sarcastically and said ”We cCtid fiOt go but till we had given 
them up. This is a good dodge. A spy would never think 
of that. He would spend all his ingenuityin getting into 
the War Office and would have none left when he tried to 
get out. About every month, I suppose, they have a blood- 
hound chase in the corridors and definitely round up those 
that have not died of starvation or broken heart. 

We trudged back, found our friend A.G. 69, and he gave 
us our papers and asked us to lunch. We accepted, feeling 
we should at least get out under his shadow, but to our 
surprise he took us to the top of the building. 

Did you know there was a complete restaurant on the 
top-floor -of the Strategy Hutch ? It is a fine thought. It 
is an even finer thought that the Secretahy of State 
FOB War has presumably had to apply for a licence to sell 
intoxicants with meals. 

The actual lunch took a long time in getting started, for our 
order had to be written out in quadruplicate, one copy to 
go to the kitchen, one to the Quartermaster-General for 
information, and one for the restaurant file. The fourth 
copy we had to sign on receipt of the food, which was then 
vouchered on to our host’s charge. 

The menu was a little puzzling. I remember a bit of it : — 

Eeturn of Food Eeady for Consumption on the 30/5/27. 


Prices (as per 

Grill Section. 

Vocabulary 
of Stores). 

Remarks Column. 

Steaks 

\e. 

Good. 

Do. (with onions) . . . 

1§. U. 

Brought up to full 



strength. 

Chops, Mutton 

10(1. 

Do. do. (yesterday’s) . . 

6d. 

Part woni. 

Do. Lamb ...... 

Is. 


Do. do. Chump . . . 

Is. 

Rifle Regiments only. 

Curry, ordinary, with or with- 

out Chutney 

2s. 


Do., Special, Indian Army 

Colonels, for use of . . . 

25. 0(1. 

Temp. 95*^ Centigrade. 
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However, I digress. We had a good meal; our rations 
came up to time, and when we left we carried away, accord- 
ing to orders, the unconsumed portion. Once more we 
reached the exit, this time with our papers in order, and 
everythingwouldhave been all right, but Lieutenant Holster, 
having caught a cold in the passages, sneezed loudly. 

There was a sensation. We were instantly arrested, 
searched for missing documents, and finally, when our 
identity was established, we were given ten days' notice to 
leave the War Office for ill-considered humour. It was all 
terribly unfortunate. What I mean is, Holster's sneeze did 
sound exactly like ‘‘Arrcossh.*’ A. A. 


She even came up to the net and served brilliantly, a thing she 
very rarely does ,” — Daily Paper, 

Only when the foot-fault man is very sound asleep. 


ADVICE TO A MIXER 

Go not to Lady Blank’s in Berkeley Square, 

Because you know exactly who T1 be there ; 

Nor visit Mrs. Tibbs in Audley Street, 

For there you’re never certain whom you ’ll meet. 

E. P. W. 

History Rewritten. 

A propos of the William the Conqueror celebrations 

“No matter how fundamentally the coming of the Norman may- 
have shaped for the better our rough island story, the bosom of the 
man in the Hastings street is no longer stirred at the thought of it. 
It is not the crafty, efficient Norman William, but the ill-fat^, heroic 
Harold Hadrada {sic) that stirs in the Sussex bosom those pangs of 
admiration and regret that outlive the centuries .” — Evening Paper, 

Does Kipling know this ? . 
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A WINDY SHORE. 

A BBEATH of fresh air ” was what 
they called it. Don't stifle in London 
this week-end, but come down and get 
a breath of fresh air by the sea. 

I got it. 

The first warning I had that any- 
thing unusual was going to happen was 
after I had crossed the line of the 
Downs. I was driving a car and the 
wind began to roar in its bonnet like 
an angry moose in a swamp. A little 
further on the car itself began to buck 
and curvet about the road, which was 
full of holes and one of the worst on 
which I have ever driven. I observed 
then that the upper branches of the 
few miserable trees which remained 
between me and the Channel were fes- 
tooned with long trails of seaweed. 
Seaweed hung also on the telegraph- 
wires. Traces of maritime life, the 
shells of whelks and the claws of crabs, 
were to be observed glittering on the 
hedgerows. Steering as nearly as pos- 
sible into the wind, I hove* to in front 
of the last lone group of houses. 

“We get it a bit blowy here at 
times," said my host, who appeared at 
the door. 

He had a dog with him, It vaguely 


resembled a Cairn, but, as its fur was 
all blown over its face by the wind, I 
found it almost impossible to tell. 

“ Show me where the garage is," I 
said, “ and I *11 warp her in.*' 

It appeared that his garage was full 
— ^probably with rocks and sand — and I 
had to go to another which Jay a little 
way inshore over a desolate piece of 
common. I reached it by slightly rais- 
ing the hood of the car and running 
backwards before the gale. Then we 
went in to tea. 

“ I must apologise for not having it 
in the garden," said my hostess, “ but 
really to-day ” 

Just then there was a tremendous 
thump against the window. 

“ What 's that ? ** I cried, starting 
from my chair. 

“ Only a sea-gull," said my hostess. 

Th^ garden presented a curious 
spectacle. It waa strewn with the 
heads of sea-pinks and roses, the holy- 
hocks were lying flat, and every now 
and then one could see tufts of sea- 
weed and spindrift flying above the 
fence, • . ■ 

“ Do you often get it like this down 
here ? " I asked my host. 

“ Only with a south-west wind,” he 
said, “ at this time of year. • Of course 


the east winds are a bother in the 
winter." 

‘‘You forget the land winds, my 
dear," said my hostess. “Sometimes 
they are the worst of all." 

I felt that they would be. After all, 
a sea wind can do little more than blow 
the ocean fauna into the house, A land 
wind, I felt, might blow the terrene 
fauna into the ocean. I was glad that 
I had not come down in a land wind. 

But my host was built of sterner stuff. 

“Oh. nobody minds the land winds 
here," he said. . Bother 1" 

It was only the wireless installation. 
Happily it missed the greenhouse by 
about a yard. 

“Not that it matters very much," 
said my host as we looked at the tangled 
debris of post and wires. “ We hardly 
ever hear anything except Morse from 
the battleships, down here." 

“I suppose it is now and then quite 
calm along this coast ? " I said, in an 
ingratiating way, holding my hair bn 
with my left hand. 

“ Oh, often,**agreed my hostess. “Bub 
we usually have a sea-fog then. That 's 
rather terrible, because the ships arc 
groaning like animals all the time. 
Tony and I hate it when it's calm. 
We like these healthy breezes,"- 
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As she spoke a healthy breeze came 
up from the sea and hit me behind like 
a ram. 

What about a game of tennis ? 
remarked my host. “Would you care 
for a few sets before dinner ? ” 

I should like to describe that game 
in detail, but no. The court was sunk 
a little and sheltered, as my host ex- 
plained, by some kind of hardy perennial 
shrub. Below the shrub-line the balls 
maintained a fairly normal flight ; but 
an inch above it they were liable to 
stop suddenly in the air, or gain the- 
velocity of lightning, or travel in circles 
like a boomerang. . 

We only played one set. It came to i 
an end when my host hit a deep lob 
which passed out over the base-line — 
the base-line on his own side of the 
court. Not that he was disheartened 
by that. It was the blowing down of 
one of the side-nets that caused us to 
abstain from further frolic. As we were 
both struggling in the toils, I cut my 
thumb on a mussel and then one of the 
back-nets came down too. Altogether 
it seemed useless to proceed. We de- 
cided to take a turn. That was my 
host’s expression, not mine. We decided 
to take a turn along the coast. 

He showed me the places' where the 
coast was crumbling away into the sea. 

“What stops it from going right in? ” 

I asked. “ The wind ? ” 

He explained to me the method by 
which the wooden groynes curbed the 
rapacity of the tide. I looked at them 
with interest. In the shelter of nearly 
every one were to be seen a miserable 
couple or more raising sandwiches to 
their blue lips with shivering fingers or 
drinking out of thermos flasks. 

“What are they doing?” I asked, 
with a certain amount of curiosity. 

“It is a favourite place for picnic 
parties,” he said. 

I looked at them again. The beach 
on which they sat seemed to consist 
principally of pebbles, old tins, dried 
seaweed, scrap iron, boots, pebbles, dried 
seaweed and old tins. The sky was 
grey overhead, the wind ravened about 
them and the sea hissed angrily at 
their feet. 

“If is very strange,” I thought. 

We walked on a little further, and 
the coast became still more exposed. 
After a few moments I noticed that 
my host was speaking. For how long 
he had been doing so I could not tell. 
When he had finished I ran round 
lo leeward of him and asked him to 
repeat his words. He did so. 

“ I was merely saying that you must 
find this a bit fresher than spending the 
week-end in London,” he said. 

I ran rapidly round to windward of 
him again. “ I do,” I said. 


We then returned home. 

In the middle of the night I was 
awakened, partly, I think, by the con- 
stant ringing of the telephone bell and 
partly by the howling of the dog. After 
about twenty minutes my host came to 
my door to reassure me. 

“It’s only the wind that’s ringing 
the telephone -bell,” he said, “and I 
think Angus has been howling at it.” 

The dog had turned out to be a Cairn 
after all. 

He told me that he thought he could 
stop the telephone-bell from ringing 
and the dog would be quiet. A few 
minutes later he succeeded. There 
was now no sound except the bellowing 
of the wind and the bowling of the dog. 


It did not seem to notice that the tele- 
phone-bell had stopped. Or perhaps 
it was just feeling dreary. One never 
knows with animals. 

At 6 A.M. tbe gale stopped. At 9 a.m. 
I got up. At half-past nine the gale 
did the same. It stayed up all day and 
did not go down tiU dusk. Happily it 
brought heavy 3:ain, and I had a number 
of letters to write. - 

On Monday morning my host knocked 
at my door early. 

“Come and have a bathe,” he said. 
“There’s just time before the gale 
starts again. It ’s sure to get up when 
the tide turns.” 

I thought it over for a minute. Then 
I turned on my side and made a loud 
noise like a gale. He retired. Evoe. 
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Lady (keen on tennis, to dull neighbour), « Havis you been to Wimbledon? ” 
Dull Neighbour, ‘<Ybs, I once saw a eeview of the Volunteers there.” 


FOR THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH. 

[There are said to be three tons of toys in the Benown,’\ 

** I SAW a ship a-sailiiig, ’ < . ‘ • 

A-sailing on the sea; , , 

And oh I it was all lad^en 

With prkty thing’s for thee !'* ■ ' . 

I saw a cruiser steaming across an Englisli sea. 

And oh 1 it was all laden with pretty things for thee ; 
Therfe were tea-sets in the cabin and blankets in the hold, 

A Noah’s Ark with wallabies’, a porringer of gold. 

I saw a cruiser homing; no battle- cruiser bore 
Such freight of baby baubles for.a pretty maid before — 
Such dolls with dainty finery and little shoes and socks 
And tiny carven furniture and trunks to hold their frocks. 

I saw a cruiser homing as swiftly as could be ; 

She brought a pair of threepennies as pretty pelf for thee 
Erom little girls in Adelaide, still young enough to giiess 
The proper wealth to fit the palm of a very small princess. 

I saw a mother dreaming, a-dreaming o’er the sea, 

And oh ! her heart was laden with pretty thoughts of thee ; 
She brought a store of lovely toys that cost her half a year 
Of baby ways and nursery days, and oh 1 the price was dear. 


“Colonel Sir Arthur Holbrook is to ask the Secretary of State for 
War whether he is aware that America has underbidden Australia for 
the whole of the War Office contract for 1,500,000 tins of beer,” 

Evening Payer, 

We have long suspected that the States were not so dry as 
they claimed to be. 


TO ALL GOOD LONDONERS. 

Mr. Punch desires to support very heartily the appeal 
which has just been’issued over the signatures; of Lord Eosk- 
BBEY (Chancellor), Sir W. H. Beveridge (Vice-Chancellor), 
and the Lord Mayor of London, for a Sports Ground and 
Boat House for the University of London. Beginning as 
ah examining, body' only, the University of London is now 
the largest 'of our ^e^iching Universities; but it still lacks 
the social cohesion which is so essential a feature of the 
Universities of Oxford and Cambridge- On the academic 
side this defect is about to be made good by the develop- 
ment of a new University centre on the site recently pur- 
chased in Bloomsbury. There remains the need, no less im- 
perative, of opportunity for intercourse in games. Twenty- 
eight acres of grassland near New Malden have been ac- 
quired and two acres on the river near Chiswick, Towards 
the cost of the original outlay and of partial endowment 
— some £74,000 — a sum of over £14,000 has been raised, 
chiefly within the University, whose members are not a 
superfluously rich body. The wealth of the City of London 
should easily provide the rest ; and Mr. Punch ventures to 
^ urge all patriotic Londoners to follow the lead of the Prince 
OP Wales in supporting a scheme which makes an im- 
mediate appeal to their, pride of citizenship. Cheques 
should be made payable to the University of London Ath- 
letic Appeal Fund, and addressed to the Financial Officer, 
University of London, South Kensington* S.W.7. 


Our Ruthless Advertisers. 

From Situations Vacant ” : — 

“ Clerk. — ^Young Lady for dissection .” — Birmingham Paper, 







THE GKEAT COMPENSATION. 

Tiest Backwoods Peeb. “THIS MONSTEOUS PEOPOSAL WILL DEPEIVE US OP OUE 
ANCIENT PEIVILEGE OF VOLUNTAEILY ABSENTING OUESELVES FEOM THE UPPEE HOUSE,” 
Second Ditto. “ON THE OTHEE HAND WE SHALL THEN BE FEEE TO GIVE THE 
POPULACE A CHANCE OP BEING EEPEESENTED BY US ELSEWHEEE.” 
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PP PARMAMPMX required the debate to be are they optioners ? — being entitled to 

tbptilNOc. Ul- rAKLIAIVifc.N I . opened by Lord FiTZALAN, whose motion choose between the status qiio, a modi- 

Monday, Jime 20th — A proletarian — to the effect that it was time to do fled Carlisle system and complete pro- 
cynic might make much of the fact that something about the House of Lords — hibition. 

nothing short of a proposal to reform was merely a formal invitation to the Lord Lamington, opposing the Bill, 
the House of Lords can fill the House Lord ChanceIiLor to shoot, and whose described its aims as a cheap form of 
of Lords* Press Gallery. It is however remarks gave general approval to pro- philanthropywhich proposed to do good 
the fate of Upper Chambers to be un- posals that had still to be propounded, to some persons at the expense of others, 
spectacular. The pUce de 7-isisiancet il So with the Duke of Marlborough; Lord Parmooe, supporting the Bill, said 
one may call it that — though the pas- we should have better appreciated the the question of Prohibition in America 
sionate resistance voiced by the Duke warmth of his feelings and the vigour was a long story, but did not agree that 
of Marlborough actually preceded it — of his gestures — be defended the here- it was a sad one. Lord Dawson opposed 
was the statement of Lord Cave, in ditary principle with a sweeping motion the Bill in an admirable speech, in 
which he outlined the Government’s of the right arm strongly reminiscent of which he cited a formidable array 
idea of what should be the outcome of Tilden’s forehand drive — if Lord Cave of figures to show that drinking was 
the Fewer and Brighter Peers move- had got his blow in first. steadily decreasing as the result of 


ment. The main purpose 
is to effect two alterations 
of the Parliament Act that 
their Lordships earnestly 
desire. ^ 

In the first place it is pro- ^ 
posed to make it impossible ^ 
— as under the Parliament ^ 
Act it is possible— for the 
Commons to abolish the 
House of Lords without the /y 
latter’s consent and without ^ 
consulting the electorate. A 
Secondly, it is proposed to m 
have the question of what W 
is a Money Bill decided, 
not, as at present, by the ^ 
Speaker of the House of W 
Commons, but by a Joint S 
Committee of both Houses, ^ 
which should be required 
to consider the purpose and 
substance as well as the ” 
form of the Bill. The term 
“ money,” moreover, would 
be confined to money raised 
by Imperial taxation. 







M 


The Foster-Mother (on dry land). «I was always afsair that 


better housing, better oppor- 
tunities for out-door recre- 
ation and better education. 

Lord Buxton intimated 
that the mere fact that tem- 
perance prevailed should 
not be allowed to interfere 
with “ popular opinion.” 
The Bishop of Durham said 
it would be wrong to suppose 
the Church of England was 
behind the Bill, which was 
false in principle, obsolete 
in method and unsound in 
finance. The Earl of Ons- 
low, speaking for the Gov- 
ernment, said a sober Eng- 
land would be better pro- 
moted by public opinion 
than by legislation. The 
debate was adjourned. 

Sir L. Fobestier- Walker 
will not, if Lord Montagu 
is to be believed, go down, 
to posterity as the Man the 
Trees Loved, He informed 
Sir J. Power in the House 


The House of Commons, that strange nestling oe mine would take a line where I of Co mm ons that in the last 


Lord Cave said, could not could not follow him, 


two seasons the Forestry 


be asked to make these [Speaking on the Trade Disputes Bill Mr. Scrtmgeour referred to the Commissioners had planted 
amendments in the existing failure of a suggestion that as a protest against the BiU the working- eight hundred and thirty- 
amenamenrs in rne existing shoxxLdi boycott drink and tobacco, and declared that in the Yiew of . conifers in the 

law unless their Lordships ^Ke general body of workers the Government could “smash all the “T® ot cornier s in jne 
consented to be “reformed.” trade unions in the country so long as they did not smash their bottles.”] iNew Ji orest, ±>ut notnmg 
It was accordingly proposed cf ^ the noble trees 

to cut their total numbers down to The House of Commons commenced that he bad cut down in the course of 
three hundred and fifty, to include, be- to debate the Trade Disputes Bill on his activities as a timber merchant, 
sides Lords Spiritual and Law Lords, Eeport ; the debate, otherwise cast in On the Eeport stage of the Trade 
an unspecified proportion of Govern- the usual mould, being enlivened by the Disputes BillLabourMembers dared the 
ment nominees— thus giving the Labour remark of Mr. Scrymgeour that '‘so Attorney- General to define the term 

Party better representation in the far as the general body of workers is “industry,” but; he ignored the chal- 

matter of quantity (no slight was in- concerned you can smash their trade lenge. By way of reprisal he invited 

tended, said the Lord Chancellor, unions so long as you do not smash Sir H. Slesser to disclaim the sug- 

on the quality of the Socialist Peers their bottles.” gestion that the Courts could not be. 

already m situ)^a.nd a balance of Ee- Tuesday, June 21st.— Wiih a day’s trusted to administer an Act of Parha- 
presentative Peers, chosen by the Peer- respite from anbo-reform the Lords ment without class bias. Sir Henry 
age from its own ranks. Both the returned to the more difficult problem wriggled uncomfortably and said the 
latter classes of Peer would hold their of reforming (or not) the drink business, Attorney-General knew weU what 
seats for twelve years, one-third of each the occasion being the adjourned debate his views were, but he would not be 
block retiring at the end of every four on the Bishop of Liverpool’s Liquor drawn into enunciating them, 
vears. The other Peers would be given (Popular Control) Bill. The purpose Mr. Oliver Stanley moved to leave 
the privilege of sittinginor,atanyrate, of the Bill is to give large towns and out the word “calculated, aM after 
standing for the House of Commons. ofchersubstantialunitsof the population some debate, in which Mr. Thomas 
It was a pity that the exigencies of a form of local option, the optors— or cited The Times in support of the 
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Conservative Amendment, Sir Douglas that the “ chilliness or stuffiness of the would be. Were they to be elected or 
Hogg promised to poke about and find Upper Chamber would prevent the nominated? 

some other phrase for calculated” Socialists introduced into it from doing Until Mr. Groves asked about it 


which would mean what the Govern- 
ment meant “ calculated ” to mean, but 
not what Mr. Oliver Stanley thought 
the Courts might construe it to mean. 
The debate was adjourned. 

Wednesday ^ Jane 22nd, — There may 
be a lot of “dead wood” about the 
House of Lords, but to-day's adjourned 
debate on the Government's proposals 
to diminishit demonstrated that the live 
wood is very much alive. The Duke of 
NoRTHUMBERLANudefended the heredit- 
ary principle, declaring that the public 
which had seen a German spy and an 
Indian Communist and a great many 
very" good friends of Britain’s very bad 
enemies returned to the House of Com- 
mons, was growing less enthusiastic 
about the electoral system. Better a 
backwoodsman in the Lords, they said, 
than a foreign spy in the Commons! 
He admitted however that the House 
of Lords was in some danger from im- 
patient public opinion* and urged, the 
backwoodsmen to assist, as it were, in ^ 
felling themselves. ' 

Lord Parmoor opposed the proposed 
reforms quite passionately. The effect 



MALBROUCK S’EN VA-T-EN GUERRE.’ 
(Ajter a tajpestry at Blenheim Palace ,) ' 
The Duke of Maelborough. 


Until Mr. Groves asked about it 
Lord Eustace Percv was apparently 
unaware of the “widespread indigna- 
tion ” caused by the invitation extended 
by the Air Ministry to the West Ham 
Education Department to send school- 
children to see the rehearsal of the 
B. A.P. display at Hendon, and thought 
there was no occasion for the Board of 
Education to play the fidgety aunt. 

Mr. Kirkwood, in an unexpected 
burst of humour, asked if the President 
OP THE Board op Education was aware 
that railings were placed round school- 
houses in order to familiarise the chil- 
dren with pikes and bayonets ? 

Thursday, June 23rd , — The Lords 
concluded their debate and defeated 
Lord Arran’s amendment—to the effect 
that the Government had no mandate 
to reform the House of Lords — by 208 
votes, to 54:, No new point was raised, 
save the admission by Lord Salisbury 
— which the Primate approved — that 
there would be a relative decrease in the 
number of Lords Spiritual. 

The Home Secretary told the House 
how many Russians had left thjs country 
since relations with the Sovieti Govern- 


would be, he suggested, that, while the anything to hurt their -Lordship s' sus- ment had been broken off and how 
present House of Lords was reactionary, ceptibilities. Lord Astor wanted to many remained. Many of the latter, 
a nucleus of it, chosen by the whole know what the position of the peeresses he explained, were still being “checked 


number, would be reactionary 
and then some. 

The motto on Lord Birken- 
head’s escutcheon is Faber 
mem fortunes,^ which may be 
roughly translated, “ Whenever 
you see a Parmoor hit it.” Em- 
barking without ado on this con- 
genial task the noble Earl pro- 
ceeded to delight the assembled 
nobility with excerpts full of 
strong reactionary meat from 
the breathings of that sturdy 
Conservative lawyer, Sir Alfred 
Cripps, wherein he declared 
that “ he wanted a change in 
the House of Lords because he 
wanted it much stronger.” “ I 
will not answer,” declared the 
squirming victim as his tor- 
mentor paused to demand if 
these were still his views. 
What he (Lord Birkenhead) 
objected to was not so much 
that Lord Parmoor should have 
suddenly changed but that he 
should expect other Conserva- 
tives to change with him. 

Lord Beauchamp, speaking for 
the Liberals, thought the best 
plan, if there must be a change, 
was to have the .members of 



The Professor. **You wild notice the strange evolu- 


the House of Lords elected by •• 

Duke Tf^BuccLEura” bought (Sib Altobd Cewps) ahp Loed Biekenhead. 


out,” which is presumably the 
same as being chucked out, only 
more so. 

^ As Mr. Churchill declined to 
give time for the discussion of 
the proposed changes in the 
House of Lords, Mr. Clynes in- 
timated that the Opposition 
would secure it by moving a Vote 
of Censure. 

The Third Beading of the 
Trade Disputes Bill was carried 
by a big majority after a debate 
of which the principal features 
were a fine speech by Mr. Chur- 
chill, and the suspension of 
Mr. Maxton for calling the 
Attorney-General a “black- 
guard and a liar.” This is rapidly 
becoming the accepted formula 
with which a Clydesider tears 
himself from the House when 
he wants a little holiday. 

Sir John Simon prophesied 
that the people to gain most by 
the Bill would be the Members 
of some future Socialist Govern- 
ment at loggerheads with the 
T.U.O. So there passed on its 
way to the Statute Book a Bill 
of which, whatever good it may 
do, all right-minded promoters 
of the Brighter Parliament 
BAD. ^Jciovement will be glad to see 
the last. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“The Great Gob Brown” 
(Stage Society). 

The Stage Society’s production of 
Eugene O’Nbill’s The Great God 
Brown proves that a play may fail in 
coherence and get the general pattern 
of its design badly muddled and still be 
more interesting and vital than many 
other works which attempt less and 
accomplish what they attempt neatly 
and completely. The Great God Brown 
is a genuinely exciting experience, and 
as spiritually exciting experience is not 
a common event in our theatre we can- 
not afford not to welcome this strange 
attempt to break the bonds of for- 
notalism. It has also given an oppor- 
tunity to one of our younger and most 
I promising producers, Mr. Peter God- 
frey, to present on a full-grown stage 
ideas which he has worked out in the 
tiniest of little theatres. Those ideas 
are interesting and stimulating. 

When I had recovered a little from 
the somewhat rarefied atmosphere, the 
Bloomsbury aura and the three dull 
thuds, intended, I assume, to symbolise 
the impact of ideas on the wooden 
heads of the uninstructed bourgeoisie of 
London, I surrendered myself entirely 
to Mr. O’Neill’s sincerity, violence, 
crudeness, pathos, absurdity, insight — 
genius. 

It is not possible to give a coherent 
account of this odd business. The 
author has not done that. There are 
four main characters : young Dion 
Antho7iyy artist and hypersensitive (with 
something of Dionysus and some- 
thing of St. Anthony, as Mr. O’Neill 
elsewhere explains); his wife Margaret^ 
an emotional constant lover and in- 
stinctive mother ; Oybel, a harlot with 
wisdom and understanding, and young 
Brown, an architect without ideas and 
a successful organising contractor. To 
these four Mr. O’Neill gives masks, 
which they carry in their hands, some- 
times putting them before their faces, 
sometimes lowering them. 

Margaret loves the young Dion when 
she looks on his mask, but is horrified 
when she sees the real face and through 
it the real mind of her husband. Dion 
in his misery seeks Gybel, the harlot, 
who for him puts aside her painted 
mask and makes the young painter 
throw aside his own and show his 
tortured self; she c.an then dispense 
wisdom and her motherly tenderness 
(the scenes between these two were 
beautifully written and as beautifully 
played by Mr. John Gielgud and Miss 
Mary Clare). But brain-racking com- 
plications and confusions ensue when 
Brown murders Dion and< assumes his 
mask, behind which he woes Margaret, 
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English tourist, on a Continental holiday, shunning the society of a 

PERSONALLY-CONDUCTED PARTY OF COIiIPATRIOTS. 


— complications and confusions worse 
complicated and confounded when a 
policeman shoots at the mask of Dion 
and kills — ^whom ? I don’t know ; but 
am npt ashamed to confess that I was 
moved and excited by the glimpses of 
Mr. O’Neill’s ideas as they broke 
through the entanglements of his too- 
elaborate symbolism. 

A Tired Business Man of my ac- 
quaintance who had wandered in asked 
me anxiously, ** Can you make head or 
tail of all this ? ” His look of relief 
when I said, ** No, but I *in thoroughly 
enjoying it,” and he realised that he 
need not forthwith consult an alienist, 
‘will always remain a happy memory 
with me. 

But, if I jnistake not, here is fine stuff, 
transcendingihe absurdities in which it 
is wrapped ; and I am not at aU sure 
that, if some enlightened and courage- 
ous entrepreneur like Mr. G. B. Oochran 
would present it to a wider public, Lon- 
don would not imitate New York and 
give it something like the eight months’ 


hearing it obtained there. *Tt depends 
of course on whether the quest for mere 
eupepsia has taken too strong a hold of 
us all. , , . 

.-Those who foUow the-movements of 
modern painters in their heroic attempts 
to find a new form of expression should 
readily appreciate the somewhat ana- 
logous attempts of the expressionists, 
through emphasis by distortion, to 
create for the theatre new beauty — 
and new explosives I Mr. O’Neill has 
lovely, haunting, exasperating, revealing 
things to say. What odds if he falters 
'when trying to say them ? 

Mr. John Gielgud put fire and 
depth into Dion Anthony — an admirable 
performance ; Mr. Hugh Williams, 
having a more difficult problem — for 
B7vtDn became less a man or a Great God 
symbol than a mask behind a mask — 
did well withxthe part of Dion's envious 
and puzzled rival ; Miss Mary Clare 
gave to Cybel a rich tenderness which 
revealed what fine things she is capable 
of if provided with interesting and vital 
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matter.. Miss Moyna MacGill’s Mar - 
garet, sha'dowy.like Broion, was at least 
not made ridiculous or negligible. Mr. 
Peter Godfrey designed his setting 
and worked his batteries of lights into a 
significant and appropriate background 
for this grim fantasy. I last saw my 
Tired Business^Ian’s brows corrugated 
with nhaccustomed thought but the 
rapt expression of the convert dawning 
on his face. T. 

“ Widd-Cat Hetty ’’ (Savoy). 

Wild-Cat Hetty is a blandly ingenu- 
ous essay in unblushing sentimentalism. 
But even those who like this 
kind of thing will not, I 
imagine, find it altogether 
the kind of thing they like. 

For it passes the bound- 
aries of the conventions even 
in this easy-going genre. 

StepJien Tredegar is a man 
of science with a' belief that 
environment, not heredity, 
is the potent factor in the 
development of human be- 
ings. He has a friend. Pro- 
fessor Bailies^ who,, on the 
contrary, maintains that 
heredity is the arch- moulder 
of a man^s destiny. Why 
not try the experiment, says 
Bailees to Tredegar, on this 
young ' wild-cat from the 
gutter whose life you have 
just saved — grand-daughter 
of a murderer, son of a 
drunken father and im- 
moral mother, foul-mouthed, 
untamed, unwashed? 

Behold our Hetty, after 
: eight months of Steplmv and 
his kindly vague aunt and 
his adoring, tame - cattish 
cousin, “dressed as a lady ; 
able to declaim with a nice 
emphasis and a B.B.O. an- 
nouncer’s careful accent, 

“Let me not to the marriage 
of true minds,” down to the 
end of the sonnet’s second quatrain; to 
sing with feeling one of the world’s 
worst sentimental ballads ; to wear her 
clothes with some sort of grace; able 
still on occasion to mislay her aitches, 
to remember her old strange oaths, to 
smack the butler’s pie-face ; consumed 
with love for Stephen ; conversant with 
film morality to the point of putting on 
her best pyjamas, entering her patron’s 
room in the dead of night and olfering 
herself “body and soul,” as often, in 
the old free days, a flickering Gish 
or Negri had done before her bulging 
eyes. 

Naturally this episode revealed to the 
slow-witted Stephen the fact that he 
was really deeply in love- with his “ sub- 


ject ” (we all knew that), and the morrow 
sees him announcing with some com- 
placency his approaching marriage. 
“ But,” says Ursula, “ don’t you see the 
baggage was making a fool of you just to 
prove that no man can resist a woman 
in her best pyjamas ? ” “ Indeed ? ” says 
Stephen — an incredibly credulous sort 
— then of course I can’t marry her.” 
Whether he changed his mind yet again, 
or whether Hetty decided to bounce out 
of her suburban cage and take sensibly 
to the gutter again, I don’t know. And 
I was past caring. Why do people do 
these things ? Why do intelligent act- 


resses like Miss Dorothy Minto ( Wild- 
Gat), and Mr, J. H. Roberts (eccentric 
Professor), Miss Mary Jerrold (vague 
Amt) , and Mr. PauIi Cavanagh {Stephen, 
hereditary imbecile — the Professor was 
right), stand for it ? 

Miss Dorothy Minto had her mo- 
ments at the beginning, before the great 
experiment began, but the experiment 
itself was one long desolation — ^un- 
worthy of the author, Mrs, Kilpatrick, 
who has proved herself elsewhere to 
have a nice sense of humour. T. 


“ Lady , who has been seriously ill with 

a form of lackjaw, has made a rapid recovery.'* 

Daily Pajoer, 

A very rare ailment among women. 


TENNIS AS SHE IS REPORTED. 

{With acJmoioledgments to “ The Daily 
Telegraph**) 

' Yesterday’s eagerly - awaited en- 
counter between Miss Blank and Miss 
Dash showed us once again the eternal 
contrast between the Classical and the 
Romantic. When these ladies last 
clashed in the sun-baked arena of 
Mentone the superior clarity of Miss 
Dash’s ground-strokes just stemmed 
the tide of Miss Blank’s more delicately 
articulated volleys. Since then three 
months’ steady tournament practice has 
given the latter’s game a 
cohesion and pungency it 
before lacked, and the ques- 
tion to be decided yester- 
day was whether the greater 
bravura of her polished and 
sharpened back-hand could 
discount the finesse and 
coloratura of the former’s 
favourite chop. The result 
was the triumph of Cubism 
over Post - Impressionism. 
In the first set Miss Blank 
with a cascade of strident 
volleys literally tore her way 
to five-love. For a moment 
she relaxed the pressure, 
and Miss Dash almost imper- 
ceptibly absorbed twogames. 
Braced by their loss to a 
quicker tempo, her adver- 
sary fluently sailed home on 
her own service. 

In the second set the N ortb- 
ern player deliberately 
adopted a more spondaic 
rhythm, hoping to stalemate 
an opponent who regarded 
ground - strokes simply as 
stepping-stones to a com- 
manding position at the net, 
and to lure her into a prema- 
ture sortie. The other refused 
to rise. Realising the un- 
wisdom of opening a jack- 
pot when ten high, she was 
content to mark time and wait till a 
wrong move by her antagonist should 
enable her to take the trick. Firmly 
entrenched, she withered Miss Dash’s 
frontal attacks with the rapid fire of her 
drives, and, counter-attacking under a 
barrage of crisp volleys, clawed her way 
out with the loss of only three games. 

(Translation of the above: Miss Blank 
beat Miss Dash in a game of Lawn 
Tennis by two sets to love, 2, 6—3.) 


** G reat was the pleasure MIe. Nikitina gave 
in the Adagietto. This ballet, a corpuscating 
satire that yet has moments of great charm, 
wears very well .” — Evening Pa^er. 

We must go and see them cale the 
corpus before the season ends. 



A VIRTUOUS RAIKES* PROGRESS. 

Professor Baikes Mr. J, H, Roberts. 

Miss Dorothy Minto. 

Slephen Tredegar Mb. Paul Oavanagh, 



“AN IMPORTANT RESIDENCE;” 

Ob, The House-Agent is Eapt by the Muse. 
Old mansion, girdled by thy shrubberies, 

Home of the nymphs and haunt of rustic Pan, 
Affording, so superb the value is. 

Unprecedented opportunities 
Por freehold purchase by- a business-man ! 

Who that has longed for earth’s most lovely spot 
To end his days in can be unconvinced 
On reading this : “ The Old Grange, Ottershot, 

For Sale by Private Treaty, or, if not, 

By Auction on the tioenty-seventh inst-' ? 

Who that has seen thy photograph can doubt 
Thy features, some unique and some sublime — 
The artificial lake containing trout, 

The recent decorations done throughout 
To save thee from the envious tooth of Time ; 

Well situated on a sandy site 
Commanding viev^s of the surrounding vale, 

Por ever beautiful, for ever bright ; 

With six reception-rooms, elecmc-light, 

And only twenty mins, from town by rail ? 

Unrivalled edifice of Georgian stone, 

Containing several finely-panelled rooms, 

What beaux and belles thy terraces have known 
Whilst yet thy drainage system was thine own, 
What games amongst the rhododendron blooms! 

O large lounge-hall, 0 library, 0 lawn 
Where many a dainty foot was wont to pass, 
Touching the daisy-tips at early dawn ! 

0 fountain with the genuine marble faun, 

0 offices, O admirable glass ! 


Thou hast no peer, with thy well-timbered ^'ounds, 
The noblest bargain of the neighbourhood ; 

There freedom dwells, there phantasy abounds. 

And there is hunting with two packs of hounds, 

The stabling excellent, the garage good. 

A passion sometimes shakes me as I gaze 
On all thy features filled with old-world charm — 
Thine ample paddock and thy twisted maze, 

Thy piggery which actually pays, 

Thy dairy which the owner need not farm ; 

A horror strikes me lest thy portico, 

Thine eighteen bedrooms, running h. and o.. 

Thy baths above, thy cellarage below, 

And aU that proud magnificence should go 
For less than what thine owner wants for thee. 

' ■ , ' — T.:-. ■ : EvOE, 

“Sweated” Iiabour. 

“ Mr. W. W. Jacobs received only a thousand for the first 
stories with which he made his name . . . But there are sadder stories 
than this of low payment . — Evening Paper, 

Surely not lower than a farthing a story I 

“ . . . Major L. Green, who, despite all talk of Hallows, Makepeace, 
Macaulay and the Tyldesleys, undoubtedly won the championship 
of the counties for Xiancashire last year by his ability to manage his 
teaipa .^* — Evening Paper, 

It was, of course, common talk that Lancashire owed 
nothing to Macaulay. 

The new cruisers, with few exceptions, belong to the 10,C00-ton 
class, the true displacement of which, with fuel 15,000,000 cakes of 
chocolate and packets of sweetmeats. And cakes i Between 60 
and 70 varieties have to be baked daily to eater for their many 
tastes.’^ — I>o7ninion Paper, 

Yfe are all in favour af providing our gallant tars with a 
varied dietary, but this seems to us to be overdoing it. 
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HINTS FOR HENLEY. 

Ip you choose to go in a canoe don't upset it just when the CBOWD is watching the riNlSH OF AN EXCITING EACE. 
They might weld be too disteagted to-eemaek your. desire to be -rescued. 


SPEEP. 

The ]>i^ecaufcions which have been 
taken by the police at Beverley Hills 
(California) to secure the safety of Miss 
Mary Pickford in consequence of the 
information that she had been selected 
as the first victim of a two-hundred- 
tbousand-pound kidnapping plot, have 
sent a thrill of agony through the 
civilized world. The danger, moreover, 
is not confined to the New World. 
Grave misgivings have been entertained 
that the infection had spread' to 
England. An enormous van was re- 
cently noticed in the neighbourhood of 
Mr. Chesterton’s super-bijou resi- 
dence near Beaconsfield, and a rakish- 
looking turbine-steamer has been ob- 
served manoeuvring at amazing speed 
off the coasts of the Isle of Man. 

It is- therefore with the utmost satis- 
faction that Mr. Punch is able to assure 
his readers that, with a happy deviation 
from our usual laissez-faire methods, a 
complete organization for guarding 
against these perils is already in exist- 
ence and functioning with admirable 
results. 

The prospectus of the Society for the 
Prevention of the Elimination of Emi- 
nent Persons—described in the interests 
of brevity by the title of Speep — lies be- 
fore us as we write, and after its perusal 


we feel convinced that in England at 
any rate genius can sleep soundly in 
its bed. 

The prospectus opens with an im- 
pressive exordium on the deleterious 
and disintegrating effect of anxiety on 
the efficiency and creative powers of 
supermen and superwomen. The diffi- 
culties in the way of securing to them 
that tranquillity and composure essen- 
tial to the exercise of their transcendent 
powers are npb overlooked. Adequate 
protection by the State is impossible. 
The police are too fully occupied with 
their multifarious and constantly in- 
creasing duties in connection with the 
control of traffic. Restrictions on the 
carrying of arms by civilians place 
them in a defenceless position when 
confronted with maleficent miscreants 
armed to the teeth with lethal weapons 
of the latest pattern. It has therefore 
been left to private enterprise to come 
to the rescue of intimidated intellect, 
and Speep has nobly responded to the 
call. 

The Society recognise that the use of 
machine-guns, apart from its illegality, 
is foreign to the spirit of British public 
opinion, but they areprepared to provide 
bodyguards recruited with the utmost 
care from men of robust physique and 
high character and wearing picturesque 
uniforms. 


The fee for these bodyguards will de- 
pend on the number provided and the 
income of the person to be protected. 
Thus, an actor or actress (film or other- 
wise), an author or painter earning 
twenty thousand pounds a year is sup- 
plied with a guard of ten for an annual 
payment of one thousand pounds. For 
this sum the society undertake to pro- 
vide everything — including musical in- 
struments — except board and lodging. 
As already mentioned, no lethal weapons 
will he used, but the resources of applied 
science, whether lachrymatory orstinco- 
pating, will be utilised so as to repel any 
attack in a manner calculated to sterilise 
and paralyse the activities of the most 
audacious intruders. An extra charge, it 
should be added, is made for the supply 
to the Press of full particulars as to 
the progress of hostilities, with photo- 
graphs of the Eminent Person at suc- 
cessive stages of his emergence froni 
thedangerzoneinto complete immunity 
from assault. 

The prospectus concludes with a 
number of testimonials from grateful 
clients, from which we may select a few 
chosen at random : — 

From Mr, , a world-renoioned 

novelist, 

“ Since the arrival of your men my 
daily product has risen from seven-hun- 
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She, “You MIGHT GET THE APTEBKOON OPP AND COME WITH ITS, ASK LEATE TO 
ATTEHD TOUE GBANDPATHBE’S PUNEBAL.” 

Ee. “Not me. I’m not that sobt op eottee. Besides, I’m in my gband- 
patheb’s office. ” 


dred-and-fifty to three thousand words, 
and the flow of inspiration continues 
unchecked. My typists declare that 
they have never ^own me in finer 
feather. No intruders have been ob- 
served for more than a week, when a 
pseudo-photographer was completely 
routed by a massed saxopbonic sortie. 
I have begun to play golf again on the 
local links, with two of your guards 
as caddies, and the secretary has com- 
plimented them on their gentlemanly 
behaviour.** 

From Miss , the illustrious soprano, 

who holds the record for vocal altitude, 

“Wonderful improvement in my 
health under your protective service. 
Appetite normal, complexion dazzling. 
Sustained the high (J in alt, this morn- 
ing for four minutes without any effort. 
Uniforms of your guards most dinky. 
Suspicious visitor purporting to be agent 
for dealer in alligator-skins headed off 
yesterday.** 

From Mr, , distinguished film- 

producer^ 

“Three desperadoes, detected last 
night in potting-shed, treated with 
anaesthetic spray and handed over in a 
comatose condition to the police. I 
regard your firm as a blessing and boon 
of the first magnitude. May Heaven 
continue to prosper your benevolent 
enterprise ! ** 

From Lady , the caustio and 

coruscating diarist, and authoress of\ 

“ Homicidal Homilies,'' 

“ I am at last experiencing a respite I 
from the tyranny of my vindictive per- j 
secutors. Your service bids fair to rid | 
me and my husband from the reign of 
terror inaugurated by our detractors and 
restore the rule of moral integrity and 
independence of speech and action. I 
can truthfully say that your men behave 
like perfect ladies, but wifjh the added 
virtue of a humanity and honesty which 
I have never met among my own sex.** 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

“^My strength is as. the strength of ten, 
because my heart is pure/ sang the Psilmist.” 

Evming Paper, 

And the late Lord Tennyson, when he 
said in his haste that all men are liars, 
was not so very far out. 


“ Parrots, beautiful Australian greys, lovely 
talkers, few unfortunately swear, cause roars 
of laughter ; 55/- each ; when ordering state if 
swearer required.” 

“Wanted, talking parrot, grey African pre- 
ferred ; moderate price ; good home in rectory.” 

Consecutive Advts, in WeeJcly Paper, 

With some difficulty we are resisting 
the temptation to put Advertiser No. 2 
in communication with AdvertiserNo. 1. 


DYNASTIC COUPLETS. 

{After a toell-hiown model,) 

WhiIjE ink is black and blood is red 
Smith shall be Smith of Birkenhead. 

Till women invade the Athenaeum 
Stoll shall be Stoll of the Coliseum. 

Till coal is found in the Bight of Benin 
Cook shall be the Cook of Lenin. 


Until we forget the Queen of Sheba 
Caine shall be Caine of the Castle of 
Greeba. 

As long as there is a Bill of Selsey 
Augustus John shall be John of 
Chelsea, 

While gold is yellow and copper 
brown 

Jones shall be Jack of Silverbown. 
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Raffalovitch realizes the power of words and covets it 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. for iiig own. Traditional Hebrew shamefastness in the 

[By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) presence of elders makes him bungle an explanation, and 

A WHITE woman has at last entered Lhasa and stayed his grandfather believes he has in his son s child an jostle 
two months in the forbidden capital of Thibet ; forbidden of political liberty. Launched by the Comrnunists, 
nowadays, she would have us understand, not by the Dalai as he calls himself, secedes to Socialism, and as a Member 
Lama, its spiritual and temporal head, but by a European of Parliament and popular dramatist loses his heart to the 
Power jealous of its sphere of influence. Madame Alex- outraged auditor of his first mflammatory campaign. A 
ANDRA David-Neel, Parisian born, lecturer in Comparative stronger obstacle than Lady Emma s jingo creed obstructs 
Eeligion at a Belgian University, friend of Asiatic scholars the course of true love, hjike another Emma, to ’^hoJ^ 
and mystics, adopted mother of an authentic Buddhist she is frequently compared, this only daughter oi^ an Lari 
lama, makes no secret of her personal lack of acceptability has found her vocation as the consoler of a married ^an. 
to the British Eaj. But for all that she writes My Journey The amatory fortunes of the trio, complicated by Eaffal s 
to Lhasa (Heinemann) in English— and very good English regrets for his lack of principle (political, not sexual), are 
— and can well afford to indulge in a little genial moc kery brought within sight of a plea sant curtain, 
of officials who trebled her 1 I ^ “ TTI i i 


hardships and quadrupled her 
interests. Eesearch, whose 
records are to be published 
later, was her main object; 
her penetration of Lhasa but 
a natural feminine reaction to 
the interdict. But the mere 
fact that she had to tramp 
her way as a begging pilgrim 
enabled her to prosecute the 
research and explore the city 
withathoroughness unknown 
to bearers of credentials. Her 
face stained with cocoa and 
charcoal, her hair eked out 
with plaits of yak’s wool, fed 
(when she was fed) on barley- 
meal and buttered tea, with 
tlie stewed entrails of the 
national animal as a relish 
on ceremonial occasions, the 
mendicant pursued her course 
under the aegis of hex ;proUg6, 
the lama. This venerated 
youth, who had constantly 
to be put up to the ruses of 
the journey by his outwardly 
inconsiderable parent, is 
handled with maternal under- 
standing of his importance 
and comicality. To me the 
prettiest thing in the book — 
not even excepting its de- 
lightful photographs — is the 
smiling reverence, as for a 



















Lighthouse Keeper, “ ’Ere ! Wot you doin’ on them rocks ? ” 
Boat-wrecked Tripper, “Why? Whose are they?” 


Country Life chooses this 
appropriately Olympian mo- 
ment to publish Bridle Wise, 
wisdom which the author, 
Colonel S. G, Goldschmidt, 
rightly says is “a key to bet- 
ter hunters and better ponies.” 
This good plain book, illus- 
trated by Mr. Lionel Ed- 
wards, who needs no bush, 
may well become a text work 
onHouyhnhnms. It contrasts 
violently with, let us say, The 
Horse as Co^nrade and Friend 
school, for however the latter 
book may delight us (and I 'm 
sentimentalist enough to love 
it) it is surely outside practi- 
cal politics. Colonel Gold- 
schmidt is practical ; he is a 
player of polo, a horseman and 
a horsemaster, and he is on 
the side of the Scriptures, and 
says in effect, ** Keep the horse 
a slave, ‘ lest he fall upon thee.’ ” 
I find of special interest his 
chapters on handling a young 
horse and on ‘‘Fighting it 
out,” i,e,, what to expect from 
a vicious or rebellious horse, 
when to expect it and how to 
show him who ’s who ; and the 
author’s authoritative hints 
on buying should prove most 
useful. On the whole Colonel 


thing often droll yet always momentous, which it accords Goldschmidt hasbut a poorideaofahorse’sintellect, thereby 
to religious phenomena, differing from Whyte Melville, who lays it down that the 

rider is usually “the bigger fool of the two.” The book states 

,I rather, doubt whether “effete aristocrats” is still the that there is only one job that a horse is called on to do that 
Communist’s phrase for his separated brethren; and I he enjoys doing and that is fox-hunting. We are told that 
doubt still more whether its repetition from the hustings the reason for this preference is atavistic and that horses 
. would arouse the cold fury of a noble lady in the audience, rejoice in discomforting the carnivorous fox; but then 
However, this is the kind of thing that happens in Poioer hounds are carnivorous too, and Mr, Jorrocks has said 
(Buttbeworth) ; and if. you cannot complacently envisage (and I believe him) that “the ’orse loves the ’ound.” And 
the psychology of the Surrey side embodied in a novel of are ponies as bored by polo as Colonel Goldschmidt 
* contemporary political adventure, Poiuer is not your book, says ? Shade of The Maltese Cat 1 

Personally I feel that I should have got on very comfort- 

ably with Alexander Baffalovitch, the young Eussian Jew, The author of Monsieur Beaucaire and other diverting 
whose career is its main preoccupation, if he had not trifles has drawn aside from the rush and fury of producing 
started life as a human being. This he undoubtedly did, best-sellers to give us counsel, in Looking Forward (Heine- 
; only H lapse little by little into the puppetry he might mann), on the conduct of life, on the duty and method of 
j wilii more effect have assumed at the outset. As a youth being happy, on quitting “ hooch,” on growing old grace- 
1 watehipg^ a raucous windbag sway a mob with phrases, fully. This is a book of uplift, and the natural man is apt 
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to recoil from that kind of thing. It 
is. neither profound nor stupid; nor 
original nor conspicuously lucid. But 
it is distinctly cheery and well-meant. 

Mr. Booth Tabkington has dramatised 
his amiable little essayettes with sundry 
characters — doctor, sick business-man, 
modem youth, cronies in a drug store— 
who debate the matters at issue. A 
book that anyway can do no harm — 
which is something. 

The JRecollectio%& ofJtoderic Fyfe 
(From Longmans) start with his early 
life, 

And stop when he *s twenty-seven or so, 

Though why I do not exactly know, 

Unless he *s begun to share my doubt 
As to the interest petering out ; 

But at least it *s not, I can safely say, 

Bec^se he arrived at the present day ; 

For all the matters that he recalls, 

The folk he meets, his rises and falls, 

Suggest the romance for which one looks 
In Early-Victorian story-books. 

There ’s a sweet young aunt who is all 
the rage 

In Shakespearean parts on the London 
stage ; 

There ’s a dour old uncle from overseas 
Aghast at such goings-on as these, 

Who shoots her dead in her favourite 
r6Ie 

With the definite object of saving a soul, 

Though I couldn’t unblusbingly take 
my oath 

As to whether it ’s his or hers or both. 

There ’s Satan’s Derby, at which — but 
stay, 

I mustn’t go giving the show away, 

For in Mr. Oxbnham’s placid scene 
The excitements are few and far between ; 

And when they arrive they scarcely seem 
To have much to do with the dominant 
theme — 

That evil-doers meet evil* ends 
And the good all marry their lifelong 
friends. 

Mr. AEOHiBAnn MABSHAnn is not a 
professional laughter-maker and his name seldom figures j 
in a list of ^‘living English humourists.” Nevertheless 
there is no one who can better exploit the possibilities of 
a humorous idea, and in That Island (CoLniNs) he has ex- 
ercised this talent of his to the full. Jacob Dinwiddy, a 
retired grocer, is shipwrecked on his way to Australia and 
is cast up, with his wife, his family and his domestic staff, 
on an island in the South Seas. Having knighted himself 
to impress the natives, he proceeds, with a magnificent and 
most diverting lack of proportion, to administer the island 
exactly as though it were some vast and thickly-populated 
empire. Every institution at home must have its counter- 
part here, from parliamentary government to a home for 
lost dogs. It was just there that I took my hat off to Mr. 
Maeshall ; I had myself anticipated a good many of Sir 
Jacob* s enterprises, but a home for lost dogs, in an island 
where there were no dogs, was beyond my vision. There 
are other characters in the book, all of them sharply in- 
dividualised and genuinely alive. If never explosively funny, 


Thai Island is yet the most consistently amusing book I have 
read for some time. I can think of nothing better for a long 
and lazy summer afternoon. 

The Jewel of Malabar (Mtjeeay) is concerned with the 
Moplah rising of 1921, which has been described as ^‘the 
most serious rebellion in India since the Mutiny.” - With 
his account of the fierce and fanatical fighting that character- 
ised this revolt Mr. Donald Sinderby has blended ar tender 
love-story. Sir John Bennville was a fearless soldier and 
what is known as a very good sort, but he had queer ideas 
which made him something 'of a conundrum to his fellow- 
officers. They could not believe in his seriousness when fie 
declared his determination to marry a native girl. Mr. 
Sinderby contrives to make us appreciate the disastrous 
results that would follow such a marriage and at the same 
time, by the appealing, picture he draws of Kamayla; to 
engage our sympathies on her side. She is a noble and a 
tragic figure, and her story will linger in the memory. 
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THE SOCIALIST RECORD. 

I FOUND him in that peculiar mood of reverie which overtakes him twice per annum when he reviews the 
1 events and movements of the past half-year. I reminded him that when he was last in that mood we had just 
reached the rather inglorious conclusion of the Coal Stoppage. 

‘‘I remember well,” said Mr, Punch; “and I recall how little credit any of our political parties got out of 
that futile performance.” 

“It becomes you, being what you are,” I said, “to distribute impartially your largesse of blame. But even 
you must admit that, while the Socialists have miserably failed to recover any of the prestige which they lost by 
the fiasco of the General Strike and the Coal Stoppage which it encouraged, the Government's stock stands vastly 
higher to-day than it did six months ago. This no doubt is due in part to the soundness of its recent policy, 
abroad* and at home, but it is also due to the gratuitous stupidity of the Socialist Opposition, by which the faults 

of that policy have been obscured and its merits thrown into sharp relief. 

“What a record I It began with that treasonable correspondence with Mr. Eugene Chen, for which, if we 

bad been at war with China, as they made out that we were trying to be, they would have been put up against 

a waU and shot. And you will remember how they hated our sending troops to Shanghai to protect the lives 
of a British community which didn't count because it contained no working-men (using the term in the curiously 
restricted sense which they always give it). Then again, when the stronghold of Arcos, which promised to rival 
I^Le new Reptile House at the Zoo, was raided and the plotting of the Soviet Trade Delegates against our national 
hfe exposed, the cause of these outraged innocents appealed at once to the chivalrous instincts of the Socialist 
Party. For any foreign nation that happens, like China, to be an embarrassment to England they have a great 
, but Soviet Russia, whose^ dearest object is the destruction of our Empire, they simply adore.” 

m China,” said the Sage, “one can understand (if one can understand anything that happens in 

I China) that there is something to be said for those who sympathise, as indeed our Foreign Office has sympathised, 
with the alleged ideals of the Nationalists. ‘China for the Chinese' sounds like a reasonable slogan, and I wish 
^ ^ hear of a siimlar slogan, ‘Britain for the British,' as an alternative to ‘Britain for the Socialists.' 

tiout the case or Russia is different, and no one will ever begin to make me understand the sympathetic tone of 
' some ot our Socialist leaders towards the Soviet Government. What I find least forgivable in their record is their 
iappa^nt indifference to the appalling ignorance of their supporters in regard to the moral degradation of the 
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working-classes, and the nameless horrors of child-life, under that infamous regime, I notice that quite recently 
they have recognised that the wholesale murders committed by their friends were open to adverse comment and 
have expressed a qualified disapproval of them. Yet where Socialists gather together you may still hear their 
orators shouting, ‘Hands off Russia T (as if anybody wanted to touch her) — ‘Hands off Russia, the Paradise of 
the Proletariate I ’ ” 

“ No doubt,'* I said, “ they find it safer to play on the popular ignorance of the conditions of life in Russia 
than to attempt the task of stimulating resentment against the Trade Disputes Bill. Por where ^ they did- not 
come up against an unshakeable torpor, they would find in the sensible British working-man a tacit approval of 
a BiU that offers him relief from the haunting fear of strikes in which he has no interest, from a levy raised for 
political ends that may not be his own, and from the intimidation, physical and moral, which has made existence 
intolerable for himself and his wife and his children.” 

“ I still hold to my view,” said Mr. Punch, “ that this Bill is the working-man’s charter — ^his charter of 
freedom from the tyranny of a system which, though it has done him incalculable service in the past, is now 
carried on less in his interest than in that of its officials, and for political rather than industrial aims. And I 
think that the Socialist Party made the mistake of their lives in howling at the Bill before they had so much 
as set eyes on it, instead of waiting to criticise its defects — ^patent enough, as it proved ; and in continuing, after 
they had learned its contents, to Jndulge in noisy vituperation (varied by that ridiculous exit en masse) when 
they might, if they had had the best interests of Labour at heart, have contributed their, special experience to 
the common stock of wisdom and so shared the Government’s credit for the reform of a good organisation gone 
wrong.” 

‘‘And then,”.! said, “for a final exhibition of statesmanship with which to round off the half-year’s work, 
responsible men like Messrs. CiiVnes and Thomas, who are hot supposed to see red, refused to lift a, finger in 
support of a scheme for setting up some machinery of conciliation, unless the Trade Disputes Bill were first 
scrapped. What a record ! ” 

“And most of it,” said the Sage, “was just eye-wash for the ignorant. Men like ObvNES and Thomas (I 
suspect the latter of wearing his tongue in his cheek) know better. My only hope is in those who don’t know 
better, because I think they would want to go the right way if they knew which it was, I should like to meet 
some of them and give them a little fatherly advice. Gan you suggest a suitable venue?” 

“ There ’s the Oval,” I said. “ You would meet lots of the more leisured labouring-class there. A few 
home-truths between the innings, or even between the overs, might be well received. Or what about a Pleasant 
Sunday Afternoon in Trafalgar Square? You’d get the real red stuff there, hawking its Soviet literature.” 

“Good,” said the Sage; “with Nelson above me and a British lion on each flank for my supporters. I 
should like that.” 

“Dare I ask,” said I, “in what particular form you would deliver your counsel?” 

“You dare,” replied Mr. Punch. “And the answ^er is that I should propose to read aloud, and distribute, 
the latest instalment of my own Guide to Sweet Reasonableness, which has now attained to its 
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